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rode  into  Berlin  in  triumph,  the  grand  new  EMPEROR  and  the  brave  CROWN  PRINCE.  The  pen  of  WALTER 
J_  SCOTT,  whose  memory  is  about  to  be  nobly  honoured  in  Britain,  might  register  the  thoughts  of  the  illustrious 
father  and  son. 

"  What  spell  was  good  KINO  '  WILLIAM'S,'  say  ? 

*    '      •          *          *          *          * 

His  was  the  patriot's  burning  thought 
Of  Freedom's  battle  bravely  fought, 
Of  castles  stormed,  of  cities  freed, 
Of  deep  design,  and  daring  deed." 

The  same  poet  might  tell  us  of  the  thoughts  that  occupied  the  gallant  PRINCE'S  mind,  only  the  famous  passage 
in  the  Lord  of  the  Isles  does  not  exactly  apply  in  his  case ;  in  fact,  it  does  not  apply  at  all ;  and  though  this  is  a 
trifle,  it  is  well  to  be  careful  about  trifles.  We  will  assume,  however,  that  FRITZ  was  thinking  of  his  charming  Prin- 
cess, who  was  just  then  looking  "  the  incarnation  of  health  and  happiness." 

They  rode  along  in  glory,  when  the  Royal  pair  became  aware  of  a  Presence,  which  came  between  them.  There 
was  a  benignant  and  affable  countenance,  pertaining  to  one  who  had  ridden  in,  dividing  father  from  son. 

"  Where  'a  MOLTKE  ?  "   was  the  new-comer's  bland  yet  peremptory  demand. 

"  Who  is  this  Person  ? "  said  the  EMPEROR,  looking,  yet  only  for  a  moment,  as  if  he  were  about  to  order  the 
stranger  to  be  blown  away  from  KRUPP'S  very  largest  steel  gun,  with  an  extra  charge.  Then  the  divine  instinct  which 
exists  in  anointed  Sovereigns  of  the  right  kind  came  upon  him,  and  he  grew  conscious  that  he  beheld  a  superior.  He 
was  about  to  dismount,  and  pay  homage  after  the  fashion  of  the  Hermit  (in  MR.  PARNELL'S  famous  poem) — 

"When  the  strange  Partner  seemed  no  longer  Man," 
but  the  Partner  calmly  said, 

"  All  right,  Imperial  Majesty,  keep  your  saddle.  Speech  taken  as  read,  my  brave.  How  do  you  do,  FBITZ  ? 
But  where 's  MOLTKE  ?  " 

"  Why,  it  is  dear  old  PUNCH  !  "  said  FREDERIC  WILLIAM  NICHOLAS  CHARLES,  E.G. 

"  Of  course  it  is  ;  but  none  so  old,  young  Prince.  Behold  this  gambado  ! "  Here  he  caused  his  gallant  steed 
to  execute  a  remarkable  feat.  "  Could  you  do  it  better,  valiant  horseman  that  you  are  ?  " 
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"Nearly  off,  though,"  said  the  PRINCE. 

"You're  another,"  said  MB.  PUNCH.     "How  woll  your  Serene  Father  is  looking." 

"  This  is  PUNCH,  Sire,"  said  TELEMACHDS  to  ULYSSES. 

The  grand  old  Monarch  gave  one  eagle-glance  at  the  grander  Creature  beside  him. 

"  Halt  the  whole  Army ! "  exclaimed  the  EMPEROR,  With  a  voice  for  wonder,  Like  the  roar  of  tie  Thunder, 
When  he  shouts  to  a  stormy  sea.  "  Wave  all  the  banners,  fire  off  all  the  cannons,  and  every  man  bellow  Hoch  !  and 
Hooray  !  Take  the  time  from  me  !  " 

The  mighty  noise  that  followed  was  heard  in  Paris,  and  it  so  astounded  M.  THIERS  that  he  counteimanded  the 
Review  which  was  to  be  held  on  the  next  Sunday.  When  asked  why  he  had  done  this,  he  said,  that  he  thought 
Sunday  would  be  a  wet  day. 

"  Thanks,"  said  MR.  PUNCH,  when  the  echoes  had  begun  to  resume  their  tranquillity,  and  the  stunnel  birds  had 
ceased  to  fall  from  the  upper  vault.  "  And  where  is  MOLTKE  ?  " 

"  MR.  PUNCH,"  said  the  EMPEROR,  reining  up  his  glorious  and  impatient  war-charger,  "  I  am  not  a  man  of 
many  words.  Which  I  wish  to  remark,  And  my  language  is  plain,  that  you  have  been  the  HOMER  of  this  War." 

"  I  have,"  said  MR.  PUNCH,  modestly.     "  Likewise  its  VIKGIL  and  its  TASSO,  not  to  say  its  MILTON." 

"  You  have  been  the  MILTON  of  the  second  war,"  said  FRITZ,  "  and  marvellously  have  you  recorded  the  Battle 
of  the  Demons." 

"  You  are  a  very  superior  kind  of  young  man,"  said  MR.  PUNCH,  "  and  you  have  said  the  thing  which  is 
right ;  and  where  is  MOLTKE  ?  " 

"  PUNCH,"  said  the  EMPEROR,  "  you  did  all  you  could  to  prevent  the  War.  You  warned  the  EMPEROR  OF  THE 
FRENCH.  When  the  duel  was  on,  you  did  justice  to  the  valour  on  both  sides.  When  Germany's  feats  were  noblest, 
you  immortalised  them.  In  the  hour  of  victory  you  interceded  for  the  vanquished,  and  now  you  gracefully  come  to 
adorn  the  triumph  of  the  conquerors.  You  are  welcome,  indeed." 

"  I  knew  I  should  be  welcome,  or  I  had  not  come.  EMPKKOU,  I  congratulate  you.  Pnrst'ii,  you  are  happy  in 
having  taken  your  laurel  from  the  white  hand  of  VICTORIA  ADELAIDE  MARY  LOUISA  of  England.  Now,  where 's 
MOLTKE  ?  " 

"  Here  he  comes !  "  laughed  the  Eoyal  couple. 

The  Wise  and  Silent  Man  approached,  and  MR.  PUNCH — like  EKMINIA  when  she  saw  the  wounded  TANCRED — 
"  stepped  not,  no,  lie  darted  from  his  seat." 

But  he  spoke  not.  Nor  did  he  who  can  be  silent  in  seven  languages,  speak.  One  raised  his  hat.  The  other 
winked.  And  this  was  all  that  passed  between  them,  as  MOLTKE  received  from  PUNCH  his 
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THE    QUIP    MODEST. 

Host  (Self-madt  Man).  "  I  ASSURE  YOU,  BROWN,  THERE  ISN'T  A  MAN  AS  YOU'VE  BEEN  DININ'  WITH  TO-DAY  AS  ISN'T  WUTH  TIIS  IlEi<;iit'Y  OR  'UNU'ERD  THOUSAN'  POUND  !  !" 
Artitt  (awfully  bored).    "On  DON'T  APOLOGUE,  I  BEO  !      I  DON'T  MIND  'EM!     INDIFFERENT  HONEST  I  DARE  SAY,  SOME  OF  'EM!     SEEM   GOOD  JUDGES   OF  YOUR  WINE.      You 

NEKI.X'T  TFLL  'EM   WHO    I    AM,    YOU    KNOW!  !"  [Strollt  into  lite  Gnrilni. 


THE    CENSUS    (ARITHMETICAL    PROGRESSION.) 

D0  You  INTF-ND  T0  BE  'THII'  TIME,  MARIA?    LAST  TIME,  TOU  WEKE  THIRTY-' ONE,'  AND  THIRTY  THE  TIME  BEFORE  !' 

TILL  THE  TRUTH,   DBAR THIRTY-TWO.      IlElOHO  !      How  TIME  FLIES  1  " 


FUJNUti  O    ALiMAJNAUK   JJUtt    1OYJ.. 


WHAT    WE    WANT    IN    OUB    POLICEMEN. 

1    Gnat  (luilili/  TO  CATCH  THE  CRIMINAL.    2.  tnuaemi  phyncal  strength,  TO  OVERPOWER  HIM.    3.  ^n  acute  and  well- ilitcif  lined  intellect,  so  AS  Kevrn  10  TAKE  UP  THE  Wnono  PERSOS. 
THKSE  CHARACTERISTICS  AUK  UAIIKLY  TO  HE  FOUND  COMBINED  IN  ONE  POLICEMAN,  BUI  BY  ORGANISING  PICKED  MEN  INTO  LITTLE  BANDS  OF  THREE,  CHEAT  IMPROVEMENTS  MAT  BK 


CHARACTERISTICS  I 
BXPECTED. 


AID  TO  CONVERSATION.—  If  you  arc  at  a  loss  for  Something 
to  pay  to  u  strong-minded  woman,  take  an  opportunity  of 
asking  her  why  an  ironclad  aloUifude  of  a  Wooden  frigate 
reminds  one  of  man  and  wife  1  Suppose  she  replies  that 
she  does  not  know,  yon  can  tell  her— Because  the  wooden 
ship  is  tin:  weaker  \> 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  MOON. 
THY  face  is  gibbons.  Moon.    And  canst  thou  shine? 
Ah,  what  if  ETHEL'S  cheek  should  grow  like  thine  I 

"  THE  RAY  SOCIETY."— The  Photographic. 


POPULAR  MISSTATEMENT. — Christmas  comes  but  once  a 
year,  say  the  unthinking.  The  voth  of  December  cumos 
only  once  a  year,  if  you  like.  Put  the  Christmas  Panto- 
mimes are  usually  played  till  nearly  Easter,  and  merry 
Christmas  very  often  returns,  with  a  bitter  East  wind,  in 
the  midst  of  merry  May. 


MONTHLY  MEMORANDA. 

Jan  nary  7. — At  6 '19  day  breaks. 
You  cannot  mend  it. 

On  Feln'ii'ii-i/ 15  the  Moon  and 
Saturn  are  in  conjunction.  Co- 
pulative or  disjunctive?  ZAD- 
KIKL,  pel-Laps,  will  answer  this 
question.  He  ought  to  know  the 
grammar  of  Astrology. 

Fcln-iMi-u  '.X  —  Lastdayof  hfire- 
hnnting.  AH  the  bares  next  day 
go  iu:id  with  joy. 

»/(!/•<•/•  1  -  -Feast  of  St.  David. 
Welsh  rahhit  and  leak  eating 
logins.  'I'lie  Cambria  may  hap- 
pen to  spring  a  leak  in  season. 
March  IT.— St.  Patrick's  Day. 
Irishmen  \vc.r  shamrock.  It 
is  the  nnlv  sham  in  old  Ireland. 
Tl,e  l,,i,,i:,,-lal  fint  of  April.— 
All  Fool's  1 1, iv.  Now  make  pro- 
mises of  MnrrlAgo.  Now  accept 
Trusts  and  Hills.  N.e.v  conclude 
Troities  with  Foreign  Powers. 

On  ll,e  it  Hi  ,,f  April  Science 
lost  GAY  LrssAr.  Ho  was  a 
Chemist,  and  not  a  Man  about 
Town. 

Mm,  29.  —  rtcstoration  of  KING 
CHARLES  II.  You  can't  make 
cider  out  of  oak-apples 

June  1*1. — The  longest  day.  No 
real  ni-ht,  unless  you  m:i! .  a 
night  of  it;  and  then  you  ni:iv 
require  '  pick  inc-up"  next 
morning. 

Ju'n  I.'..  Feast  of  St.  Swilhin. 
Wa  like  this  Saint  best  with- 
out his  iii.ubus.  He  is  held  t» 
be  the  patron  of  cats  and  do^'s. 

July  ;',l.  —  Pailiaincnt  drawing 
toaeluse.  About  this  time  really 
dates  the  M :ussacre  of  the  Inno- 
cents 

^iifttut  12.— Grouse  shtolin^ 
commenecs.  Government  insti- 
tutes a  trial  of  breech-U>aders. 

Stptembtr  I.  —  St.  Partridge  ; 
Bird  and  Martyr. 


October  S5.— Feast  of  St  Cris- 
pin. All  soles. 

Tin  Hinlh  of  November  fc  the 
Lord  Mayor's  Day.  It  is  either 
foegy  or  fair.  In  the  former 
case  It  may  remind  his  Lordship 
of  thick  turtle— in  the  latto.  of 
clear. 

ClirlttouuPplitici.—  Parliament 
is  divided  Into  parties,  aud  Pri- 
vate Bills  are  introduced  into  the 
House. 


A    MEAN    AVERAGE. 

Vulgar  Old  Unclt.  "  JOIN  THE  LADIKS,  GEORGE?     ALL  RIGHT,  MY  Boy.     I  GENERALLY  TAKE  A  GLASS  or 

i-ui -.liuv   BEFORE    LEAVING    THE    TABLE— Isips — YOU   bEE    IT    MAKES    ABOUT    THREE   HUNDRED    AND    SlXlY-flVE 

GLASSES  A  YEAR — (aniackiuy  A.j  /i^a;— EXTRY  !  1" 


FANTASIA  ON  ALL  FOOLS' 
DAY. 

THE  true  Philosopher,  at  eve  re- 
clined, 

Soars  to  the  stars  and  contem- 
plates his  kind. 

Alike  to  him  the  gems  and  gold 
of  King*, 

The  Knave  of  Diamonds,  and 
Saturn's  Rings, 

He  foes  through  smoke  the  whole 
of  Nature's  plan, 

Meisures  the  n  yriapoda  with 
M  .11  ; 

Considers  how  gigantic  cranes 
are  ftd. 

And  carries  the  c.  ism.  .„•  my  to  bed, 

BY  SPIRIT  POST.—"  Stonewalls 
do  not  a  pri«on  make"— Then 
what  'i"?  Perhaps  the  shade  of 
MR.  RICHAKD  LOVELACK  will 
w.tisl'y  a  turnkey's  mind  by 
return. 

A  QUERY. — "Twas  caviare  to 

•:cral."— Hamlet.      Has   it 

been   discovered    who    was    the 

General   officer    referred    to    by 

SHAKSPEAKK? 

How  TO  CURE  THE  VAPOIRS 
(HuMosoi'ATHicALLY).  —  Take  a 
vapour  bath. 

MOTTO  FOR  THE  AERONAUTICAL  j 
SOCIETY.  —  "  Ptnnii    non  Aomini 
dutit. " — Horace. 


PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOE  1871. 


,, 

•<*in-V  r   -  /.  ?-- 


'AS    WELL    AS    CAN    BE    EXPECTED." 

Honey  Parish  Doctor  (late  for  the  Meet].  "WELL,  MOTHER,  AND  HOW'S  YOUR  DAUGHTER,  AND  THE  BABBY— POOHLY,  EH?    AH,  WELL,  GIVE  HIM  A  PINCH 

PAP,    AXD  I  'LL  LOOK  IN  TO-MORROW." 


o1  BRIMSTONE  IN  ins 


MATER    BTJLKY-FILIA    BULKIOR. 


UJL1^  PAINTCt>  E'nBTKEN  YK"M  *°°-*«  THINK  1T  ™™  «-«*«  »«»  EMILY,  HKEE  -• 

IE  YOUNG   DOCTOR,   AOHABT,   AND   HE  MENTALLY  KESOLVS8  THAT  HE  WILL  "  NOT"  PKOP.WE  FOP.  DEAR  EMILY,   AFTER  ALL. 


IT  U  li  \JJ_L 


THE    RESTRAINTS    OF    SOCIETY* 

Juvenile  Rnhemian.  "  'HATE  COIN*  oirr  TO  TEA  !    HAVE  TO  BE  GOOD  SUCH  A  PRECIOUS  Loxo  TIME  !  !" 


A  SONG  FOR  SPRING. 
(Jit/  a  Muti  of  Fee  liny.) 

ctTful  along  the  gay  meads 
The  primrosu  and  daisy  appear  [ 
Anil  while  on  limb  ontlm  hu  feeds, 
Man  is  glad  that  the  Springtime  Is  bore  1 


MAXIM  FOR  MASXLAND.— "  Tho  proper  study  of  mankind 
It)  Man." 

EXPERIENCE  TEACHRS. — A  bachelor  friend  compares  a 
shire  button  to  life,  because  it  so  often  hangs  by  a  thread. 

PROVERBIAL  FALLACY. — Waste  not,  want  not— Bosh.  One 
may  never  waste  a  candle's  end,  and  yet  want  a  thousand 
a  ye:ir. 


A   SONG    FOR   SUMMER. 
(By  a  Rural  Philosopher.) 

Tis  sweet  the  lazy  houra  to  slay, 
Ki'dining  'mid  the  cow-mown  hay : 
'Tis  sweat  to  smoke  the  pensive  pipe, 
And  think  that  strawberries  are  ripe. 


THE   LANGUAGE   OF 
FLO  WE  US. 

JANUARY.  —  Now  flowers  the 
I'lu'i -tin;is  Hose,  otherwise  called 
tin-  Illack  Hellebore,  IMteborut 
"  Calumny."  Just  BO.  It 
is  imt  of  th.it  O'l'iur ;  nothiii ' 
so  much  like  a  nigger  as  a  Coul 
Utiick  Ko-e 

l-'i  imi'AKV.—  Firsr,  up  peeps 
Hie  Snowdrop,  then  the  Crocus. 
Snowdrop,  "  Uelincrm-nt."  Cro- 
cus, "  A  huso  nut."  Oianiiiu.-i 
(  ouduoton  and  Cubnien.  stick 
thorn  in  yuiir  liutt'in-holes. 

MARCH.— Thi?  Anemone  blooms. 
It  in  the  emblem  of  "  SjicLni-cs." 
N.It.  Anemone  means  Wind 
Flower. 

Al-itn..  In  m-sul  >u-s  you  m:iy 
now  cull  tliu  Cant iniinc,  or 
Cuckoo  Flower,  Minifying  "  Pa- 
ternal Krror ."  Hut  it  "i,s  no  fault 
of  the  cuck  Cuckoo  tliiit  tlic  hen 
luys  hor  ».'{,'li*  in  tuiothiT  liinl'.s 
lii-st.  ri:u't.-  this  flower.  iliMi's, 

on  the  breikf^ust  table  for  Papa 
to  see  whoti  he  comes  down 
l;itt-  :iftt-r  h  iving  dined  out. 

M  w.  —Tho  lliiwtlioin  pnts 
forth  its  blossoms.  "  Hope.'' 
liridfs.  twine  H:iwtliorn  bluoui 
with  your  i ) range  M- > 

JUNK.—  K«l:uitine  —  ''Poetry." 
Riad  DR.  IV ATM. 

JULV.— Cubbjigo  Rose — "  Ani- 
b;i-s.ni,ir  uf  Love."  Employ  a 
Solicitor. 

AUGUST.  —  Clematis —  "  Mental 
lU'iiuty."  .Offer  it  to  a  strung- 
minded  woman. 

ISKITKMBKK.— Now,  in  sliowery 
wiviiher,  you  may  to-t  th«  aoeu- 
nicy  of  the  "  Shepherd's  Ba- 
rometer/' Pimpernel.  "Change." 
— ' '  Assignation. "  Retuni  the 
letters  of  your  old  love,  and 
advertise  fora  new. 

OCTOBER.— For  some  time  after 


^- 


Micliaelmu  you  can  gather  tlio 
Mifliaulin:u  Duliy—"  Chcerful- 
no«s  in  Old  Age."  Make  a  chtip- 
let  of  it  fur  yuur  grumbling  old 
Uncle. 

NOVEMBER.  —  The  month  far 
Chrysanthemum*  Red.  "  I 
lov«."  "Vhite,  "  Truth  "  Yrflow, 
"  Blighted  Live."  Weave  tho 
three  Into  s  garland  for  u  Philo- 
sopher who  has  been  jilted. 

DECKHBER.  —  Holly  moon* 
"  Foresight"— Mistletoe,"  Obsta- 
cles to  IKS  overcome."  buruiouut 
Mistletoe  with  Holly. 


Hottest.  "  I  'LL 
MfclljMr  tn  him.)      ' 

SIXTH -MONTHLY  !  1* 


TERRIBLE    SITUATION. 

INTRODUCE  YOU  TO  A  CHARMING  PARTNER— MR  TRIMMLK*.  Miss   MUI.IH.KWORTH."    (/;i  a 
So  CLKVHK  !     WIKU'E  THAT  CAPITAL  ARTICLE  ON  BI-OSTANEOI'S  CEREIIKOBITY  IN  THE  L\BT 


ECCLBBIASTICAI.  PROPRIETIE8. — 

"  I  am."  said  a  reverend  H«-t«»r 
of  the  old  school  to  p.  Kituolfrt 
Curate,  "  u  martyr  to  the  Gout." 
"  Pardon  me.  ray  dear  Sir,"  re- 
plied the  latter,  "happily  you 
still  survive.  You  tihoufd  not 
call  yourself  a  Martyr,  but  a  Con- 
fessor." 

TVANINO  THE  TABLES.—  In  tho 
present  age  of  enlightenment 
nnd  economy  billiard"  tabl*  §  are 
manufuctureil  to  serve  as  diniug- 
tublcs  ahio.  If  you  Lajtpen  t<»  nt 
down  as  a  guest  At  one  of  these, 
n  nit- m)>er  the  good  old  injunc- 
tion— Kut  all,  but  pockut  none. 

XAVAL  iNTEi.tiiiKNcr. —Land- 
lubbers may  be  informed  th*t 
the  nautical  expcrimeut  of  liox- 
tng  the  Couipaxti  is  usually  at- 
ttiuptvd  upon  the  S^ir  dwck. 

A   POOR   PKRFORMEII.— In   tho 

:  <<t'  l.:r.If*  the  domestic 
fowl  plays  but  a  humble  part  — 
only  supplying  the  druiu  sticks. 

PROVERB  FOR  A  SHOWER.— 
Half  a  parasol  is  better  than 
no  umbrella. 

VoLi'MKs  OF  SMOKE.— From  a 
Libniry  on  Fire. 


H'S  AL 


SEASONABLE  ADVICE. 
(By   a    Donitttic    £conomi*t. ) 

Ir  your  rooms  are  only  largo  enough  to  accommodate  a 
seore,  wh»n  you  give  a  ball  be  careful  to  invite  at  Ic  ist  a  hun- 
dred. At  the  tame  time  only  order  supper  for  a  score,  for  people 
who  are  aqueazed  to  death  can  hardly  uave  much  appetite'. 

Let  your  children  form  ft  tasting  committee  of  the  sweets,  ere 
they  are  placed  upon  the  table.  Dirty  little  finger-marks  ;u<> 
aure  to  ;>rove  deterrent  to  the  hunger  of  your  guests,  and  your 
family  next  day  will  bo  a  g  iuer  by  their  abstinence. 


In  order  to  s  join  hospitable,  walk  about  the  supper-room  with 
a  bottle  of  Chamj'agne,  and  challenge  friends  to  drink  with  you, 
telling  them,  in  a  stage  whisper,  that  it  only  cost  you  cightecn- 
pence  a  bottle. 

When  you  give  a  dinner-party,  hire  the  smallest  glasses  that 
you  can  procure,  and  direct  your  waiters  to  put  plenty  o.f  ice  iu 
them. 

Never  encourage  arguments  before  you  join  the,  ladies,  for 
argiu'Dff  induces  thirst,  and  thirst  is  far  from  economical. 

Hire  your  waiters  upon  terms  that  shall  induce  them  to  tout 
your  guests  fur  fees,  and  thus  make  them  leavo  your  house 
with  small  wish  to  revisit  it. 


If  conversation  flags,  bet;  somebody  or  other  to  oblige  you  w 
a  song.  This  will  Ite  quite  certain  to  set  every  o»e  ml"  talkh 
an>i  prevent  their  thinking  of  tho  bad  dinner  you  have  giv 
them. 

MBMORAELR  EVENT  IN  MAY.— On  the  20th  of  this  mer 
month  the  First  NAPOLEON  .was  compelled  to  raise  the  siege 
Acre  by  tho  renowned  HtR  SIDNKV  SMITH.  This  chivalruus  SII>N 
may  be  called  the  British  Cid. 

No  FABLE.— JEsop  hod  a  remarkably  wide  gullet.  Evorsm 
his  time  that  part  of  tho  human  frame  has  been  called  the  Et 
phagus. 


THE    KEEPEB 

ONE  OF  THE  OFFICIALS  AT  THE  ZOOLOGICAL  GARDENS  HAS  A  BEWILDERING  NIGHTMARE.     HE  DREAMS  TI 


PRIZE  CALENDAR.— Warranted  not  to 


JANUARY. 

Old  May  Day. 

Lots  of  things. 

LoU  more. 

3,  6.  7.  Holidays  in  the  City  for  any- 

bedy  who  likes  to  take  them. 
Trout-fishing  commences  in  the  Ser- 
pentine 

Hair-brushing  begins. 
Christmas  bills  fall  due. 

on  Ixiii'lou  Bridge  by  the  old 

Scholars    ot     Greenwich     Hocpitll] 

Traffic  permittiug. 
13,  14.  Lovely  weather,  if  fine. 
1C.   Rag  Fair  held  at  the  Rag  this  year. 
Festival  of  the  Great  Grandsons  of  the 

CUrgy  celebrated  by  the  Fathers  of 

the  Church. 

A  very  Remarkable  Day. 
A  Dey  observed  bv  the  Algcrinos. 
First  appearance  of  the  Great 

not  absolutely  impossible 
Mr.  Jones  bora  (18iO).    Nothing  after 

this,  except 
Fireworks. 

FKBRUARY. 

1.  Pishing  for  compliments  commences. 
2   Only  comes  once  a  year. 

4.  Annirer>jiry. 

5,  6.   7.  8.    Half-hnlidays    in   the  City. 

Members  of  the  Stock  Exchange  can 
Uke  which  half  they  like.     Tickets 
Issued  at  the  Monument. 
9,  10.    Review    of     the    Lords    of  the 


Admiralty  by  the  Elder  Brethren  of 
Trinity  House. 

11.  Dance    of   Veterinary    Surgeons    in 

Guildhall. 

12.  Croquet    match     in     Lincoln's- Inn- 

fields. 

13.  A  Movcable  Feast.     On  table  at  7'30. 

punctually  off  at  10. 

14.  Exportation  of  Coals  to  Newcastle 

from  Paul's  Wharf.  King  Cole's  Day. 

15.  A  most  Extraordinary  Day. 

20.  New  Moon,  if  the  old  one's  finished 

21.  Sir.  Smith  born.     (1821.) 

22.  Nothing  more   to   the   end   of   the 

month. 

MARCH. 

1.  He  comes  in  like  a  Lion. 

2.  Public  Games  in  Leicester  Square 

3.  Installation  of  the  chancellor  of  Ox- 

ford, if  nece*s;iry. 
4    Great  Tooth-drawing  Match  for  £20 

a  side,   by  members  of  the  Royal 

Academy. 
'>,  6,  7,  S,  ;i,  10.   Nothing  doing.  Luncheon 

every  day  at  the  samf  1 

11.  A  Movcable  Feast.     Dinner  at  V30  to 

the  minute. 

12.  Ramadan   observed    by   the    Turks 

(Poor  felloes !) 

13.  14.  16.  Oysters  taken  by  the  dozen  to 

s]>end  a  happy  day  at  Rosherville. 
in.  A  Wonderful  Day. 
1  r,    Fair  Day. 

18.  Day  after  the  Fair. 

19.  Holiday  all  over  the  country,  if  per- 

mitted. 


20.  Mr.  Brown  born.     Rejoicings. 

21.  Reaction   after    recent    excitement. 

The  other  days  of  the  month  can  be 
omitted,  if  requisite. 
31.  He  goes  out  like  a  Lamb. 

APRIL. 

1.  Old  Michaelmas  Day. 

2,  3,  4,  5.  AH  on  the  same  day. 

0.  Race  of  Wild  Horses  in  Rotten  Row. 

7.  Annual  May  Fair  Day. 

8.  Movoablc  Feast.    Supper  put  off  till 

to-morrow. 

9.  Lobster.,'  Lady  Day. 

10,  11,  12.  13,  14,"  15,  16.  Tho  middle  of 
next  week. 

17.  Very  likely  an  earthquake.     Listen. 

18.  Holiday  at  the  Turkish  Baths.     Full 

Dress. 

19.  A  most  Remarkable  Day.  You '11  see. 
2n.  Eclipse :  perhaps. 

21.  Mr.  Robinson  born. 

*»*  The  celebrated  Robinson  year. 
Nothing  after  this. 

MAY. 

1.  Fox -hunting  commences. 

2.  And  continues. 

3.  4,  5,  6,  7.   Rcjoicin  B. 

8,  !>.  10,  11,  12.  Depression. 
l:t.  Fireworks. 

14.  Deputation  from  the  Zoological  Gar- 

dens,  mounted  on  animals,   waits 
upon  the  Lord  Mayor. 

15,  16.  17,  18,   19.    Preparations  every- 

where for  the  Great  Holiday  on  tho 


cc 


20.  Final  Preparations. 

21.  MR.  SMITH,  JUN.,  BOHN.    Fireworks 

to  the  end  of  the  mouth. 

JUNE. 

1.  Great  Hen  Day.    Ceremony  of  laying 

the  first  egtr  in  state. 

2,  3,  4.  Turtle  Match  for  £30  aside  be- 

tween two  Aldermen  of  the  City  of 
London.     The  winner  to  be  elected 
Lord  Mayor  for  next  year. 
5,  C,  7.  Dance  of  Detectives  iu  Scotland 
Yard.     Bagpipe  accompaniment. 

8.  Washing  the  London  statues.     Gene- 

ral Holiday. 

9.  Members  of  Parliament  football  match 

and  hurdle  races  in  the  New  Cut, 

Lambeth.      Circus  performances  in 

the  evening. 

10,  11,  12.  Snuff -taking  begins. 
1:;.  Crotto  Day.     Commemoration  in  tho 

Shell-donian  Theatre,  Oxford. 

14.  Several  eclipses  invisible  everywhere. 

15.  Remarkable  Day. 
10.  Queer  Day. 

17.  Good  Day. 

IS.  How  d'ye  do  to-day  ? 

111.  Half  Holiday. 

20.  Half  Holiday. 

21.  Whole  Holiday. 

22.  Rejoicings  till  the  end  of  the  month. 

JULY. 

1.  First  of  December.    Old  Style. 

2,  8.  Racing  in  sacks  from  Conihill  to 

Temple  Bar  by  everybody  who  likes. 


4,  5,  0.  Holiday 

7.  Illumination 

ticular. 

8.  All  theatres 

public,  5  A. 
Ci.  Balloon  ascej 

10.  Fireworks. 

11.  Exhibition 

Popular  Pr< 

12.  13,  14,  15    Di 

London  Rri 

1C.  Old  Guy  Fa 

rcrnemlwrt 

17.  Cambridge  1 

18.  Very  Kemarl 
10.  Very  Queer  : 

20.  Holiday  Pro1 

National  F( 

21.  Great  Natiol 

born. 

22.  Fireworks  ti' 


1.  Visit  everybc 

2.  Opera  opens 

every  hour. 

3.  Ballet  in  thi 

the  Peace  S 

4.  Longest  day 

5.  Old  Derby  D 

6.  Old  New  Yet 

some  place* 

7.  Thames    Em 

quite  done. 

8.  Cambridge! 

9.  Curious  Day. 


FOR  1871. 


WlfKKE  THEY  OUGHT  TO  GO. 

OUB  Fireman— to  Bcme. 

Our  Hrusliin.-iker-   to  r'omo. 

Our  S:ivis;i^unt:in  — to  CAteaton  Streit. 

(Inr  HottM-dog— CO  liiirkini;. 

Our  Piipcnnaker— to  Ktiuiina. 

Our  Drunkard— to  Un>i>m»re. 

Our  Angler— to  Worms. 

Our  Si>iritim!i.st — to  Hcilly. 

OUT  Furifcr— to  Sbammoney. 

0  jr  Undertaker— to  litiry. 


NEGATIVE  EXPERIENCE. 

NEVER  knew  a  plftln  cook  wlio  was  n»t  :i  p  . 

never  knew  a  Cockney  tfet  the  worst  of  it  ut  eua,  without 
hi  teilini;  me  lio  never  felt  so  well  In  all  his  life. 

never  saw  tuu  portrait  of  a  Derby  Winner  that  could  not 
bo  mistaken  for  a  doz>-u  I  before  lia'l  seen 

never  saw  au  Aldernian  at  a  feast  of  Vegetarians. 

never  saw  a  sailor  carrying  an  umbrella,  or  a  pair  of  spec- 
taclen  in  use  by  a  chimney-sweep. 

INBTRUMKNTS  OF  T'lntunE  —  Bad  piano*. 


ANECDOTE.—  "Como,  girls,"  said  our  Jnl'y  old  aunt,  "  abou 

mils.      We  are  always   hearing  of  'united  avca.'     La 

u-i   cluli  uiir  Vt'ara       I  'II   put  ill  IV-'.  and  yu  f'""r  sh.ill  put  ill  2 

ouch.  Tlirii'wu  .sl.all  all  "o  iindi-T  :iu ;  "  Tbegirb  nearly  kinsw 
her  old  head  oft  for  liui  au  1 1  i  y 

"  HAII.-ROOM  might  txirrow  a  hint  fmui  tho«e  merc'antili 
chaps."  K:U  1.  in  ii  i«oly,  young  HARDIOANUTK.  "  \Vlieu  one  tike 
Farmer,  lialiili'y  should  i«j  limited.  IMlico  with  her,  but  no 
bound  to  take  her  to  supp.r." 

IT  h  is  been  observed  that  poultry  fauclern  arc  subject  to  a 
unplu  t-ant  de'ect— a  cook  iit  I  heir  eye. 


STIGHTMAEE. 

^  THE  ANIMALS  HATE  BROKEN  LOOSE  AND  SWAPPED  HEADS,  AND  HE  DOESN'T  KNOW  "WHICH  TO  FEED  WITH  WHAT." 


a  single  item  of  trustworthy  information. 

ngflgatc. 

othing    in    par- 

gratis    to    the 
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ilo    Fabrics    by 
Mushrooms  oil 
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y. 
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he  's  out. 
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,  by  members  of 

rystal  Paltce. 
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s  nothing. 


10.  A  Remarkable  Day :    all  after   this 

are  succeeding    Days  :    good  Days 
for  Speculations. 

11.  Shooting  for  Nuts  by  members  of  the 

Gun  Club. 

12.  Great  Skating  Match  for  £100  a  side, 

on    tue   Ornamental   Water,   Gruui 
Park.    Weather  i>ernntting. 

13.  Horse  Show  at  Horsemongcr  Gaol. 

14.  15,  Ifi.  17,  18,  19.  No  days  ;  all  longest 

nights. 

20.  Brown  born.     Festivities  and  illumi- 
nations till  the  end  of  the  month. 

SEPTEMBER. 

1.  Vaccination  (gratis)  at  Nelson's  Monu- 

ment, Trafalgar  Square. 

2.  OH  Midsummer  Hay. 

3.  Cambridge  Term  meets  tho  Oxford 

Term.      Dinner    in  honour  of  tho 
occasion. 

4.  Kvon  of  Odd  Daj". 
.S.  Oiid  D.iy, 

0.  Volunteer    Review    (put    off    indcfi- 
ruteh). 

7.  Ottet -hunting  in  Piccadilly. 

8.  Concert    Festival.      Singing    in    the 

Bon. 

9.  Hockey  on  the  ice.  as  usual,  by  torch- 

light 

10.  Grand  Day  at  the  Ladies'  Exchange 

Column. 

11,  12,  13.  General  Holiday  at  the  Mint. 

Readings  from  the  works  of  Charles 
Lamb  given  gratis. 


14.  Balloon  ascents  by  Missionaries : 
after  a  collection. 

15,16.  Procession  of  Her  Majesty's  Minis- 
ters carrying  the  annual  Cabinet 
Pudding  in  state  to  Buckingham 
Palace. 

17.  Irish  Landlord  Shooting  commencps. 

18.  Degree    of    L.L.    conferred    on    Mr. 

Kinauau  by  Dublm  University. 

19.  Rejoicings     in    anticipation   of    to- 

BKOTOW, 

20.  Smith  born.     Gila  days  and  regattas 

to  the  end  of  the  mouth. 
OCTOBER. 

1.  Balloon  Ascents.     Experiments  witli 

Han-els  of  Gunpowder  in  tho  Air. 
Holiday  at  the  Crystal  Palace. 

2.  Nightingales  heard  for  tho  first  time 

in  Hond  Street. 

3.  London  shuts  up,  everybody  worth 

speaking  of,  or  to,  being  now  ck-am  I 
out.  The  inhabitants,  however,  arc 
allowed  their  harmless  recreations, 
as  duck -hunting,  pelting  organists, 
attending  debating  societies,  mak- 
ing excursions  to  Hicks's  Hall  to 
see  how  it  formerly  stood,  and  send- 
ing halfpenny  cards. 
NOVEMBER. 

1.  Political  Meetings— Spouting  in  Tra- 

falgar Square  by  the  Fountains. 

2.  Possible  rain  of  meteors — certain  rain 

of  cats  and  dogs. 

3.  Archery  Fetes  commence,  President, 

the  Head  Master  of  Harrow.     First 
Meeting  in  Bow  Street, 


5.  Hanwell  Holidays  commence. 

6.  Cambridge    Term     divides    in    the 

Senate  House,  and  ia  lost  on  the 
division. 

7.  Ceremony  of  Spinning  the  Top  of  the 

Monument. 

8.  Day    for    Scouring    Hyde     Park  by 

Volunteers. 

9.  Great     Game    at   Nurr    and    Sp"H. 

Colours  to  be  obtained  at  Lamlxith 
Palace.  Place  of  meeting  secret 
till  the  night  before. 

10.  Police  "  receive  information." 

11.  Police  will  consider  tho  information 

received. 

12.  Police  will  determine  to  act  upon  it 

13.  Police  will  proceed  to  act  upon  it. 

14.  Police  will  find  that  culprit  bolted  on 

the  9th. 

15.  Police  interchange  compliments  on 

their  intelligence  and  efficiency,  and 
wait  for  more  information. 

16.  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat  Race,  if 

it  hasn't  come  off  before  this. 

17.  18,  19.  Great  Billiard  Match  between 

the  Canons  of  St.  Paul's  and  West- 
minster. 

20.  Rat  Hunting  commences. 

21,  2-2.  Old  Dog  Dayfi. 

23.  Smifh  born.      Rejoicings  to  end  of 
the  month. 

DECEMBER. 

1,  2,  3.  Swimming  Matches  in  Coldbath 
Fields.  Humane  Society  in  attend- 
ance on  their  own  Drags. 

4,  5t  0.  Old  Longest  Days. 


7.  Cambridge  and  Oxford  Terms  Join 

the  middle. 

8.  Sermons  gratis  from  the  Croas  of  I 

Paul's. 

9.  Anniversary  of  tho  Invasion  of  t 

Thames  Tunnel 

11.  Inspection  of  Ballet  Drosses,  prcvio 

to  production  of  Pantomimes  by  i 
Officers  of  the  Lord  Chambcrlaii 
Office,  and  the  Middlesex  Mag 
trntcs.  It  will  take  place  on  tl 
outskirts  of  tho  Metropolis. 

12.  Btll-riDging Match roundthc  3quar 

of  London.  Open  to  all  boys  tind 
thirteen.  Run -away -knock  Spor 
to  follow. 

13.  Skittle-playing  at  private  parties. 

14.  Meetings   by  Moonlight   alone,   at 

Grand  Intcrnatlonul  Cat  Show  c 
the  Tiles,  Finsbury  Pavement. 

15.  Prize  Barrister  Show.  Temple  Bar. 

16.  Great  Sale  at  the  United  Service  Sho 
keepers'  Company,  Limited  :  Y«cb> 
of  over  ten  tons  only  admitted. 

17.  18,  19.  Holidays  at  the  Bank.     Trc 

sury  open  gratis  to  all  comers.  J 
Police. 

20.  Jones  born.  Fireworks  and  Bonfin 
to  the  end  of  the  Year. 

31.  The  lAst  Day  of  thft  Year.  U  is  cti 
tomary  to  spend  it  in  making  <?rn 
resolutions  for  the  next,  but  th 
ceremony  may  be  dispensed  with  1 
licence,  to  be  obtained  from  yoi 
wife,  or  anybody  else  who  kno\ 
your  real  character. 


PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOE  1871. 


SUGGESTIONS    FOR    AERIAL    NAVIGATION. 

FROM  THE   "SOCIETE  BBS  VoLOVOLMTVENTS "   (VOLO  VOLARK— I    WILL  FLY;    VENTUM— WIND  OR  NO  WIND) 


SEEI.SU  WUAT  SELECUUN    CLIMATE,  TBAININO    kc  ,  H\VE  I.OXK  FOB  THE  EcjnsE  BREED,  WHY  SHOULD  NOT  THE  SAME  INFLUENCES  BE  BROUGHT  TO  BEAB  ON  POWERFUL  Bnua 
or  1'iiEY  ?    TUB  BALLOON  ITSELF  MIC  .1  BE  MADE  OF  SUCH  A  SHAPE  AS  TO  OFFER  A  MINIMUM  o»  BESISTANCK  TO  THE  ALB. 


i«r  AN   INDIA  BUBBER  C  IAT,  TIE  IT  AT  THE  NECK,  WHIST",  AND  ANKI^S,  AND  TUHN  ON 

TUE  GAS  tlluM    Vi'UU    OWN  BUUNEB.       TUKN    1'UTLE  ABOUT  THE  Kouil  WITH   FANS. 


llAUNESS  AN  UNLIMITED    NUSrliF.lt  OF  PjOKoNS  TO  ONE  END    OF    YOUR    CAR,    AND 
A  HAWK  TO  THE  OTHER,  AND  LEAVE  EVERYTHING  TO  APPETITE  AND   1'EAR. 


Prr  os  A  TAIL  COAT,  STAND  ON  THE  Roof,  DRAW  YOUK  BREATH  AND  WAYS  YOUR  HANDS  GENTLY  up  AND  DOWN  FOR  A  FEW  GENERATIONS.    BY  AN  EXTENSION  OF  MR.  DARWIN'S 

THEORY  YOU   WILL  ORADU/i-.T   •    t  YOUBHELF  .'OR  INDEPENDENT  V  •%..     '.-iON.      (THIS  PLAN  REQUIRES  MUCH   PATIENCE  AND  SELF-DENIAL) 


PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOR  1871. 


THE    ROYAL    BLANKSHIRE    HTJSSABS    (YEOMANRY).      "  INSPECTION    PARADE.' 

Sergeant- Major.— "WHEN  I  D'  SAYF  DRAA-A— ,  MIND  THBB  BK.4NT  TO  DRAA-A— ;  BUT  WHEN  I  D*  SAVE  SOUARDS,— WHIP  'EM  OUT  SMEART  AND  '  DRESS  UP'  T'Gt 


RKCREATION  FOR  THE  SCHOOL  OF  DESIGN.— A  Game  of 
Elgin  Marbles. 

WHAT  A  SISTER  SA\S: — Brothers  are  bothers. 


VULGAR  ERROR.— It  is  commonly  said  that  any  stick  will 
do  to  beat  a  dog.    No.    A  stick  of  sealing-wax  won't. 

THE  FARMER'S  PARADISE.—  The  Island  of  Muck. 


AN  OLIVE  BRANCH  FROM  THE  VATICAN.— The  POP*  tend* 
his  Prize  Bull  to  the  Islington  Cattle  Show. 

A  SWELL  SAINT.— St.  Martiii-le-Grand. 


JOTTINGS  BY  A  TOURIST. 

Andover, — Properly  Handover, 
but  the  first  settlers  were  careless 
of  their  h's. 

lltikew  II.— Pastry,  rolls,  £c.t  iu 
perfection. 

Eanbury.—  Cakes  and  Cross  both 
worth  a  pilgrimage ;  &hed  tears  over 
the  latter,  thinking  of  my  child- 
hood. 

Beaumaris.  -Slightly  corrupted. 
The  founder,  lil'  e  Uenu  NASH,  Bc:m 
l.Ri'MMEt,,  Ac  ,  was  commonly 
known  OM  Beau  MOKRIS. 

Severity.— Called  after  the  cele- 
brated SL-cm'-paiiitfr. 

/fri'/yiorr  —  Hcally  Brideport,  ha- 
ving OMCQ  bt!en  a  fivourite  retreat 
for  the  newly -married. 

Slack  I'ill  K<Kid.— Kvidently  some 
mistake  hero  ;  oujjht  to  bo  either 
Black  Draught,  or  Blue  Pill  Road. 

Brightfide.—Vilint  a  delightful 
place  to  live  in  !  Should  never  have 
the  blues  again  ;  everything  would 
be  coultur  de  rose. 

Broad»tairt.—Qn  the  contrary, 
those  I  went  up  and  down  were 
unusually  narrow,  otherwise  I 
should  have  recommended  this 
j'l  toe  to  persons  afflicted  *ith  fat. 

tturnt  hlci"d.  -Not  a  siga  of  a 
conflagration  to  be  seen. 

Cirenct&ter. — Another  instance  of 
corruption  It  ought  to  be  Siren- 
cester.  Ono  was  living  here  as 
ivivntly  as  the  Middle  Ages. 

dock  Face.— Set  my  watch  by  it ; 
inhabitants  all  up  to  the  time  of  day. 
Coventry. — The  inhabitants  were 
obliging  enounh  to  point  out  seve- 
ral individuals  who  had  been  sent 
there.  They  all  wore  green  spec- 
tacles. 

J>(nclish. — 7  should  say  Dftwdllfth. 
To.™,  of  J)«if.—  All  the    houses 
built  of  timber. 


A    FABLE    WITHOUT    WORDS. 

(THE  RAT,  THE  CAT,  AND  TH«  CAOED  OWL  AT  THE  ZOOLOGICA 


Denmark  Hill.— Misplaced ; ought 
to  lw  iu  Copenhagen  r'iuUU. 

Daalmry.— Very  damp. 

Dollar.— Americans  very  partial 
to  it. 

Dunning. — To  be  meat  carefully 
avoided. 

Eye.— Full  of  oculists. 

Fight  ing  Cocti.  —Shocked  at  this ; 
bad  hoped  all  such  cruel  nports  were 
extiuct. 

Jo/ituhaten. — And  very  nice  and 
clean  he  looked. 

Jiiililcminttfr.—A.  great  take  in 
—not  a  vestige  of  a  Cathedral  to  be 
seen. 

Kiltybrewfler.—  Much  disappoint- 
ed; could  not  see  her  anywhere, 
high  or  low. 

Marlbnrough. — A  chalky  soil. 

MiauUmrgk.  —  Had  some  for  nip- 
per—very good. 

A'nclyle.—Sot  an  old  hat  to  be 
seen  ;  very  much  ashamed  of  mine. 

Parsonstou-n.  — The  process  of  dis- 
establishment most  difficult  here. 

Ptmbrokt.— Bought  a  table. 

Poof;.— Played  a  Game. 

Reading. — Studious  place. 

Rye.— Bread  excelleut 

Sandwich. — Luncheon  ditto. 

Scarborough. — No  Scar  to  be  seen. 

Sfoclywrt.  —  No  Cattle  being 
shipped  or  unshipped ;  no  haven 
in  sight 

Sirantea. — Sea,  but  no  Swans. 

Yarmouth.— The  leading  inhabi- 
tants are  known  as  the  blustered 
aristocracy. 

PROVERBIAL  BOSH.— It  is  said 
that  "the  weakest  goes  to  the 
wall."  He  is  much  more  likely 
to  be  pushed  into  the  gutter. 


FIXED  AKD   SHOOTISO  STARS.— 
The  Pointers  of  the  Great  Bear. 


PUNCH'S  ALMAJNAUK  -CU.K 


A    STROKE    OF    BUSINESS. 

Btttler  (or  rather  Greengrocer  from  round  the  Corner}.  «!F  AT  ANY  TIME,  MUM,  you  SHOULD  REQUIRE  MY  SERVICES-IP  YOU'LL  TAKE  MY  CARD,  MUM,  AT  SEVEN  AND  Six  THE 

EVENING— MOST  'APPY  AT  ANY  TIME — —WHAT  NAME,  MUM? 


A  SONG   FOR  AUTUMN. 

(By  a  Pentive  Poet  ) 
SEE  the  Sportsmen,  jnm  in  hand, 
Stalking  o'er  the  stubbly  land  ; 
See  the  birds  they  aim  to  slay, 
Aiid  think  how  nice  to  eat  are  they. 


NOTES  OP  A  NATURALIST. 

CLANDESTINE  marriages  are  the 
rule  amongst  the  cryptogamous 
plants. 

The  mnst  remarkable  f astatic* 
of  a  hjbrid  aukoal  is  the  cricket- 
bat. 

The  guinea-pig  Is  not  worth  a 
guinea  at  the  present  uay. 

Is  your  dog  too  nol*y  ?  Try 
and  cure  him  hornet;  lathically, 
by  adminl-U-rlng  a  doae  ot  buk. 

Of  all  the  Urds  tha  chaffinch 
potsessea  the  greatest  powtrs  of 
tauter. 

The  bent  place  in  all  L  jndan  for 
rabbits  is  tbc  Hun  nigh. 

You  may  Fafely  take  a  buH  by 
the  horn-1,  if  they  are  tipped 

An  appropriate  present  f->r  a 
Zoologist  would  be  a  bunch  of 


The  goat-sucker,  when  hard 
pressed,  has  b-  en  known  to  make 
shift  with  a  kid  glove. 

In  his  Anecdote*  of  Dog*  JKSSE 
has  omitted  to  mcntimi  the  In- 
fctaace  of  the  polite  dog,  wi.ich 
bit  a  piece  out  and  replaced  it 

The  camel  I*  said  to  havo 
several  stomachs.  Lt-t  us  L  •,  •• 
the  omel  is  not  ttoublcd  with 
indigestion.  It  would  be  too 

Black  Sheep  have  l>ecn  seen  in 
the  Zoological  Garden*. 

Live  oysters  "brer  upon  tiled." 
M"  1  i;it  hard  furo  f i  »r  the  pour 
natives  I  It  is  a  wonder  they 
survi?c  1  it. 

The  bookworm  has  bcenknown 
to  live  to  a  great  ago. 


VERY  DIFFERENT  THINGS.  — 
HrsTERsoH  admit*  his  ignorance 
of  the  precise  meaning  of  a  "purl- 
ing brook  :"  but  says  ho  can  speak 
from  experience  an  to  what  a 
"  purl"  over  a  brook  ia. 


OUTRAGE  ON  GOLDSMITH. 

(By  a  Sleep;/  Housemaid,  concerning  Zlissut.) 
SHE  rings  us  up  at  7,  till  10  she  lies— 
*'  More  bent  to  raise  the  wretched,  than  to  rise." 

ALMANACK  NOTE  FOR  ANY  DATE. —Star  Shooting  begins. 


A  SONG  FOR  WINTER. 

(By  a  Jolly  Gardener.) 
WHILE  rains  and  winds  descend  and  roar, 
All  outdoor  planting  now  is  o'er  ; 
But  indoors  we  may  still  be  jolly, 
And  in  the  pudding  plant  the  holly. 


WANT  OF  TACT. 

REMARKING  to  a  fat  man,"  May 
your  shadow  never  be  less  !" 

Snying  to  a  friend,  whoso 
nasal  organ  is  not  conspicuous 
for  V«auty,  that  something  is  as 
plain  as  the  nose  on  his  face. 

Asking  a  deaf  man  whether  he 
hears  good  accounts  from  his  sou. 

A   LAST   ATTEMPT. 

WHY  is  a  jibbing  hurse  like  a 
•very  hizy  artist  ? 

Because,  however  much  you 
coax  him,  you  find  that  he  won't 
draw. 


FESTIVITIES    OF    THE    SEASON. 

Mm,  Smith  (to  Mr.  S.,  vho  hatjutt  arrived  home  at  2'30  A.M.).  "  WHAT  DO  YOU  MEAN,  SIR,  BY  COMING  HOME 

IN    M  •'  -H    A   STATK  AT   THIS    UNTIMELY    HOUR?" 

Mr.  S.  (decidedly  "fresh").    "S-S-SH-SHTATF  !     'TIMELY  HOUR!     EH!    (After  a  paute,  with  intense  dignity) 

FOR»H1NATB   FOR   YOU,    MA-RAM,    FRIEN*   TOOK    ME   BRI  *8H    MUSHKUM — (A»c)-— AN'   IF   WE   HADN'T  COME  OUT   'FORE 

LASHT  ACT  PAN'OMIME — 'SHOULDN'  A'  BEEN  HOME  FOR  VERY  CONBHI'RABLE "  (hie). 


TIIK  RESULTS  OF  DISSIPATION. 
—  A  rumour  ia  afloat  that  the 
man  who  dived  into  futurity 
came  up  drowned  in  tears,  and 
has  since  been  in  the  depths  of 
decpair.  He  i«  now  better,  having 
dipped  into  a  book. 

ADVICE  GRATIS. — Do  you  ob- 
ject to  the  extraordinary  pr<»- 
cccdiuKS  of  the  Ritiulists?  Go 
to  evensong :  there  can  Le 
nothiug  odd  there. 

AN  OMISSION  OF  THE  POET'S. — 
COWPER  spooks  of  "  the  t.ubhlii  g 
and  loud-hissiugurn."  The  same 
little  machine,  whm  it  won't 
either  bubble  or  hiss,  may  bo 
described  as  tacit-uru. 

PHYSIOGNOMICAL.  —  LAVATEE 
could  always  tell  whether  a  man 
was  a  miser,  by  the  way  in 
which  h,e  pursed  up  his  mouth. 

A  PARDONABLE  REMARK. — The 
wife  of  an  Opera  Dancer  pre- 
sented him  with  twins.  Every- 
body, of  course,  said  that  he  was 
a  Pa  de  deux. 

"  FRIENDS   AT   x   PINCH.*'  — 

Snuff-boxes  and  tight-lacing. 
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RULES  AND  REGULATIONS 
For  tkt  Propoitd  trith  Ezhiliition  of  Portraitl  to  be  held 

in  Dublin. 

Iliilc  I.  Tlint  all  (he  Portraits  shall  bo  likenesses. 
Knlo  II.  That  in  the  event  at  tlioro  being  no  original  to 


»ny  one  picture,  tho  artist  shall  find  one  at  bis  own  oxpensa. 

Rule  HI.  That  in  order  to  avoid  the  great  fault  of  tho 
London  Royal  Academy,  all  tho  pictures  shall  be  hung  in  a 
line. 

Kule  IV.  That  the  Exhibition  shall  be  open  on  the  1st  of 
April,  and  remain  so ;  but  no  one  admitted  after  that. 


CONVERSE  OF  SHAKSPEARB. 

Juliet  (Itq)  O  tb  >t  I  wen  that  real  up"U  that  fork. 
That  then  thox  Ups  might  touch  me  I 

PKOSPIJIOUS  Giua.— Trade  wind*. 


MACHIAVELLIAN*. 

TRUST  nobody  that  you  need  not.  Never  quarrel  with 
nnymo  who  can  injure  you.  Never  abuse  anybody 
behind  his  back  without  a  purpose.  Virtue  is  us  own  re- 
ward, if  you  arc  good  for  nothing.  Never  revenge  yourself 


for  the  mere  sake  of  vengeance  ;  it  is  sentimental  and  may 
be  Injudicious.  Never  defer  till  to-morrow  that  which 
you  can  do  to-day,  but  always  defer  mnking  any  payment  you 
can  evade  tine  die.  If  you  wish  to  live  beyond  your  income, 
pay  your  tradesmen  by  turns.  Pay  each  of  them  as  soon  as 
he  threatena-to  County-Court  you,  not  later,  lest  he  should 


be  as  bad  a«  his  word  ;  for  then  you  would  hart  to  pay  hi* 
bill,  and  costs  besides. 


A  DAILY  OCCURHENCE.—  That  must  be  a  curious  pheno- 
menon to  watch — a  house  changing  hands. 
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PUNCH,   Oil  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


STRAWBERRY    LEAVES. 

A  SELECTION  FROM  THE  VERY  LATEST  LETTERS  OF  THE  HONOURABLE 
HORACE  WALPOLE,  OF  STRAWBERRY  HILL.  FAVOURED  BY  OUR 
PRIVATE  SPIRITUAL  MEDIUM. 


To  SIR  HORACE  MANN. 

Do  you  remember-^pooh,  my  dear  Sir,  a  diplomatist's  business  is 
to  remember  everything — besides,  this  was  only  t'  other  day,  that  is 
to  say,  in  the  winter  of  1739 — that  I  met  with  a  cruel  accident  on 
Mont  Cenis  ?  I  was  travelling  with  Gray.  My  poor  dear  little  King 
Charles's  dog,  Tory,  the  prettiest,  fattest,  dearest  creature  in  the 
world,  was  snapped  up  by  a  wolf,  and  carried  away  to  be  eaten  ?  I 
screamed  with  rape  and  grief  at  the  time,  and  have  been  ready  to 
do  so  ever  since  when  I  have  thought  of  it.  I  hate  Mont  Cenis.  I 
have  read  with  savage  joy  that  the  engineers  and  their  iron  have 
entered  into  his  very  soul,  and  made  a  great  hole  right  through  him, 
and  henceforth  and  for  ever  shrieks  shall  come  forth  from  his  pene- 
tralia. It  is  something  to  be  revenged  on  a  great  hideous  mountain. 
You  have  influence  with  the  sub-Alpine  King.  Ask  him  to  ordain 
that  the  first  railway  engine  shall  be  called  Tory.  So  shall  my  lost 
darling's  manes  be  appeased. 

The  distinguished  family  of  Prince  Pigwiggin  have  been  plunged 
into  mourning  by  a  melancholy  and  unexpected  event — he  has 
recovered,  and  will  probably  long  survive  to  afflict  them.  To  offer 
them  consolation  in  the  circumstances  is  what  I  dare  not  attempt. 
I  think  1  told  you  that  there  was  a  philosopher  over  here  some  years 
ago  who  held,  or  at  least  preached,  that  the  soul  was  merely 
glue.  I  suppose  that  Pigwiggin's,  if  he  have  [one,  is  more  thaii 
usually  sticky. 

You  have  been  educated,  and  you  know  that  there  is  a  place  called 
Timbuctoo.  Well,  it  is  civilised,  and  there  are  fashionable  squares, 
and  great  folks  dwell  therein,  and  give  great  feasts.  They  keep 
Christmas,  it  seems,  in  our  own  heathenish  way,  over-eating  and 
over-drinking.  One  night  last  week  there  was  a  big  dinner  in  a 
hne  house.  It  was  given  by  a  notable  called  the  Great  Wangdoodle, 
whom  you  are  not  to  confound  with  the  one  in  Mr.  Marks's  famous 
sermon.  You  might ;  for  this  great  Wangdoodle,  like  the  other, 
howleth  for  his  first-born,  but  then  it  is  by  reason  that  the  said  first- 
born is  a  silly  horse-racing  boy,  and  hath  got  into  the  hands  of 


Messrs.  Mordecai,  Mephibosheth,  Mahershahalhashbash,  and  Co.  But 
that  is  not  the  matter.  The  Wang,  not  being  much  talked  to  at  his 
own  table,  comforted  himself  by  taking  his  own  wine  as  freely  as  it 
he  did  not  know  how  cheap  and  bad  it  was.  When  it  was  time  to 
join  the  ladies,  he  saw  two  suns  and  double  Thebes  appear.  But  as 
nobody  noticed  their  host,  this  was  not  observed  until  he  got  up- 
stairs. Now,  some  of  the  Timbuctoo  ladies  had  been  getting  up  a 
bazaar  in  aid  of  the  conversion  of  the  English,  and  just  as  the  Great 
Wang  entered,  one  of  them  held  up  a  great  large  doll,  which  she 
had  been  dressing  for  the  sale.  Wang  gazed  at  it  with  optics  that 
reversed  the  stereoscopic  process,  and  presently  shouted  forth  fu- 
riously, "  I  hate  twins!"  and  struck  in  the  direction  of  the  double 
image  he  beheld.  There  would  have  been  confusion,  but  one  of  the 
Chief  Saerificers  (I  suppose  he  would  be  called  a  bishop  here)  who 
was  one  of  the  guests,  sailed  in  a  portly  manner  forward,  like  a 


will*be  grateful'.  Make  no  mistake  in  repeating  this  story,  and  be 
sure  you  do  not  say  that  Timbuctoo  ig  in  Belgravia,  and  if  you  are 
askea  how  I  heard  so  quickly  from  a  distant  part  of  the  world,  say 
that  the  Jersey  telegraph  has  just  been  completed.  That  will  be 
explanation  enough  for  your  Italians,  who  have  no  geography.  This 
is  not  trovato,  mind. 

We  have  a  new  show  of  old  pictures  at  the  Academy.  I  hear  it  is 
a  good  one,  but  I  never  go  to  private  views,  and  the  public  have  not 
had  it  long  enough  to  leave  the  place  decently  free.  I  like  to  go  to 
such  things  when  I  can  be  quiet,  and  escape  the  instructive  remarks 
of  the  Scrubbers  and  Scumblers. 

Would  you  believe  it  ? — yes,  you  should  believe  everything— the 
enemies  of  the  Government  were  so  ea^er  to  find  out  a  job  in  the 
retirement  of  Mr.  Bright,  that  they  triumphantly  accused  him  of 
having  remained  in  office  exactly  two  years  in  order  to  qualify  him- 
self for  a  pension.  Such  are  our  public  writers !  I  do  not  believe 
that  their  malice  prompted  a  wilful  blunder.  I  believe  that  as  old 
Bear  Johnson  had  the  courage  to  say  when  asked  how  he  came  to 
give  the  wrong  definition  of  a  horse's  pastern,  it  was  "  Ignorance, 
Madam,  sheer  ignorance."  Yet  they  might  have  remembered  that 
last  year  Mr.  Gladstone  carried  an  Act  by  which  five  years  of  service 
is  necessary  before  a  pension  can  be  earned. 

I  published,  in  1746,  my  Scheme  for  a  Tax  <>n  Message  Cards  and 
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\otcs.     1  suppose  that  nobody  knows  this,  at  least nobody  has  had 
.,1  onoe  to  acknowledge   the  idea  tor  which  the  Post  Office 
nbtaKmuchm-dit.     The  halfpenny  cards  are  a  good  dea 
but  not  so  nuu-h  aa  was  aroeoted,  I  hear.    John  Bull  likes 
mystery  about  a  letter,  if  it  be  only  to  tell  Mrs.  Bull  that  she  must 
ep  back  his  mutton  for  half  an  hour. 

ftrarmasten,  the  Mini-ters,  are  beginning  the  game  of  puss-m- 
the-eorn.-r,  as  usual,  before  a  new  Session.  1  hate  snow  and  frost, 
ni.l  therefore  have  not  ventured  down  to  the  Clubs.  1  have  Boaroely 

a  tea-spoonful  of  p.litical  gossip  tor  you  and  you  must  put  a  gram 
at  -alt  into  the  little  dose  1  send.  On  rW-but  I  don  t  know  who 
On  is— that  the  Speaker  wants  his  coroont,  and  that  Mr.  <  ardwell 
wants  the  Chair.  In  that  ease,  F.nglaud  will  want  a  \\  ar  Minister, 
and  our  friend  On  -  that  she  is  to  hud  one  in  Sir  A\  illiam 

Man-tidd,  the  distinguished  Indian  General  I  hope  it  may  be  so. 
1  do  not  know  that  he  cultivates  all  the  amiabilities  so  successfully 
is  the  Oxford  Druid,  but  he  understands  soldiers,  and  how  to  make 
then  useful,— and  this  is  what  we  need.  There  are  to  be  some 
other  ohangeg  and  Strawberry  Hill  itself  is  interested  in  one  a) 
ihcm,  1  believe;  but  these  will  keep  for  another  letter.  1  on  may 
take  it  from  me  that  they  will  not  convulse  the  nation  with  rapture 

ror. 
1  am  at  the  end  of  my  tell,  and  am, 

Yours  affectionately, 

HOKACK  WALPOLE. 


NEW  TEAK'S  NIGHT-THOUGHTS. 

F.u.r.,  snow  flakes,  soft  and  silent,  white  and  cold— 
From  sunless  skies  muffled  in  one  grey  cloud, 
Fall,  till  the  ravaged  face  of  earth  you  hide 
As  with  a  shroud. 

That  smooth  the  shroud  may  lie,  and  folded  fair 
Above  the  horror  of  the  thing  below% 
Lest  unwashed  gashes,  bones  of  rent  ilesh  bare 
To  heaven  should  show ! 

Beside  the  stillness  of  the  white-swathed  form 
Let  us  a  moment  try  to  put  aside 
Thought  of  the  blood,  the  hideous  wounds,  still  warm 
And  gaping  wide — • 

In  vain '  Beneath  the  coldly  mantling  white. 
A  ruddy  stain  mil  ooze  up  through  the  snow  : 
Under  the  smooth  sheet  ghastly  rents  of  fight, 
Perforce,  will  show. 

How  hide  the  waste,  and  wrong,  and  misery — 
Burnt  houses,  wrecked  fields,  peasants  hunger-bitten 
By  idle  looms,  wan  mothers  hushing  cry 
Of  babes  plague-smitten '; 

Such  thoughts  will  come,  our  Christmas  joy  to  kill, 
Stretch  gaunt  hands  'twixt  us  and  our  Christmas  fare, 
And  to  our  Christmas  son.;,',  "  Peace  and  goodwill," 
Strange  burden  bear ! 

So  dark  and  dreary  dies  put  the  Old  Year, 
And  Hope,  half  sadly,  bids  the  New  Year  in  ; 
To  sound  of  Might  proclaimed  Right,  far  and  near, 
And  trumpets'  din, 

Drowning  the  song  sung  by  the  host  of  Heaven 
To  Bethlehem's  shepherds,  while  above  shone  bright 
//<'.s  birth-star,  that  now  pales,  as  War's  red  levin 
Kindles  the  night. 

'Tis  hard  for  us  to  hold  our  faith  in  Good, 

Mi '.-lit  of  Korgivc  ness,  majesty  of  l.uve, 
\Vith  Hate's  ei.de  writ  in  diameters  of  blood, 
Love's  law  above. 

But  not  the  less  is  Love's  commandment  clear, 

On  heart  and  conscience  graven  in  letters  deep. 
That  shall,  when  blood-writ  records  disap;  < 
Their  brightness  keep. 

Not  less  a  ruling  hand  behind  the  clouds 
Of  War  and  \\  tsand  fates  of  men  : 

Till,  at  The  Voice,  ilio  "dry  bones"  in  their  shrouds 
Shall  "  I.iv  Again." 


Ai'i'i:oi'jtr.\TK. — When  the  Krxn  OK  PI,VS-;A  becoim  s  F.JIPKHOH  01 
Y,  he  will  probably  assume  the  title  of  Pious  THK  FIRST. 


ON  BEING  TAKEN  TIP  AND  PUT  DOWN  AGAIN. 

the    third    time,    OUT. 


OK 

Odd.  What  can  it  mean  ? 
Three  calls  and  three  "  Not 
at  Homes,"  delivered  by  a 
smirking  menial  whose 
head  1  longed  to  punch ; 
and  no  return  card  or 
invitation.  And  yet  I  was 
a  great  creature  among 
them  last  year  ;  especially 
when  the  Thunderer  pat- 
tod  me  on  the  back  as  it 
did.  They  took  me  up 
warmly,  and  made  no  end 
of  a  fuss  with  me  ;  between 
ourselves,  you  know,  they 
rather  overdid  it,  though 
to  be  sure  that  book  of 
mine  mm  a  hit,  and  worth 
its  reputation  !  I  was  their 
pet  lion  for  the  time,  and 
none  of  their  parties  were 
complete  without  me.  And 
their  other  pets  showed  me 
divers  attentions.  That 
velvet-tongued  Greek,  HIPPOPOTAMUS  PREPOSTEBOS.  asked  me  to 
breakfast,  gave  me  tobacco  fit  for  the  Padishah,  and  presented  me 
A  his  honey-tongued  friend  BUBBLIJOKIDOS,  who  rather  implied 
.hat  having  met  me,  he  had  nothing  more  to  live  for.  Twice  was  I 
.nvited  to  dinner  by  SIK  AARON  CONTANGO,  who  told  me  wonderful 
stories  about  the  Rothschilds,  and  offered  to  invest  for  me  in  Monte- 
/uma  Intangibles.'  And  was  I  not  even  bidden  to  one  of  LADY 
AFTERGLOW'S  suppers,  and  shown  one  of  her  Ladyship's  own  poems — 
not  a  thing  (for  many  reasons)  to  bo  shown  to  everybody  ?  And  I 
thought  I  did  my  roaring  pretty  well  on  the  whole,  and  got  througrrall 
:hat  was  expected  of  me.  I  wrote  in  their  albums — wretched  stuff  I 
uiow  it  was,  but  no  worse  than  my  cMnhorateurs  ;  it  was  all  wretched 
stuff  together ;  I  made  myself  agreeable  to  their  rich  snobs,  and  paid 
court  to  their  titled  ones ;  and  religiously  made  believe  to  accept 
their  faced  gilt  for  gold  ;  and  if  I  lost  certain  flakes  of  self-respect 
by  the  way,  I  was  the  poorer,  not  they.  But  what  I  cannot  quite 
understand  is,  why  they  have  dropped  me.  We  have  had  no  quar- 
rel, and  I  have  not  been  guilty  of  any  omission  of  my  duties.  I  am 
just  the  same  as  I  was— in  fact,  just  the  same,  not  having  gone 
forward  or  backward  in  fortune,  fame,  or  position.  I  wonder  if 
that  is  it  ? — if  my  being  stationary  is  the  cause  of  their  letting  me 
drop  ?  Social  dynamics  are  unfathomable  ;  as  we  all  find  out  in 
time. 

I  think  it  must  be  that.  People  who  feed  lions  like  a  change  of 
stock,  and  think  themselves  cheated  of  their  rations  if  their  old 
beasts  have  not  g^ot  new  coats  by  the  turn  of  the  year.  You  have 
a  fixed  amount  of  pudding  for  what  you  have  already  done  ;  if  you 
want  more,  you  must  do  something  fresh  to  get  it.  Lions  .are  not 
like  boars,  who  can  suck  their  own  paws,  and  live  on  their  past 
accumulation  of  fat ;  lions  must  be  always  at  it,  always  practising 
new  roars,  digging  out  higher  tracks,  making  louder  echoes,  else 
they  will  find  themselves  shelved,  and  left  to  their  den  in  the  desert, 
unmolested. 

The  people  who  take  them  up,  and  put  them  through  their  paces, 
do  so  because  they  are  Somebodies  in  the  world  of  notoriety.  ^  They 
like  doing  Mcceenas  cheaply — how  about  the  Sabine  farm? — but 
don't  think  for  a  moment  they  mean  any  regard  for  you  personally  ; 
they  only  like  the  reflected  sparkle  of  your  glory,  whatever  it  may 
be  ;  and  if  they  cannot  write  your  book,  or  paint  your  picture,  they 
can  patronise  you,  which  puts  them  above  you,  all  the  same.  So 
they  take  you  up  vehemently  ;  and  if  you  have  a  weak  head,  as  in 
all  probability  you  have,  you  lose  your  balance,  and  think  it  means 
you,  when  it  really  means  themselves  and  your  renown,  "i  ou  find 
out  your  mistake  in  time ;  for  they  will  drop  you  when  they  are 
tired  of  you,  and  have  had  enough  of  you,  as  they  are  sure  to  have 
had  before  long.  And  they  drop  you  in  the  handsomest  manner. 
You  have  been  their  Pet  Lion  for  one  season,  yet  the  chances  are, 
when  they  meet  you  in  the  Park,  the  beginning  of  next,  they  do 
not  see.  you,  and 'are,  most  curiously,  not  at  home  whenever  you 
call. 

If,  however,  you  do  something  to  set  the  newspapers  on  you  again, 
everything  goes  into  its  old  grooves,  and  you  are  gently  reproached 
for  your  long  absence  from  their  drawing-rooms,  and  tenderly 
reminded  of  past  friendships.  If  they  have  just  so  much  human 
conscience  as  would  lead  them  to  make  the  semblance  of  an  apology, 
they  say  how  sorry  they  are  that  illness,  business,  anything  you  like 
that  never  existed,  prevented  their  digging  you  out ;  but,  naughty 
man !  you  should  not  have  wanted  digging  out,  you  should  have 
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oome  unasked     you  know  you   would   have   hern  welcome:   with 

those  Iliree  (•;]!•(]-,  nt  \onrs  ill  the  w:iste-]i:i|«T  hasket,  and  no  notice 
taken.  1 1'  you  are  par!  ieiilarly  feeble-minded,  and  one  of  the  fiufiy- 
braincd  on  whom  experience  makes  no  lasting  mark,  you  will  he 
taken  in  and  taken  u]i  again,  as  you  were  before;  and  if  you  have 
the  misfortune  to  In-  all'eetionate  as  well  as  tluth,  you  uill  probably 
par!  nt'  that  silly  heart  of  yours  in  return  for  the  unsubstantial 
patronage  of  your  liarmecido  Ma-eeua-.  At  all  c\ents,  In  i  . 

•iiinle   \oii   will    lie   pretty   severely   tried,  you  \MIOT 

creature  ;  and  it  you  come  sate  on!  ot'  (1 rdeal  with  your  sens 

right order,  you  will  he  fortunate  more  fortunate  than  many. 

I  ha\ehad  my  lesson,  and  you  are  getting  the  benefit 
of  it.  When  I  called  on  my  dear  friend,  the  I.ici  Hunter,  for  the1 
third  time  unn •coLrnisod,  1  knew  that  my  knell  had  heen  sounded  on 
their  gong,  unless  1  did  something  to  put  a  new  gloss  on  my  old 
repute;  and  this  led  me  into  thinking  of  the  whole  question  of 
"patronage,"  ami  "lionising"  and  being  "taken  up"  with  the 
certain  rider  of  beiti"-  "  put  down  "  aL'ain.  The  conclusion  to  which 
I  have  come  is,  that  no  1:  will  let  himself  be  paraded  as 

a  lion  if  he  can  help  it,  first  imdcrgoinu- the  humiliation  of  lieint;-  put 
through  his  tricks,  anil  then  heinir  kicked  out  of  doors  when  the 
showman  has  had  enough  of  him.  This  is  not  a  very  di'.'nilied  [posi- 
tion, according1  to  my  way  of  thinking.  Hut  tin  n  1  am  an  old 
In-owler,  and  see  society  through  grey  gla~s,.s.  ami  have  got  over  the 
age  «  In  u  ' -V TV!  hi was  rose  col. nil',  and  jam  tarts  the  best  things 

out>  A  Doc  WHO  DAS  HAD  ins  DAY. 


8m, 


A  CHALK-HEADED  CRITIC. 


KIM.  GtaOBOB  Till:  TIIIIIII  uttered  a  criticism,  which  com- 
mends itself  to  my  mind,  when  he  said  that  there  is  a  irreat  deal  of 
rubbish  in  SUM^ITUM:,  only  you  mu  ••.  Now,  for  instance, 

in  Othellu,  speaking  of  Canto,  in  disparagement,  lago  says: 

••  And  wli   I 

1:111, 

Oin   MU  n  S!  i.  CASSIO,  a  Flo  -  niine, 
*  *  *  * 

That  nrvi  :  iron  in  the  field, 

Nor  the  <li\  ittle  knows 


than  a  spinster." 

N  th.  r.   not.  Sir.  a  irross  inconsistency  in  describing  a  man,  on  the 
oil"  hand,  as  "  a  great  arithmetician,"  and  Baying,  on  th.    other,  that 
he  do,  s  not   know  tin-  "  divi-ion  "  of  a  battle  '•     Ji'yo  further  ali 
concerning  Cutiio,  that 


"  Mere  prattle,  without  practice, 
Is  all  his  s 


SYMPATHIES    OF    THE    SEASON. 

OST  (if  us  at  this  festive  hut 
inclement  season  are  wont  to 
he  exhorted  To  sympathise 
•with  our  unfortunate  iellow- 
creaturcs.  liy  all  means  let 
u  ,  not  only  in  cold  weather, 
but  in  hot,  and  in  all  weathers 
isons.  But  let  us  at  the 
same  time  cultivate — in  order 
in  abate  that  selfishness  which 
is  too  natural  to  the  best  of  us 
—sympathy  with  those  who 
are  better  oft'  than  ourselves. 
Let  us  endea\our  to  enter  into 
not  only  tin-  sorrows  of  our 
kind,  but  also  their  joys, 
and  particularly  endeavour  to 
imagine,  so  as  to  be  sensible 
of,  the  happiness  of  those  who 
abound  in  wealth.  Reflections 
such  as  these  must  be  sug- 
gested to  the  mind  of  any 
moralist  of  an  amiable  dis- 
position, by  the  brief  but 
significant  announcement  fol- 
lowing : — 

••CONSCIENCE  MOXKY.  — The 
CHANCELLOR  OF  THK  ExcnEduEK 
acknowledges  the  receipt  of  £20 
for  '  Underpaid  Income-tax.'  " 

How  happy,  if  only  healthy,  must  he  that  man  whose  means  are 
uplc  that  they  require  his  i  to  remit  so  much  as  £20 

mere   underpayment  of  Income-tax!    Of  course,  that  sum  is 

ely  a   siiurle  arrear.     So   conscientious  a    person  as  he  must  be 
is  out  ot   the  quest  ion)  could  never  have  ,',rone  on  long  under- 
paying1 his   Ineome-tax.     What    may  the   whole  of  his   Income  be 
imcd  to  amount  to?    A  total,  doubtless,  which  would  make 
many   wives   and  many   children   happy.     His  own  personal  bliss 
must  he   so   intense  as  to  he  a    slate  of   chronic  rapture.     It  is  true 
that  a  man  capable  of  sending  the  CiiAxrKi.i.oi;  or  Tin;  I-'ACIIKQUKR 
r  underpaid  Income-tax  must  he  endowed  with 

a  very  tender  consoienoe,   which   at   times  may  trouble   him.     But 
•lations    for   that  trouble,     lie  does  not  go  about,  as 
hody  must  who   is  conscientious  and   dependent,  with   a   con- 
ce  Imrthfiicd  with  the  fear  of  not  being  able  to  pay  his  bill 
being  some  day   obliged   to  resign  comforts  and   enjoyments,    and 
laps  of  becoming  bankrupt,  and  dying  in   the  workhouse,  after 
having  lived  there   some   time.     We  may  reasonably  rejoice  in  the 
belief  that  he  rejoices  in  etee  of  mind,  if  in  ease  of  body.     Anybody 
not  enjoying  the  blessed  consciousness  of  a  sure  and  certain  pecu- 
niary independence   might  envy  him  his  conscience,  however  tender 
i!  may  he,  if  envy  were  not  ft  base  and  baleful  passion,  which  we 
all  ought  to  endeavour  to  subdue,  by  trying  to  contemplate  with 
satisfaction   the  opulence   of  others,  and   their  consequent   felicity, 
particularly  at  Christmas  time. 


\Vhat  could  have  heen  SH  ucsi'KAi:i:'s  arithmetical  attainments 
which  allowed  him  to  give  a  character  the  reputation  of  proficiency 
maritime:  ascribe  to  it  ivnorancc  of  Practice  '?  A  juve- 

nile pod  has  said:  — 

*'  Slu:  :ilion  ; 

\t\\  : 

The  Itiile  of  Tlirce  will  jiuzzlc  me  ; 
An«l  !  !  ve  me  mad." 

This  jKiem  was  probably  com]K>sed  by  SiiAKsi'i;.utK  at  school. 

KI:N  .lo\M)X  said  —  did  he  not,  Sir''—  that  Sn  \KSI-KAUI;  ' 
small  Latin  and  less  (ireek."  Sorely  he  mivht  have  added,  "and 
still  less  ciphering."  Phrenolofrists  instance  SIIAKSPKAIU:'.--  as  an 
extremelv  line  head.  It  was  plainly  not  a  good  chalk  one.  Had  it 
been  such,  he  would  never  had  made  lui/n  decry  arithmetic  as  a 
military  i|iiali!icalion.  If  Cttxsin  possessed  that,  be  must  have  known 
the  division  of  a  battle,  insomuch  as  to  ha\.  been  at  hast  tit  to  be  a 
fiem-ral  of  Division.  I'ul'K,  I  tliiuk,  said  of  himself  that  he  "  lisped 
in  numbers."  The  Nightingale  of  Twickenham  is  generally  rated 
alx>ve  the  Swan  of  A\on,  but  the  latter  could  not  have  had  so  much 
to  say  for  himself  as  the  former  in  respect  of  numbers,  in  the  humble 
judgment  of  Yours  truly  to  command,  if  you  want  a  critic, 

XIIILUS. 

P.S.  With  reference  to  arithmetic  in  connection  with  military 
matters,  it  strikes  me  that  the  numerical  strength  of  the  British 
Army  is  so  inconsiderable  as  not  to  admit  the  possibility  of  Generals 
of  Division.  The  fact  appears  to  be  that  Governments,  whose  cal- 
culating powers  were  exerted  in  the  direction  of  mere  economy, 
have  subjected  it  to  a  too  extensive  process  of  Reduction. 


THE  LUGUBRIOUS  CLOWN. 

I  THOUGHT  I  had  the  mind  mankind  to  school, 
Among  the  wise  I  hoped  to  shine,  a  star  : 

Whereas  it  is  mv  lot  to  play  the  fool, 
And  holloa  "  How  d'  ye  do  ?  "  and  "  Here  we  arc !  " 

Ay!     "  How  d'  ye  do  ?  "    That  is  not  much  to  say, 

Regarded  with  a  superficial  view, 
For  ivery  fool  knows  how  he  does  to-day  : 

But  how  d'  ye  do  to-morrow  ?  tell  me,  you. 

And  "  Here  we  ore  !  "     Yes,  here,  indeed,  arc'  we  ; 

But  we  were  not  here  once.    Wliere  were  we  then  'i 
Where  else,  when  we  are  not  here,  shall  we  be? 

Shall  we,  next  year,  cry  "  Here  we  are  again! " 


Science  Gossip. 

THT.  most  careful  inquiry  has  failed  to  detect  anything  in  the 
habits  or  conduct  of  the  harmless  little  creature,  so  many  of  us  have 
admired  floating  on  the  water  when  at  sea,  which  can  justify  natu- 
ralists in  calling  it  the  Kaughtylus.  The  name  is  evidently  a 
misnomer. 

The  "  Secretary"  bird  in  the  Zoological  Gurdens  is  taking  lessons 
in  short-hand. 

The  "  Mud-lark  "  is  not  a  singing  bird. 


AX    ACCIDKXT. 

DruiSG  the  frost  the  Thermomed  r  f.  M  tfaee  times  last  week. 
Assistance  was  fortunately  at  hand  on  each  occasion. 
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THE    SCHOOLMASTER    ABROAD. 

Horatio.  "  0  DO  LEAVE  OFF  THAT  NOISE,  EMILIA,  WILL  YEB  ?  " 
Lucrctia.   "Don't  SAY  '  WILL  YSR,'  HORATIO  !     SAY  '  WILL  YOU!'" 
Horatio.   "ALL  RIGHT.     LEAVE  OFF!  WILL  YOU,  .ffif/LYOU  !  *' 


GOOD  EESOLUTIONS  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAE. 

December  31,  1870.—  "I  stood  on  the  Bridge  at  midnight,"  in  my  Irish 
frieze  great  coat,  and  made  the  following  good  resolutions  for  1871. 

To  read  a  portion  of  GIBBON,  or  HUME,  or  some  other  standard 
author,  every  day. 
To  take  regular  exercise. 

Not  to  mis  my  wines  when  I  go  out  to  dinner,  and  never  to  touch 
dessert. 

To  keep  a  diary,  and  to  put  down  every  evening  what  I  have 
spent  in  the  course  of  the  day. 
Never  to  give  anything  again  to  street-beggars. 
Always  to  have  my  bath,  even  in  the  severest  weather. 
To  go  out  shopping  with  my  wife  whenever  she  asks  me,  and  to 
do  so  cheerfully  and  with  monej;  in  my  pocket. 

To    study  some   physical    science  —  Astronomy,    Palooontology, 
Chemistry,  &c. 
To  resume  my  German. 
To  try  to  like  classical  music. 
To  pay  ready  money  for  everything. 
Gradually  to  leave  off  smoking. 

Not  to  sit  up  so  late  at  night ;  and  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning, 
light  my  own  fire,  and  do  work  before  breakfast. 

To  go  to  Islington  to  see  my  old  cousin  more  frequently,  and  to 
ask  her  to  stay  with  us  for  a  few  days  in  the  Summer. 
Not  to  read  so  many  novels. 
Not  to  wear  my  best  hat  every  day. 
To  give  no  more  Christmas-boxes. 
To  go  to  the  dentist,  if  that  tooth  is  not  better. 
To  know  all  about  eclipses,  ozone,  spots  on  the  sun,  the  tides,  &c. 
Not  to  exceed  my  income. 
To  read  the  County  History. 
Always  to  travel  third-class  when  alone. 
To  eat  cold  meat  at  dinner  without  a  murmur  or  a  frown. 
To  read  the  debates  when  Parliament  meets. 


To  try  to  write  more  legibly. 

To  be  very  economical  in  cabs. 

To  go  frequently  to  the  British  Museum  and  National  Gallery. 

To  learn  Bezique,  and  to  play  it  with  my  wife  every  evening  when 
we  are  alone. 

To  encourage  the  legitimate  drama. 

To  wear  goloshes  ;  and 

Not  to  send  any  more  jokes  to  Punch.     [This  last  is     a  detail, 
and  it  need  not  trouble  our  Correspondent.    Our  Waste-Basket  is 
large.— P.] 

GOOD  SCENTS. 

A  WELL-KNOWN  perfumer  provides  nearly  all  the  "West  End 
Theatres  with  scented  programmes.  The  same  scent  everywhere. 
He  is  the  real  scentsor  of  plays,  as  ME.  W.  B.  DONNE  has  probably 
said.  But—  Ach  Himmel  ! 

MISTER  EIMMEL, 

Couldn't  you  vary  the  monotony  of  your  proceedings  with  an  occa- 
sional something  else  ?  Can't  you  give  us  the  Adelphi  scent,  the 
Princess's  scent,  the  Globe  Bouquet,  the— in  fact,  anything  for  a 
change?  Think  over  it,  and  let  Mr.  Punch,  when  he  holds  your 
newest  programme  in  his  delicate  hand,  not  say  of  it  what  Hamlet 
did  of  the  skull,  but  on  the  contrary,  bless  your  ingenuity  in  the 
manufacturing  of  essences  for  the  benefit  of  the  Nineteenth  scentury. 
N.B. — Why  not  dedicate  a  perfume  to  the  Vaudeville,  and  call  it 
The  Two  Noses  1  Also  the  Parfum  de  Parry  might  be  a  graceful 
compliment  to  ME.  ALBF.EY  ;  and,  d  propos.  we  trust  that  the  odds 
are  in  favour  of  his  new  comedy  at  the  MontagueJamesandThorne 
Theatre.  _____________ 

lanes  to  Mr.  Lowe. 

NE'EE  throw  away  bootlaces  snapt  in  twos, 
One  bootlace  will  suffice  a  pair  of  shoes. 
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THE   ABSENT   GUEST. 


A..  "DELIGHTED  TO  SEE  YOU,  MY  DEAR.    .BUT  WHERE'S  OUR  FRIEND  PEACE?  '. 
NBW  YEAS.  "  0  SHE  '8  COMING  BY-AND-BY  !  " 
BRITANNIA.  "  AH,  WE  ALL  HOPED  YOU  'D  HAVE  BROUGHT  HER  WITH  YOU  ! " 


JAXDAUY  7,  1871.] 
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AMUSEMENTS    AND    ANNOUNCEMENTS! 

ii  country  cousins 
who  happen  to  visit 
London  at  this 
season,  should  go 
to  London  Bridge 
mill  watch  the  Sale 
tide  i-l)h  and  flow. 

The  entry  of  tin- 
New  Vc-;ir  and  tin- 
exit  of  the  Old 
Year  '.'not 
aired,  only  one  year 
old;,  were,  we  trust. 
witnessed  by  all 
from  various 
points.  It  is  too 
late  mow  to  guide 
the  stranger ;  but 
next  year  don't 
forget  to  remind 
us  in  time. 

For  day  amuse- 
ments,   i 

and  aunts,  mam- 
mas and  grand- 
mammal,  can't  do 
better  than  take 
the  children  to  the 
Museum  in  Lin- 
coln's-Iun-Fields.  If  you  happen  to  live  near  Regent's  Park, 
lake  them  to  the  Colosseum,  and  expatiate  upon  its  past  glories. 
The  entertainment  that  used  to  be  there  can  be  left  to  their  imagina- 
tion ;  and  this  will  save  money. 

The  Statues  iii  the  Squares  can  be  seen  for  nothing,  when  there's 
no  fog. 

( )n  Sundays  the  Gallery  of  Illustration  is  a  devotional  place.  The 
REV.  T.  GKIIMAX  l;i:i:n  (he's  no  more  German  than  you  are  French) 
preaches,  and  the  omn.il  played  by  the  Junior  Deacon,  the  KKV. 
(  ouNKi.irs  GK.VIX.  It  is  (by  permission  of  the  BISHOP  OF  LONDON 
and  the  LOKD  CHAMBERLAIN)  now  used  as  a  Chapel  of  Ease  to  St. 
James's,  where  the  Christy  Missionaries  address  overflowing  congre- 
gations during  the  week  days. 

On  Saturdays,  between  twelve  and  three,  the  stage-door  of  Drury 
Lane  is  much  frequented  by  the  Loungers  in  London.  The  Clown 
walks  out  in  ordinary  everyday  costume  at  this  hour.  It  is  not 
gem-rally  known,  lie  usually  lies  down  in  front  of  the  doorway  and 
allows  Mil.  Cn  M "ii:i;TON  to  tumble  over  him.  No  extra  charge. 

During  the  dark  evenings  there  will  be  a  considerable  amount 

of  Rifle  practice  in  the  streets  by  members  of  the  Undetected  Force. 

The  Crystal  Palace  has  a  Serious  I'antominie,  in  keeping  with  the 

Religious  Solemnities  which  inaugurated  the  opening  of  the  Syden- 

hain   Temple. 

MR.  K.  T.  SMITH  is  (in  time)  to  be  made  a  Minor  Canon  of  St. 
Paul's.  The  Ri-:v.  K.  P.  LJDDOX,  we  believe,  does  not  object  to  the 

intinent. 

Talking  of  Keeh-siastical  matters,  the  ceremony  of  granting  the 
Annual  Licence  to  Canterbury  Hall  by  the  AiiCHBisnor  OK  CAXTEK- 
IIURY  will  be  as  imposing  as  ever. 

LORD  SYUNKY,  in  his  otlicial  costume  as  Chamberlain,  will  review 
the  Entire  Corps  de  Ballet  of  London  in  Leicester  Square.  Due 
N'oticc  will  lie  gi\en. 

Then-  is  a  new  piece  being  played  at  the  St.  James's  Theatre, 
called  Smnbastet  tiirinso.  It  is  nut  from  the  French.  It  is  sup- 
posed to  ha\e  some  political  meaning,  no  other  reason  having  been 
assigned  for  its  production. 

A   Court  Tfiriifri'  is  to  lie  opened   ill   Sloane  Street.     We  have  not 
heard  which  Court  it  is  in.     There  will  soon  be  an  opposition  . 
lilishment  entitled  the  Alky  Theatre,  with  performances  in  the 
vulgar  tongue.  

Seasonable  Reading. 
DON'T  burn  the  newspapers  containing  accounts  of  "The  Weather 
and  the  Parks."  Keep  them  to  refer  to  in  the  Dog-Davs;  when 
they  will  be  cool  and  pleasant  reading.  The  records  of  last  .Sum- 
mer's drought  might  just  now  help— for  all  that  SHAKSI-KAUK  says— 
au  imaginative  person  to  get  warm. 


TO  PERSONS  ABOUT  TO  ASK  FOR  CHEttUES. 

THK  following  letter  appears  in  the  l)nili/  \ftr.i: — 

in, — Are  your  readers  aware  that  on  ami  after  the  let  January  cheques 
payable  to  order  are  subject  to  an  ad  valorem  stamp  duty  us  bill*  of  exchange  • 
Th«  m-w  Stamp  Ait,  o3  aud  34  Vic:.,  < -;ip.  '.17,  so  provides. — A  ClTV 

SOLICITOR." 

This  letter  raise,  lt  most  important  <|iie-tion,  and  until  it  is  settled 
no  right-minded  person  will  think  of  siirnim;  a  cheque.  The  "City 
Solicitor"  may  be  accurate,  ,,i  in  i  nor,  but  the  point  must  lie  eh  ar-  d 
up.  It  would  he  wronging  one's  Sovereign  to  defraud  the  revenue, 
it  would  be  wronging  one's  Family  to  pay  more  stamp-duty  than  tin- 
law  requires.  A  corn  prudence  on  the  subject  must  at  once  be 
opened  with  the  Government,  and  in  si.\  weeks,  or  say  two  months, 
the  state  of  t.ln-  law  may  lie  a-eertaiinil.  I'ntil  then,  of  course,  no 
honest  tradesman  (and  there  are  se\eral  of  that  class)  will  venture 
to  trouble  a  customer.  It  may  be  sugirestwl  that  the  omission  of  tin- 
words  "to  order"  would  elude  the  difficulty,  but  this  would  be  an 
unworthy  subterfuge,  to  which  we  are  sure  no  high-minded  English 
gentleman  and  no  high-principled  Knglish  tradesman  would  stoop. 

['here  must  lie  a  brief  period  of  suspension  of  cheques,  after  which 

irdinary  commercial  relations  may  be  resumed. 


SOMETHING    XKW. 


A i.i.  poets,  it  seems,  are  not  poor.     It  is  a  welcome  change  to  read 
of  The.  lliehes  O/CHAIVKK. 

ADVK-I.;  TO  GOURMETS.— Dine  with  the  Fishmongers'  Company 
they  will  warm  the  cockles  of  your  heart. 


SCOUNDRELS  WELL  SOLD. 

IT  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  truth  of  the  following  paragraph,  taken 
Torn  the  Observer,  is  only  partial : — 

"  SHAM  SOVEREIGNS. — Tho  person^  in  Amurica  who  advertised  to  sell 
sham  sovereigns  which  could  not  bo  detected,  have  been  arrested.  There  was 

10  apprehension  of  our  being  inundated  with  b;i"c  roin.  The  wiseacres  who 
were  foolish  enough  to  send  out  orders  und  remittances  received  in  return 

joxes  of  sawdust."     [N.I). — Vfu  don't  believe  in  the  sawdust.] 

The  authors  of  a  hoax  whose  victims  were  such  as  those  whom  the 
Observer  mildly  calls  "  wi-  .-vly  gave  no  occasion  for  being 

arrested.  They  committed  no  offence  in  victimising  rascals  by  prac- 
tising on  their  rapacious  rascality.  The  British  Public  ought  to  be 
very  much  obliged  to  them  for  tin-  service  they  did  in  the  exploit  of 
biting  the  biters  who  got  bitten  by  them  through  endeavouring  to 
bite  it.  As  soon  as  the  American  authorities  discovered  that  the 
advertisements  of  sham  sovereigns  were  only  baits  to  catch  birds  of 
prey,  they  probably  discharged  the  advertisers,  whose  proposed  sale 
of  bad  money  was  in  reality  merely  a  "  sell"  which  imposed  only 
upon  fools  who  were  knaves  as  well,  and  very  great  knaves  indeed, 
although  less  knaves  than  fools.  Hut  it  is  cheering  to  note  that 
there  is  honesty  enough  in  the  United  States  to  arrest  American 
citizens  for  a  supposed  endeavour  to  cheat  British  subjects. 


A  \GLICAN  APPLES. 

I.y  a  Pastoral  Letter  addressed  to  his  Clergy,  the  Bishop  of  Car- 
lisle, DK.  HAKVET  GOODWIX,  referring  to  advisable  preparation  for 
the  possible  disestablishment  of  the  Church  of  England,  says : — 

"  I  regard  it  as  highlv  desirable  that  we  should  accustom  ourselves  to  a 
kind  of  action  which  in  the  case  of  a  disestablished  Church  becomes  an  abso- 
lute necessity.  It  is  well  to  practise  swimming  before  the  craft  becomes  a 
wreck." 

If  the  most  tolerant  Church  in  the  world  should,  through  tho  pre- 
valence of  Nonconformitv,  come  to  be  disestablished,  let  us  hope 
that,  having  taken  the  BISHOP  OF  CARLISLE'S  hint,  and  learned  to 
swim,  it  will  get  on  swimmingly.  At  present,  Establishment  keeps 
all  the  clergy  in  the  same  boat.  But  should  the  craft  he  wrecked, 
how  then '(  When  the  swimming  begins,  how  will  the  swimmers 
swim  together  ?  Too  probably  after  the  manner  of  diverse  apples, 
capable  of  human  speech.  Will  not  then  the  Ritualist  Pippin  be 
highly  indignant  if  the  Low  Russet  or  the  Broad  Codlin  should,  in 
the  accustomed  ecclesiastical  Latin,  accost  it  with  "  Not 
naiarnux  ?  "  

Our  Christmas  Corner. 

HARMLESS  Slides  for  this  weather  are  those  belonging  to  Magic 
Lanterns. 

New  arrival  at  the  Zoological  Gardens.— A  real  Snap-dragon. 
Now  on  view. 

What  ancient  author  is  supposed  to  have  written  a  treatise-  on 
plum-pudding ':  SIF.T-OMI-S. 

What  trade  did  MASTER  JACK  HOI-.NKU  of  corner  celebrity  subse- 
quently adopt  'i — Probably  that  of  a  Plumber. 


DOG  LOGIC. — It  is  proverbially  snid  that  every  dog  has  his  day 
If  this  were  true,  the  Dog-days  would  be  more  numerous. 
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DOUBTFUL    HOLIDAY 

FOR  OLD  CHARLES,  WHO  HAS  ORDERS  "  NOT  TO  LOSE  SIGHT  OF  THE  YOUNG  GENTLEMEN." 

MASTER  TOM  LOOKS  LIKE  GRIEF  AT  THE  HURDLES  ;   MASTER  PERCY'S  PONY  HAS  BOLTED  WITH  HIM  ;  MASTER  ARTHUR  is  our  OF 

SlOHT,   AND  ON  WITH  THE   HOUNDS  ;    AND   MlSS   ALICE  IS   REBELLING  AGAINST  THE  LEADING   REIN. 


EMINENT  MODERN  BRITISH  DRAMATISTS. 

A  DISTINGUISHED  contributor  to  the  Athen&umj  distinguished  that 
is  from  the  others  by  signing:  himself  "  ft.,"  is  now  engaged  in 
giving  from  time  to  time  his  own  views  of  Modern  English  Dramatic 
Authors.  "  ft."  is  evidently  well  qualified  for  his  task,  his  freedom 
from  prejudice  being  sufficient  to  satisfy  one  of  the  conditions 
imposed  upon  a  critic  by  DEAN  SWIFT.  As  MB.  "  ft."  has  not  got  on 
very  far  with  his  work,  Mr.  P.  begs  to  offer  him  some  assistance, 
which  will  facilitate  his  progress  and  enable  him  to  correct  whatever 
mistakes  into  which  he  may  up  to  this  time  have  inadvertently  fallen. 
Dramatic  authors,  with  these  eyes  upon  them,  will  now  have  to 
mind  their  P  ana  their  ft,  and  Mr.  P.  recommends  the  critic 
of  the  Athenceum  henceforth  in  theatrical  matters  to  take  his  ft 
from  Mr.  P. 

We  will  commence  with  ME.  PLANCHE.  If  he  is  the  youngest  he  is 
at  all  events  the  most  rising  author  of  the  present  day.  His  strong 
tendency  towards  the  sensational  in  the  few  plays  of  his  which  have 
as  yet  been  produced  make  us  fear  for  his  future.  His  treatment  of 
his  subject  is  thoroughly  original,  and  every  scene  evinces  the  rough 
bold  touches  of  uncontrolled  genius.  Time  will  doubtless  correct  the 
faults  of  youth,  and  will  teach  him  that  one  epigram  is  worth  a 
hundred  real  conflagrations  and  buna  fide  express  trains  on  the  stage. 

TOM  TAYLOR. — Another  of  our  rising  young  dramatists.  His 
avowed  ignorance  of  modern  languages  is  certainly  a  drawback  to 
him  in  his  career,  as  otherwise  he  might  have  already  been  able  to 
study  the  works  of  the  Great  Masters  of  Tragedy  and  Comedy  in 
France  and  Germany.  Let  us  remind  him  that  application  will 
overcome  all  such  obstacles  as  neglected  education  presents.  His 
pantomimes  are  replete  with  humour,  a  great  deal  of  which,  how- 
ever, we  regret  to  say,  is  lost  by  the  injudicious  use  of  large  Heads, 
through  which  articulate  sounds  cannot  penetrate.  He  will  be  wiser 
next  Christmas. 

JOHN  MADDISON  MOETON.— A  promising  tragic  writer.  "We 
regret  to  see  in  him  a  tendency  to  follow  too  closely  the  old  classic 


Greek  models,  which  are  totally  unsuite^to  the  time,  and,  indeed, 
are  only  specimens  of  dramatic  art  in  its  first  stage.  MH.  MORTON'S 
tragedy  Boxandcox  has  already  drawn  tears  from  most  playgoers. 
We  are  anxiously  awaiting  his  next  effort. 

DIONYSIUS  BOUCICAULT. — This  author  belongs  to  the  milk-and- 
water  school  of  effeminate  drama.  Rejecting  all  situations  and  sen- 
sational effects,  he  relies  entirely  upon  nis  dialogue,  which  is  generally 
in  blank  verse,  and  leaves  nothing  for  the  eye  to  rest  on.  He  will 
never  take  rank  among  our  first  dramatists  until  he  quits  this 
school-girlish  style,  and  feeds  himself  and  his  audience  upon  far 
stronger  meat  than  he  has  hitherto  done.  He  shows  to  best  advan- 
tage in  a  very  small  theatre  with  little  actors ;  and,  indeed,  we  may 
set  him  down  as  facile  princeps  among  charade  writers  and  such 
mild  drawing-room  entertainments  as  may  be  found  by  non-play- 
goers at  the  Polytechnic. 

II.  HEECE  seldom  writes  now.  His  style  is  too  laboured  for 
the  present  generation;  and  his  subjects,  being  invariably  taken 
from  some  fearful  legend  of  Fraud,  Duplicity,  and  Vice  in  its  worst 
form,  would  hardly,  in  these  fastidious  days,  pass  the  severe  scrutiny 
of  the  Chamberlain's  Office. 

PALGRAVE  SIMPSON.  —  If  this  gentleman  could  be  cured  of  his 
love  of  mere  boisterous  fun,  and  a  habit  of  introducing  any  wild 
scenes  that  may  occur  to  him,  regardless  of  the  advance  of  the  story, 
and  if  he  would  aim  at  graceful  polish  in  dialogue,  and  eschew 
exuberance  of  slang,  he  might  with  practice  some  day  achieve 
success.  He  is  deficient  in  the  art  of  construction,  but  no  doubt 
this  faculty  may  be  ultimately  acquired  if  he  will  only  persevere, 
and  carefully  study  his  art. 

THOMAS  ROBERTSON. — More  perhaps  a  Historian  than  a  Dramatist, 
as  his  works  tend  to  prove.  His  style  is  somewhat  pompous  and 
high-flown,  the  fault,  no  doubt,  of  his  early  training  under  the 
KEMBLES.  His  works  can  only  be  seen  to  advantage  on  the  boards 
of  Drury  Lane  or  Covent  Garden. 

WATTS  PHILIPS. — -Chiefly  known  by  his  brisk  burlesques.  His 
chief  excellence  consists  in  his  power  of  getting  rhymes  out  of  most 
unlikely  words.  His  works  have  always  been  of  an  ephemeral 
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character,  ami  will   never  entitle  him  to  the  rank  of  an  English 

F.  ('.  BriiXAxn.  Tliis  author  inav  perhaps  have  some  claim  upon 
our  memory  as  a  writer  of  th0  Mhool  of  the  great  German  Kor/i 
whose  st\le  lie  has  too  servilely  followed  ever  to  wan-ant  our 
including  him  among  the  list  of  original  British  Dramatists.  His 
dramas  are  seldom  under  ten  act-.,  are  less  tilted  1'or  the  staire  than 
tin-  closet,  and  though  here  and  there  the  student  may  come  upon  a 
.if  deep  poetic  though'  almost  entirely  lost  in  the  set- 

ting. His  plays,  deeply  inline  d,  or,  as  PHILIP  K'l  vnn.i:  would  liave 
said,  Knt-fl,ii<'i/,  with  Teutonic  metaphysical  subh  ti<  s,  will  IICM  r 
take  hold  on  the  Kie.'li-h  public,  until  nln,it  (.//«•,/.'  GeraM*fhas 
invaded,  and  Cfazman  thought  has  \«  n-  much-loved  island 

home. 

Hi;.  WIXH.VMI  Muisio-,.     h  is  pleasant  to  turn  from  the  sombre 

:t  oi  Mi:.  Hi  i:\  \MI'S  wrili iii's  to  the  In 

third  "in   third  I);  -.nxa,  of  ])R.  \V. 

MutsioN.  He  cannot,  perhaps,  dance  himself,  luit  ho  is  the  came 
of  dancing  in  o  I  no  man  can  inspire  his  actors  with  the 

'lie  ni  .1  can-can  or  a  bn  akdnwn  so  well  as  DR.  Wr.si 
M\KSTON.     His  jingling  r1  my  without  vulgarity,  In- 

jects, generally  chosen    t'nn  icter, 

and  we  ma\  -et  Hi:.  W.  '•!  vutly  the  Dramatist 

for  Jiiveniles. 

Alum  i;      Si;ivrriii.i:v.          Known      chiefly     liy     1 
Dramas.     With  the  decline  of  \  -.(ley's,  Mi:.  SKI 
has  well-nigh  gone.      His   pla\s  depended  upon  their   bcnu 
mounted,  and  some  of  his  dialogue  (in  days  when  dialogue  w: 
worth  1:  ruembered  tor  its  breadth  of  senti- 

ment and  its  pointed   political  allusions.     He  is  a  master  of  horse 
effects,  and  was  able  himself  t<>   instruct   his  actors  in  their  va: 
I'li/rx.     There  is  some  talk  of  a  theatre  being  subsidised  by  Goveru- 
••cial    performance  of  the   Sketchier  -  Equestrian 
Drama;  but  we  ieur  the  scheme  will  fall  to  the  ground. 

"  (i  "  of  the  .Itlir  H"  inn  ifl  p.  if.  elly  welcome  to  make  what  use  he 
likes  of  the  above  information  from  his  friend  "  Mn.  1'.'' 


THE  HEIGHT  OF  HUMAN  KINDNESS. 

IN  a  cirailar,  issued  to  solicit  contributions  for  the  "Extension 
of  the  New  Cut  Gospel  Hall  Work,"  a  ME.  Wnr<iin ,  called  by  his 
familiars  "Nun  Witninf,"  states  that  he  seeks  help  "in  providing 
soup  su]>])crs  for  the  criminal  elasses  in  different  parts  of  London." 
"  Thieves'  suppers,"  the  '/'///»•.•,•  prefixes  to  a  paragraph,  which  con- 
tains the  foregoing  information.  Thieves'  suppers!  What  next? 
Thieves'  dormitories,  perhaps!  Thieves'  homes  to  house  the  poor 
thieves  for  the  night,  or  the  day — for  those  who  pursue  the  line  of 
burglar] . 

Snip  suppers  for  thieves!  What  son))  one  would  like  to  know? 
Possibly  veal  turtle  would  not  be  thought  too  good  by  "Hi;.  .\i:n 
\VI:N.HT,"  it  it  « ere  not  too  expensive.  As  it  is,  perhaps  he  would 
ha\e  them  content  «  ith  mock  or  ox-tail,  ami  occasionally  soup  a  la 
HI-IIH-.  On  one  (if  these  cold,  wet  nights,  however,  it  may  be  sug- 
gested that  mulligatawny  would  be  more  comforting  for  the  poor 
thieves. 

The  idea  of  a  Thieves'  Supper  is  worthy  of  a  New  Cut  Gospel.  Is 
"  New  Cut  "  possihly  a  misprint  for  "HewgateP"  though  it  comes 
to  the  same  thing.  In  this  new—whether  New  Cut  or  Newgate — 


Gospel,  a  prominent  place  should  he  assigned  to  BARABBAS.  Sup] 
for  Tbieves,  indeed!  The  only  proper  meal  is  what our  forefath 
would  have  given  them— Old  English  "  whipping-ch. 


iper 
lers 


THE  FIVE  TESTS  OF  Fill  EN  1  (SHIP. 

I.   l.i MI  your  friend  a  good  umbrella,  and  live  to  see  it  back  again. 

-'.  Invite  him  to  your  club,  and  treat  him  to  cold  mutton,  and  find 
that  he  torgi\  i  s  you. 

;i.  Ask  him  to  post  a  letter,  and  learn  w it hiu  a  week  that  he  has 
actually  done  so. 

I.  Cut  a  gash  in  his  new  billiard  eloth  without  ruffling  his  temper. 

5.   Iread  upon  bis  gouty  too,  and  see  him  smiling  at  your  clumsi- 

:n  ^  * 


A  Hint. 

"OENBBAI  Kuimi:!;m:  has  cut  Hi,'  /,'„//,,,;•/,"  said  a  telegram  last 
week.  If  our  Directors  do  not  take  speedy  measures  for  the  protec- 
tion of  our  lives,  wise  English  folks  will  follow  the  General's 
example. 

PASSAGES  OK  AI:MS.— fn  the  Tower. 


INSULATION     FOR    EVER! 

\VIIIIK'I:R  on  Electricity 

Hath  aught  of  information 
Knows  certain  t hint's  the  means  to  be 

Of  what  's  called  Insulation  ; 
I'nless  he  i-  a  p(  rfcet 

Obtuse  to  all  instructors, 
For  iiistam 

lie  knows  are  non-conductors. 

lie  knows  that  Insulation  n 

Tin    likeness  to  all  Island, 
Whose  entire  marjin  «atir  screens, 

En.!  li'y  laud. 

The  waves  around  Great  Uritain  flow, 

Whence  we  are  siiuat"d, 
Thank  goodm  ss,  from  the  whole  world  so 

As  to  lie  insulated. 

Hut  insulation  ineom 

Is  ours  tor  p'ai-i  (HI  traders; 
To iperfcct  it  we  want  a  tl 

Which  can  keep  out 
With  adjuncts  needful  tor  our  cue 

Which,  with  no  vain  reliance, 
Will,  we  may  trust,  supply  the  place 

Of  glass  and  wax  in  sciente. 

!  an  insulated  stool, 

ritied  when  standing, 
A  maiden  may  repel  a  fool 

As  we  do  foes  from  landing. 
rivr  that  our  insulating  guns 
It  is  that  Hash  and  crackle. 
And  shock  the  foolish  foreign  o: 
Who  think  our  tars  to  tackle. 

They  jeer  at  us  as  insular 

In  many  a  thought  and  notion ; 
'Tis  not  unlikely  that  we  are 

Illest  be  surrounding  Ocean  ! 
And  may  we,  if,  some  narrow  views 

Renouncing  as  a  nation  ; 
Our  insularity  we  lose, 

Ne'er  lose  our  insulation. 


STREET-SLIDES  AND  SURGERY. 

THE  late  frosty  weather  (observes  a  medical  correspondent)  has 
been  peculiarly  seasonable  for  practitioners  of  the  healing  art,  be- 
cause it  has  greatly  increased  their  opportunities  for  its  exercise. 
Fortunately  for  us,  the  Law  can  interpose  no  hindrance  between 
practice  and  bronchitis  or  rheumatism ;  but  in  respect  of  accidents 
we  are  less  happily  circumstanced,  as  you  will  see  on  reading  the 
subjoined  extract  from  the  Tinted  Police  Report : — 

"  At  Bow  Street  the  greater  part  of  yesterday  was  occupied  in  disposing  of 
cases  of  drunkenness  and  assault.  There  were  also  many  charges  against  men 
and  boys  for  sliding  on  the  pavement  to  the  danger  of  the  passengers.  Fines 
were  imposed  in  most  of  these  charges." 

The  imposition  of  fines  for  indulgence  in  the  sport  of  sliding  on 
the  pavement,  and  thus  endangering  the  limbs  and  even  lives  of 
passengers,  cannot  but  tend  to  diminish  our  interesting  and  valuable 
cases  oi  contusion,  dislocation,  and  fracture,  simple  and  compound. 
But  we  might  be  in  a  worse  position.  If  Magistrates,  empowered  to 
visit  the  amusement  abovementioned  with  fine  or  imprisonment  at 
discretion,  were,  in  the  exercise  of  that  discretion,  to  inflict  impri- 
sonment, they  would  put  a  stop  to  a  pastime  which  they  now  out 
slightly  check,  and  would  effect  the  total  discontinuance  of  a  prac- 
tice now  largely  beneficial  to  our  own.  On  the  whole,  therefor 
have  not  much  cause  to  complain. 


Theatrical. 

LINE  FOR  mi:  i>i:i  i iv  I.AXI:  PLAYBILL. 
{Suggested  at  an  Advertisement.) 

Mr.  I'linttertiin  (iinnlinij  SIII:I:IHAX  tn  liia  piii-jinsc).  "Here  is  the 
picture — BEVKKLKV  s  picture."--  A' iralx,  Act  iv.  Sc.  3. 


GOOD  ABVICK. — A  Reporter  of  great  experience  tells  us,  that  to 
Digest  a  Tough  Sermon  you  must  tirst  Take  it  Down. 
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OUR    NEW    HERALDRY    IS HANDS.' 


First  Uorsertwn  (mounted).   "  HULLO,  MAGGITS,  YOU  HAVE  GOT  A  TALL  ONE  sow!" 

Second  Dilto  (preparing).   "  YA-AS,  YOU  SEE  HE'S  WELL  Ur  TO  MY  WEIGHT  !     No  MORE  COBS  FOR  ME  !  " 


I  MONEY   AND   MATRIMONY. 

ERE  I  plunged  off,  I  did  tarry 

Long  on  Wedlock's  brink. 
How  I  ever  dared  to  marry, 

I  can  hardly  think. 

Though  then  marriage  brought  less  pressing 

Bills  than  it  brings  now 
With  high  living,  and  high  dressing, 

Managed  Heaven  knows  how. 

Want  of  money,  want  of  money, 

Must  be  want  of  mate, 
In  default  of  prospects  sunny  ; 

Hope  of  large  estate : 

Save  for  Proletarians,  wholly 

Ruled  by  price  of  bread. 
None  above  the  lowest  lowly, 

But  the  rich,  can  wed. 

Parents  of  the  middle  classes 

Can't,  such  wealth  demands 
Wedlock,  and  so  rare  arc  asses, 

Get  girls  off  their  hands. 

And  a  man  with  fear  is  harried, 

Children  having  got, 
I,cst  his  grown  sons  should  get  married, 

And  his  daughters  not.  FOGY 


An  Unprofessional  View  of  Things. 

WE  arc  told  that  the  College  of  Surgeons  have  resolved  "  to  dis- 
continue mixed  classes  for  the  study  of  medicine."  Something 
new  this — for'.the'Doctors  to  disapprove  of  Mixtures. 


AN  AWFUL  PLUNGE. 

IT  is  a  very  courageous  thing  to  go  down-stairs  at  one  in  the  morn- 
ing when  there  are  thieves  in  the  house. 

It  is  a  very  courageous  thing  to  walk  on  a  dark  road,  alone,  at 
night,  in  a  garotting  neighbourhood. 

It  is  a  very  courageous  thing  to  try  to  separate  husband  and  wife, 
when  they  are  fighting  in  the  street. 

It  is  a  very  courageous  thing  to  encounter  your  tailor,  when  you 
owe  him  a  heavy  bill. 

It  is  a  very  courageous  thing  to  meet  a  lady  for  the  first  time  after 
she  has  jilted  you. 

It  is  a  very  courageous  thing  to  tell  a  mother  that  her  baby  is 
ugly. 

It  is  a  very  courageous  thing  to  oppose  the  wishes  of  your  wife  and 
your  wife's  mother. 

It  is  a  very  courageous  thing  to  face  a  mad  bull. 

But,  perhaps,  the  most  courageous  thing  of  all  is,  to  bathe  in  the 
Serpentine  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning  this  severe  weather.* 

*  "  Notwithstanding  the  severity  of  the  weather,  there  are,  every  morning,  at 
eight  o'clock,  from  ten  to  fifteen  gentlemen  who  bathe  in  the  Serpentine." 

Startling  Announcement. 

THE  departing  year  has  produced  many  astounding  events,  but 
can  any  one  of  them  stand  a  comparison  with  this  which  is  forth- 
coming— A  New  Edition  of  the  Universe  ! 


THE  AFTEK  CONSEQUENCES. 

THE  twentieth  of  December  was  "  The  Doctors'  Day  "  at  Merchant 
Taylors'  School.  In  the  family  circle  the  twenty-sixth  of  December 
was  the  Doctor's  Day. 

WHO  should  "  despair  of  the  Republic"  ?— Spain.'since  the  crime 
with  which  her  year  was  crowned. 
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IT    GREEK?" 


Foreigner.  "  'SAY,  Muu,  RAX  ME  OWRE  THE  POUBRIE." 

Southerner.  "  I  'M  SORRY — JE  NE  PARLE  NO  FRENCH." 

Foreigner.  "  0,  I  BEG  TE  'RE  PAURDON — HAN'  ME  THE  CREAM-JUG." 

[No— it  is  Scotch. 


FOREIGN   COMPLIMENTS  OF   THE 
SEASON. 

YAH,  you  people  of  mean  traders! 
tjnprepand  to  meet  invaders, 
\Vlio  as  fat  \ir\7.i'  oxi-n  view  yon 
Think  of  strife  to  keep  clear,  do  you  ? 

Will  you  let  no  insult  poke  you 
Up  to'  tight  ?    Will  nought  provoke  3'ou  ? 
( >ut  of  war  to  keep  you  've  gone  in, 
Hut  you  '11  certainly  be  drawn  in. 

There 's  a  Treaty  broken,  look  you. 
Into  trouble  won't  that  hook  you '( 
No !  you  dodge  one  more  occasion 
Of  a  quarrel,  with  evasion. 

Ha,  but  now  your  flag  IB  trampled ! 
Patience  will  be  unexampled. 
Do  you  wait  for  explanation  ? 
Faugh,  base,  cautious,  crawling  nation ! 

Lo,  your  Army  is  neglected, 
And  your  Coast  is  ill  protected ! 
On  your  Navy  what  reliance,  _ 
In  these  days  of  steam  and  science  ? 

Knowing  that,  do  yon  determine 
Not  to  strike,  you  sneaking  vermin, 
Till  you  're  armed,  by  land  and  water, 
With  o'erwhelming  means  of  slaughter  ? 

Odious,  peaceful,  prosperous  cattle, 
Foes  upon  you  may  force  battle. 
Russians,  backed  by  Yankees,  kick  you, 
May  they  make  you  fight— and  lick  you ! 

Be  your  paltry  alms  confounded ! 
They  but  help  our  sick  and  wounded. 
As  allies  we  need  your  purses — 
Give  us  money— take  our  curses ! 


More  Wonderful  Still. 

TABLES  "turn,"  and  "  creak,"  and  "  groan,"  and  are 
"  set  in  a  roar ;"  but  doors  beat  them — they  can  speak- 
at  all  events  to  those  who  say  that  they  "  answer 
them. 


STRAWBERRY  LEAVES. 

A  SELECTION  FROM  THE  VERY  LATEST  LETTERS  OP  THE  HONOURABLE 
HORACE  WALPOLE,  OF  STRAWBERRY  HILL.  FAVOURED  BY  OUR 
PRIVATE  SPIRITUAL  MEDIUM. 


To  SIB  HORACE  MANN. 

You  wish  me  a  happy  new  year,  my  dear  Sir.  Wish  me  rather,  a 
happy  new  self.  Without  that,  new  years  can  bring  me  little  but 
new  vexations.  But  I  thank  you  heartily  ;  and  a»  you  have  learned 
to  be  happy  with  a  very  little,  I  hope  the  year  may  bring  yon  the 
Red  Ribbon  of  your  heart.  Without  unduly  raising  your  hopes,  I 
may  say  that  a  certain  doctor  has  been  called  in  in  a  certain  quarter, 
and  his  patients  are  not  given  to  trouble  their  friends  long. 

There  is  much  scarlet  fever  around  us,  and  I  sent  twenty  guineas 
to  our  clergy,  who  have  been  manful  among  the  poor.  You  do  not 
think  1  tell  you  this  to  magnify  my  charity,  for  I  know  that  you 
will  not  tell  of  it  again.  But  I  must  mention  it,  because  you  must 
hear  the  charming  passage  from  Shakspeare  with  which  I  sent  the 
money.  I  wrote  to  the  \  icar  in  the  words  of  Don  Armado.  Under- 
stanmng  that  tin'  (.'Kraft-  and  yourself  aw  good  at  such  eruptions,  &c. 
Praise  me,  or  for  ever  hereafter  hold,  your  peace,  as,  indeed,  you  are 
too  apt  to  do  without  invitation. 

Do  not  ask  me  any  more  about  Paris.  I  am  sick  of  the  subject, 
and  the  Parisians  have  just  done  a  thing  which  makes  me  hate  them. 
What  do  you  say  to  their  having  sold  the  three  poor  elephants  at 
the  Jardin  to  a  butcher,  to  be  slain  for  food  !  The  poor,  dear,  affec- 
tionate,  kindly  creatures— how  could  any  one  have  the  heart  to 
murder  them  ?  Also,  to  feed  perhaps  a  gang  of  the  swaggerinp, 
cowardly  National  Guards  whom  Trochu  can  bv  no  manner  of 
means  persuade  to  stand  tire.  The  elephants  themselves,  with  towers 
tilled  with  riflemen,  would  be  a  hundred  times  more  useful  in  attack 
than  the  gluttons  who  are  to  devour  them.  I  only  hope  that  they 

VOL.    LX.  ( 


will  be  put  to  death  easily.  Imagine  their  being  dragged  from 
India  and  Africa  to  live  in  cages,  and  amuse  a  mob  for  years,  and 
then  to  be  killed,  and  eaten  by  the  mob  !  I  hope  they  wifl  disagree 
with  the  cannibals.  As  for  the  Paris  folk,  they  will  soon  be  in  the 
condition  of  the  King  of  Siam,  as  described  to  Mr.  Samuel  Pepys, 
one  of  my  predecessors  in  the  representation  of  Castle  Rising  ' '  Our 
king  do  not  live  by  meat  nor  drink,  but  by  having  great  lyes  told 
him."  But  I  suppose  things  are  coming  to  an  end.  As  for  the  new 
Emperor  of  Germany,  he  must,  he  shall,  spill  much  more  blood  to 
make  his  Title  good.  Royal  heraldry  rejoices  in  gules. 

The  Airgonauts  have  not  been  sailing  much  from  Paris  of  late. 
The  skilled  air-sailors  have  all  departed,  so  sea-sailors  are  being 
pressed  into  the  service.  When  I  told  you  that  Louis  Philippe's 
father  had  been  ascending  in  a  balloon,  I  little  thought  that  the 
machine  would  ever  play  such  a  part  in  war.  It  will  date,  in  his- 
tory, from  the  great  siege.  'Twas  a  French  invention,  and  they 
have  a  right  to  ita  benefits. 

Your  young  King  Amadeus  has  been  duly  welcomed  by  his 
Spanish  subjects,  whom  he  has  addressed  in  I  know  not  what  lan- 
guage. I  do  not  love  Kings,  but  I  can  admire  courage  even  in  them, 
and  he  has  shown  himself  worthy  of  the  blood  of  Savoy.  The 
murder  of  Prim  was  a  dastardly  deed,  and  whether  done  by  priests 
or  republicans,  has  recoiled  on  its  authors,  for  the  nation  rallies  to 
the  young  Sovereign.  The  assassins  escaped  so  easily  that  one  would 
think  Iberia  was  Hibernia. 

Any  one  introduced  by  you  has  but  to  think  I  can  serve  him,  to 
command  me.  I  have  shewed  all  attention  to  Mr.  V.  But  I  may 
say  to  you  that  I  fail  to  discover  in  him  the  wit  you  credit  him  with. 
All  he  managed  in  that  way  was  a  set  of  well-worn  jokes  of  a 
Biblical  sort.  Perhaps  I  am  not  one  to  preach  against  that  kind  of 
humour,  but  there  is  a  difference  between  a  sly,  quiet  allusion  sent 
to  a  friend,  and  a  loud-mouthed  irreverence  in  all  companies. 
When  I  know  him  well  enough,  or  when  I  am  enough  tired  of  him 
not  to  mind  offending  him,  I  shall  tell  him  that  a  witty  man  despises 
such  things  for  their  easiness,  and  a  good  man  detests  them  for  their 
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profanity.  That  will  stop  his  vulgarisms  or  his  visits.  I  know  you 
do  not  care  much  about  him,  my  dear  Sir,  or  I  should  not  say  this. 
As  for  the  other  man  you  mention;  he  has  ceased  to  trouble  me.  He 
wrote  against  the  church  and  standing  armies  until  he  had  made  money 
cnouirh  to  buy  a  living  for  one  son,  and  a  commission  for  the  other, 
and  he  has  retired  into  the  country,  1  suppose  to  write  a  sequel  to 
Tin'  JIi//>iii-i-itf.  I  hope  he  has  a  good  looking-glass,  for-the  best  art 
studies  closest  from  Mature. 

My  tipsy  gardener,  Ralph,  whom  I  do  not  like  to  keep  or  to  dis- 
eharge,  nearly  relieved  me  from  the  dilemma  last  week,  but  he 
having  never,  for  his  life,  been  able  to  do  anything  thoroughly, 
inattt TS  are  as  tin y  were.  lie,  liiirch!  )>/oins,  went  head  foremost 
into  the  gold-lish  pond.  I  ought  to  have  let  him  remain  there,  but 
fearing  for  the  nerves  of  my  poor  little  fishes,  I  ran  out  bareheaded, 
nnd  in  the  rain,  and  hooked"  him  out  with  his  own  rake.  Since,  he 
has  been  more  tipsy  than  ever,  on  the  pica  of  keeping  out  the  mid. 
I  have  never  been  more  struck  with  the  merit  of  the  illustration 
which  a  husband,  asked  by  his  wife  what  was  the  difference  between 
an  accident  and  a  misfortune,  gave  the  inquiring  virago.  "Why, 
my  love,  if  you  fell  into  a  river,  that  would  be  an  accident."  "  Yes, 
welly "  "  And,  my  soul,  if  you  got  out  again,  that  would  be  a  mis- 
fortune." 

You  will  see  the  Ministerial  changes  in  the  Gazette.  Strawberry 
Hill  is  the  Board  of  Trade,  and  I  should  not  wonder  if  we  acquit 
ourselves  well.  Whenever  there  is  a  frightful  muddle  and  ruin  any- 
where, it  is  always  caused  by  the  "men  of  business,"  as  they  loftily 
call  themselves.  I  think  the  men  of  pleasure  should  have  an 
innings.  I  told  you  of  the  Indian  General,  who  ought  to  have  had 
War.  It  seems  that  they  did  want  him,  and  do,  but — not  yet.  So 
the  existing  War-God  inaugurates  his  new  reign  by  two  blunders. 
Firstly,  he  actually  defends  himself  against  a  charge  of  having 
stated  a  falsehood,  of  which  the  Druid  is  as  incapable  as  you  or  I, 
and  no  one  should  quote  of  him  : — 

"  In  yonder  CHVC  a  Druid  lies." 

Secondly,  he  writes  to  his  Chief  hereon,  because  it  is  mentioned 
in  a  wretched  petition — I  suppose,  from  some  of  the  discharged  white- 
bait waiters  at  Greenwich — asking  the  Premier  to  retire  from  the 
representation  of  tea  and  shrimps.  Fancy  a  War-Secretary  noticing 
such  insolence.  Fancy  old  Pam's  War-Secretary  doing  it — and 
living.  Lord  Hartington  goes  to  Ireland,  and  yet  the  able  young 
old  Whig  is  not  to  he  pitied,  for  he  will  live  in  intimacy  with  the 
Viceroy  and  Vicereine.  Mr.  Monsell  takes  the  Post  Bag,  which 
reminds  me  that  mine  yawns  for  this  letter. 

Ever  Yours, 

HORACE  WALPOIE. 


SERIOUS    NEWS    FROM    SCOTLAND. 

HANSPORiis  a  strong 
word,  but  we  may 
at  least  say,  that 
•with  joy  and  with 
thankfulness  every 
father  with  sons 
nearly  ready  to 
leave  DR.  PER- 
TECT'S,  and  quite 
ready  to  begin  life, 
received  the  an- 
nouncement in  the 
long  summer  days, 
that  the  entire 
Civil  Service,  with 
the  exception  of 
one  or  two  fa- 
voured offices,  was 
to  be  thrown  open 
to  all  our  boys, 
provided  they  were 
of  a  suitable  age, 
could  produce  cer- 
tificates of  health, 
morals,  and  suc- 
cessful vaccina- 
tion, and  did  not 
.  .  go  wrong  in  their 

interview    with    the    Official    Examiners.     No    more    patronage! 
Nil   inure  nominations:      .No  more  importunities   to   the  Borough 
A  11.  w  dense  seemed  to  be  added  to  the  British  Constitu- 
tion.    Parents  with  promising  male  offspring  (the  girls'  turn,  some 
»r  the  TINUV  daring  felt,  was  sure  to  come  in  time)  saw  in  their  sous 
future  1  nst  Lords,  or  1'rivy  ( 'ouneillors,  or  prineipul  Secretaries  of 
Mate,  or,  at  the  very  least,  Chief  Clerks  and  Heads  of  Depart- 
ments. 
Then  came  depressing  announcements  of  the  withdrawal  of  certain 


public  offices  from  the  operation  of  the  Order  in  Council,  which  had 
seemed  to  emancipate  the  Civil  Service  from  patronage  and  jobbery, 
and  to  introduce  Free  Trade  in  Government  Appointments  ;  until  at 
lust  fathers  and  mothers  began  to  fear  that  if  HAROLD  and  ARTHUR 
were  to  take  office  under  the  Crown,  their  entrance  into  public  life 
must  be  accomplished  either  through  the  Excise  or  the  Police. 

It  is  our  painful  duty  to-day  to  give  publicity  to  a  notice  in  the 
London  Gazette  which,  we  fear,  will  not  tend  to  allay  these  serious 
misgivings.  Another  Department  has  found  shelter  in  Schedule  B., 
another  office  is  exempted  from  the  unrestricted  competition  of 
healthy,  well-conducted,  and  well-crammed  youth— one,  too,  on 
which  the  hopes  of  all,  particularly  in  North  Britain,  must,  from 
the  very  outset,  have  been  pre-eminently  fixed. 

As  suspense  may  be  becoming  painful,  it  is  kinder  at  once  to  make 
known  the  fact  that  "  The  Keeper  of  the  General  Register  of  Sasines, 
and  of  the  (Register  of  Homings,  Inhibitions,  &o.  for  Scotland,  with 
the  eoncurronee  of  the  Lords  Commissioners  of  Her  Majesty's 
Treasury,  hereby  adds  all  situations  in  the  Departments  of  the 
General  Kegister  of  Sasines,  and  irf  the  Register  of  Hornings,  Inhi- 
bitions, &o.  ior  Scotland,  to  the  Schedule  marked  I!.,  annexed  to 
Her  Majesty's  Order  in  Council  of  the  4th  of  J  line,  1870." 

To  comment  on  this  heartless  announcement — the  death-blow  to 
so  many  high  aspirations— would  only  serve  to  harrow  the  feelings 
unnecessarily,  Regrets  are  unavailing,  remonstrances  would  pro- 
bably be  equally  ineffectual.  The  Owtil  Service  'Can  no  longer  be 
looked  upon  as  the  honourable  and  'esjtensive  .field  for  youthful 
industry,  energy,  and  ability  (commencing  at  seventy  pounds  per 
annum,  and  rising  by  an  annual  lincTernont  of  fifteen  pounds,  to 
three  hundred  and  fifty),  which  it  was  fondly  hoped  it  might  become. 
But  we  have  one  spark  of  hope  left.  Parliament  meets  in  a  few 
weoks.  We  are  strangely  mistaken  if  we  have  heard  the  last  of 
"The  Keeper  of  Uhe  Register  of  Sasines,  Hornings,  Inhibitions,  &c." 


THE  CHIGNON  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 

AT  the  examination  lately  held  at  Cambridge,,  a  number  of  students 
from  the  Ladies'  College  at  Hitehin  passed  their  "  Little-go;  "  the 
first  time  that  such  undergraduates  ever  underwent  that  ordeal.  It 
is  gratifying  to  be  enabled  to  add,  that  out  of  all  those  flowers  of 
loveliness,  not  one  was  plucked.  Bachelors  of  Arts  are  likely  to  be 
made  look  to  their  laurels  by  these  Spinsters,  and  Masters  must 
work  hard  or  they  will  be  eclipsed  by  Mistresses,  more  completely 
than  the  Sun  was  the  other  day  by  the  Moon.  And  we  may  expect 
that  when  such  competitors  of  both  sexes  come  to  perform  upon  the 
classical  and  mathematical  Tripos,  a  Pythoness  will  be  first  upon 
the  former,  and  another  young  lady  will  dance  off  triumphantly 
Senior  Wrangler. 

DID  YOU  EVER  ? 

Dp  you  ever  see  a  chimney-sweep  having  his  shoes  blacked  ? 

Did  you  ever  lose  a  five-pound  note  at  Loo,  and  find  out  who  had 
won  more  than  half-a-dozen  shillings  of  it  ? 

Did  you  ever  get  an  omnibus  to  stop  exactly  where  you  wished  it  ? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  lady  with  a  wasp-like  waist,  whose  dispo- 
sition also  was  not  rather  waspish  P 

Did  you  ever  meet  an  Alderman  who  was  a  Vegetarian  ? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  baby  that  was  not  considered  "the  sweetest 
ever  born,"  and  "so  like"  somebody  or  other,  to  whom  you  can't 
discover  an  atom  of  resemblance  ? 

Did  you  ever  meet  an  Englishman  abroad,  who  did  not  seem  to 
think  that  he  lost  caste  by  speaking  civilly '' 

Did  you  ever  challenge  a  stranger  to  play  billiards,  without 
mutually  asserting  that  you  hadn't  touched/ a  cue  for  upwards  of  a 
twelvemonth  ? 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  modest  man  propose  a  toast,  without  regret- 
ting that  it  had  not  been  placed  in  better  hands. 

Did  you  ever  come  home  late  and  try  to  get  to  bed  without  any- 
body hearing  yon,  when  the  front  door  did  not  bang,  and  every  stair 
explode  as  though  it  were  a  fog-signal  ? 


Popularity  and  Patronage. 

THE  best  of  Ministers,  in  these  our  days, 
Earns  very  much  abuse,  and  little  praise. 
Antagonists  decry  him,  as  of  yore, 
But  partisans  extol  him  so  no  more. 
He,  by  consulting  simply  public  ends, 
Makes  hosts  of  enemies,  but  gains  few  friends. 
By  favour  now  that  place  no  longer  goes. 
Jlis  friends  are  cool,  and  ardent  are  his  foes. 

WHENEVER  the   "Reduced  Prizefighters"   take  a  benefit  at  a 
theatre,  the  play  should  be  The  Mitter  <m<l  liia  3/<  ,i. 
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s  uny  of  Sympa- 
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"  Let  dogs  delipht  to  bark  nnd  bite, 
For  'tis  their  nature  to," 

and  the  poetry  of  those  two  lines  he  believed  was  no  fiction.  There 
was  every  reason  to  believe  that  the  dogs  loved  tig_htin^,  as  they 
went  to  fight  with  their  eyes  open,  and  would  fight  in  spite  of  the 
irncst  dissuasion.  By -slanders  would  act  unjustly  in  taking 
part  with  the  weaker  dog.  That  dog  had  attacked  the  other  first. 
At  present,  even  if  inclined,  we  had  not  power  to  choke  off  the 
stronger  dog.  By  trying  to  do  so  we  should  most  likely  bring  bears 
down  uiion  us,  and  also  wake  snakes.  He  (Mi:  I'linclt)  would  not 
trouble  his  beloved  hearers  with  a  long  sermon,  but  would  conclude, 
instead  of  beginning,  his  discourse  with  a  text,  which  all  present 
who  had  acquired  the  "Three  It's"  had  learned  in  cultivating  the 
Second  I!.,  and  lie  would  recommend  them  to  study  it  with  reference 
to  the  fighting  dogs  in  whose  unhappy  strife  they  took  a  kind  but 
injudicious  interest.  His  (3L:  I'um-h's)  text  was,'"  Mind  your  own 
business." 

The  Deputation,  having  thanked  Mi:  Punch  for  the  instruction 
which  he  had  given  them  in  answering  their  application,  withdrew. 


COCK  AND  HEN  ROBINS. 

IN  many  a  country-house,  during  the  late  inclement  weather. 
:'illy,  at  breakfast  time,  a  pleasinir  sight  has  been  presented 
by  a  cock-robin  hopping  up  to  the  window,  and  a  pretty  little  girl 
:  one'  feeding  it  with  crumbs.  The  thought  ot  it  suggests 
the  query,  why  is  the  red-breast  always  spoken  of  as  cock-robin  ? 
ire  there  no  hen  red-breasts?  would  be  a  fool's  question,  but  the 
fellow  is  uncommonly  wise  in  ornithology  who  knows  a  cock  red- 
1'ivast  from  a  hen.  The  hen  red-breast  is  so  like  the  cock  as  to  bo 
almost  indistinguishable  from  him  in  appearance.  To  minds  of  a 
figurative  tendency,  the  masculine  semblance  of  the  female  red- 
breast may  seem  to  render  her  an  apt  emblem  of  the  Strong-Minded 
Woman. 

A  Prussian  Joke. 

TIIK  motto  of  (he  TIoHi:N/oi.i.i:K,\s  is  Smim  Cn/'./iir.  It  befits 
their  history,  and  would  be  as  suitable  to  their  hatchments  as 
Resurgam.  No  less  appropriate  would  it  be  as  an  epitaph  on  a 
headstone  over  ]f,,l,  _/'»//'•<  srrave.  How  much  less  becoming  a 
scrupulous  Koyal  Family  would  be  Allrmnn  .\,>!n'x  .' 


PUNCH'S   COUNTY   FAMILIES. 


'«<Z  aiul  Corrected  far  1871. 

IM:  CRECY,  Humphrey  Bolingbroke  liohun,  Esq.,  of  Mandeville 
Manor,  Cartlmgalemahire.  Kldcst  sou  (.1  tin-  late  Amontillado 
IN'  Civi-y,  Ksi|.,  who  wa>  ri'iTiilric  and  irascible,  and  Ilii'li  Sheriff  of 
Carthmalemaniw  in  I  333,  and  never  saw  or  spoke  in  his  lirir  t'ur  tin- 
la«t fifteen  years  of  his  litV.  I'nrii  iso.'i  ;  '  to  his  i'atl 

-and  mortL'-:i'_'vs  in  ls|ll;  married  tor  hrr  money  lirtsy  Ann, 
vrand-dau'-'hti-r  and  In  -in  -s  of  Sir.lacob  \Vispingtmi,  Knt.,  Sheriff 
ot'  I.ninldii  and  wealthy  soap-boiler,  and  'h  ie,  to  hi-,  yrcat 

annoyance  and  mortification.     Heir  pm<tiii</>tire.'vr\u)m    In    d.  • 
his  cousin  Ralph  Kaniil]iliu-  lie  Crecy,  a  n  tired  Major  in  the  Army, 
ami  a  Cluli  Lore. 

Mr.  lie  Crecy  is  a  lineal  descendant  ot  Waters  De  Cressy  who  com- 
manded tlie  artillery  at  the  Uatth-  of  1'oictiers,  and  whose  walkini:- 
stiek  is  still  pre-er\ed  at  Mandeyille.  He  is  an  obstinate  magistrate 
for  Carthusak'inshire,  and  during  the  1  irs  ninety-two 

ins    have    In  en    convicted    for  offences  committed  against  the 
Laws  on  his  estate,  and  aenteaeed  to  various  terms  of  im- 
prisonment and  penal  servitude.     He  is  patron  of  three  livings. 

Maudfvillf  ilaaw,  Falminirton.aud  \Vis<  acres  Club,  London,  S.W. 


Francis  Dowdeswell,  Esq.,  of  Tantillion 
Park,  t'orkshire. 

fhmaifcna af  the  late  Stephen  Hashwood-Parderoy,  Esq.,  who  was 
M.P.  for  tte  kacomrh  of  Old  Sarah,  1808— is:jo. 
Bora  1828;  educated  at  Eton  and  Oxford,  where  he  studied 
ients.  and  contracted  expensive  habits  ;  married,  for 
»ipirite(l  competition  for  his  hand  and  fortune  by  the 
_Mnied  ladies  in  C'ork.shire,  Esther  Flk-n,  tenth  child  and 
fourth  daughter  of  the  Kcv.  .lohn  Goodman,  Vicar  of  Little  Gains- 
and  has,  with  numerous  other  surviving  issue,  Cj-ril  Charles 
Hubert  Alexander  (ieKxlman,  now  at  Oxford,  doing:  much  the  same 
as  his  father  did. 

.  Liashwood-Parderoy  is  a  Magistrate  and  Deputy-Lieutenant 
for  Corksfeire  and  Conishire,  ami  a  <  •!!.'.!•!!  in  the  Corkshire  Yeo- 
manry; Lord  ot'  the  Manor  of  Ke\  nartlsworth  ;  Master  of  the  Mab- 
stock  Hounds  ;  handsome,  generous^  and  popular,  and  a  determined 
opponent  of  humbug,  cant,  and  indifferent  claret. 
Tautillion  Park,  Dryborough,  and  77,  Vivian  Terrace,  London, 

AHTntonE,  Daniel  Gillson,  Esq.,  of  Splenderby  Castle,  Humber- 
land. 

Fourth  son  of  Mr.  Robert  Drogsworth  (familiarly  called  "  Old  Bob 
Drogsworth"),  of  Tipwhistle,  grazier,  by  Sarah  Jane,  third  daughter 
of  Mr.  Thomas  Piunpkiss,  of  the  same  place,  cowkcepcr. 

Born  1810 ;  educated  anyhow ;  apprenticed  to  a  general  shop- 
keeper at  Tipwhistle  ;  succeeded  in  life  ;  head  of  the  great  firm  of 
Drogsworth,  Wagthorn,  Gripmore,  and  Flaxondale,  Shipowners, 
Ironmasters,  Contractors,  and  General  Carriers ;  married,  first,  in 

1831,  Miss  Mary  Ann  Gumsworth,  daughter  of  Gumsworth, 

and  by  her,  fortunately,  had  no  issue ;  secondly,  in  1854.  the 
Honourable  Idoliza  Caroline  Artimore,  eldest  daughter  of  Hugh, 
12th  Lord  Launceston,  by  whom  he  has  one  son,  Hugh  Bcllenden 
Fitzherbert,  b.  in  1856,  now  at  Harrow,  and  four  daughters — 
Blanche  Eleanor,  Victoria  Idoliza,  Edith  Lilian,  and  an  infant, 
Lorna. 

In  1855,  after  his  second  marriage,  Mr.  Drogsworth,  persuaded  by 
his  wife,  assumed  by  Royal  licence  the  name  and  arms  of  Artimore, 
in  lieu  of  his  own  patronymic.  He  was  M.P.  for  Bullionby,  but 
unseated  on  petition,  and  has  been  High  Sheriff  of  Humberland  ; 
(  hairman  of  the  Crowside,  Fallowfield,  and  Windymoss  Railway  ; 
a  Director  of  the  Interoceanic  Bank  ;  D.C'.L. :  Fellow  of  the  Royal 
Heraldic  Siciety ;  and  Honorary  Colonel  of  the  Humberland  Rille 
Rangers,  to  which  corps  he  gives  surpassing  luncheons. 

splenderby  Castle,  Teviotsmouth  ;  St.  Ronald's  Lodge,  Gilgillan, 
N.B. ;  Villa  Maritima,  Waterspread  ;  and  121,  Ambassador  Square, 
London,  W.  

I!M;MYVX,  Dorothea  Frances  Jaquetta,  of  Ladyswell,  Honeymoon- 
shire. 

Only  child  and  heiress  of  Montague  John  Barm  van,  Esq.;  suc- 
ceeded to  her  father's  vast  estates  and  choice  cellar  of  wines  in 
1832  ;  unmarried,  and  means  to  remain  so  ;  a  vegetarian ;  wears  her 
own  hair;  fond  of  dogs  and  distribute  and  extremely 

charitable.  //<•//•  prrsinitpticc.  The  Society  for  the  Relief  of  the 
Indigent  Evangelical  clergy. 

Ladyswell,  Bridleforth,  and  Parfleet's  Private  Hotel,  Stopford 
Street;  London,  S.W. 
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THE    CARPET-DANCE. 

First  Whist-Player.  "  WHY,  FUSBY,  THERE'S  YOUR  WIFE  DANCING  !    WHO  's  HER  PARTNER  ?  " 
Fusty.  "  0,  GOODNESS  KNOWS  !    SOME  MEMBER  OF  THE  HUMANE  SOCIETY,  I  SHOULD  IMAGINE  ! " 

[She  was  a  lovely  girl  twenty  years  ago— the  good-for-nothing  old  wretch  t—and  the  wife  she  d  been  to  him  ! 


EDUCATIONAL  QUESTIONS. 

(Prize  Questions  and  Answers :  Dedicated  to  the  London 
School  Board.) 

Q.  WHO  was  Zero  ? 

A.  A  Roman  philosopher,  who  played  on  the  fiddle  while  inventing 
the  Thermometer. 

Q.  State  what  you  know  of  Plutarch. 

A.  He  was  King  of  the  Infernal  Regions,  married  Porcupine,  and 
subsequently  re-wrote  the  Heathen  Mythology. 

Q.  Who  was  Theodolite  ? 

A.  A  native  of  Alexandria,  and  a  Christian  historian. 

Q.  Give  a  short  account  of  Abelard. 

A.  He  was  a  solicitor  who  refused  to  g^o  to  the  Crusades.  His 
partner  was  Heloi'se.  They  were  both  buried  together. 

Q.  How  many  Graces  were  there  ? 

A.  Nine. 

Q.  Mention  them  in  order. 

A.  A  Grace  before  dinner,  a  Grace  after,  and  Grace  Darling. 
That's  three.  Three  Graces  of  Canterbury,  York,  and  Dublin. 
That's  six.  A  Grace  of  the  Cambridge  Senate,  a  bad  Grace,  and  a 
good  Grace.  That's  nine. 

Q.  How  did  Shakspeare  make  use  of  Niobe  as  a  simile  ? 

A.  He  said  she  was  like  a  large  theatre,  "  all  tiers." 

Q.  When  does  a  Russian  Serf  have  a  real  holiday  ? 

A.  When  he  gets  a  knuuting. 

Q.  Who  were  the  Nestoriaiis  ? 

A.  They  were  followers  of  Nestor,  one  of  the  oldest  and  wisest 
Greeks  of  nis  age. 

Q.  State  what  you  know  of  the  Marionettes  ? 

A.  They  were  heretics  living  in  Syria. 

Q.  Do  you  remember  any  Vegetarians  in  the  fourth  century  ? 

A.  Yes,  certainly.  They  were  a  party  among  the  Arians,  just  as 
the  Vegetable- Maro-nites  formed  a  distinct  sect  among  the  Maronites. 

Q.  Who  was  the  founder  of  the  last-named  sect '( 


A.  P.  Virgilius  Maro,  after  whom  they  were  called. 
Q.  Who  was  Hero  ? 

A.  A  Heroine,  beloved  by  Neander,  who  wrote  his  Church  history, 
and  was  then  drowned  out  bathing. 

(Prize  given.     Examination  closed.) 


A  MUCH-ABUSED  MAN. 

THTSIB.  ex-monarch  and  idol  the  French  who  defame, 
Still  allow  him  one  very  respectable  name ; 
For  a  Man,  at  least,  Loms  NAPOLEON  they  own, 
Man  of  Strasburg,  for  instance,  and  Man  of  Boulogne. 

By  his  bitterest  foes  he 's  described  as  a  Man, 

As  the  Man  of  December,  and  Man  of  Sedan. 

For  misfortune,  perhaps,  more  than  fault  they  've  maligned  him. 

As  the  song  says,  we     Speak  of  a  man  as  we  find  him. 


WhenP 


desire  to  bo  allowed 
are  talkinj 


THE  resolute  ladies  who,  sticking  at  nothing,  desire  tc 
to  study  Surgery,  Anatomy.  &c.,  in  our  public  hospitals, 
with  triumph  oi  GIORGIONE  s  picture  in  the  Royal  Academy  Exhibi- 
tion of  the  Works  of  the  Old  Masters— "  A  Lady  Professor  of  Bologna' 
— and  anticipating  that  glorious  time  when  some  one  of  the  clever 
Scotch  portrait  painters  will  exhibit  "A  Lady  Professor";of  Edin- 
burgh.'* 

UNION  IS  STRENGTH. 

EVERY  German  soldier,  a  Correspondent  tells  us,  carries  a  hymn- 
book  in  his  pocket.  Very  nice  this:  No  Herr  never  without  a 
hymn. 

"  CREATURE  COMFORTS." — Good  Wives.' 
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EVENINGS    FROM 


HOME. 

DHUBT    LAXE.- 


i\ii 
Psntomine  thoroughly  suo- 

fnl,  owing  mainly  to 
the  clever  "VOKES  Fa- 
mily." We  give  MK. 
CHUTKRTON  a  couplet  of 
advice — 
Place  at  the  head  of  the 

Drury  Lane  Hill, 
Here  you'll  see   Yokes  et 
nil. 


Not  that  prffterca  nil  is 
strictly  true,  for  the  ta- 
lented VOKESES  don't  paint 
ttie  scenery — 

Which  very  cleverly, 
Does  MISTER  BKYKULEY— 

but  we  dare  say  they  could 
if  they  only  tried.  They 
can  sing,  dance,  and  act, 
and  Miss  VICTORIA  VOKI:S 
can,  we  believe,  play  a 
heroine  in  serious  drama 
(and  A  my  Kobsart  was  a 
very  serious  drama)  as  well 
as  she  can  a  burlesque  part 
in  a  pantomime  opening. 
They  are,  generally  speaking,  invaluable  to  the  management.  Then 
again,  the  Lessee  is  fortunate  in  his  Clown,  MR.  F.  EVANS,  who  cam 
do  genuinely  funny  pantomime  business,  as  well  as  tumble.  First- 
rate  'Mime  for  children  to  see,  and  having  said  thus  much  we  pro- 
ceed to  our  review  in  our  usual  form. 


House  nearly  full ; 
'Buzz 


Pit 
from 


In  the  Theatre.    Time  7'3.">  or  thereabouts. 

mill     (,'alleri/   crammed.       Farce  just  finishing. 
Gallery  :  general  humming  sound  about  the  house. 
F.  n  1 1  r  Acute  Person   (finds  his  Stall,and  a  Friend).   Ah!  how 
d'ye  do  ?    Pnttomime  not  begun,  eh  ?    What  are  they  playing  ? 
fit's  Friend.   Don't  know. 

[  They  try  to  catch  anything  that 's  being  said  on  the  stage. 
Comic  Mint  (playing  in  the  Farce,  at  the  top  of  his  voice).  We 

must  bo  cautious  for 

[Ilnllaltnloo — buzz — hum.     Remainder  of  speech  inaudible. 
Second  Conn'/'  Mm/   (eridently  playing  a  very  good  part).  I  think 

MASTER  GEORGE  is 

[Hum,  hum,  hum,  buzz,  buzz,  buzz,  from  all  round  the  house. 

Enter  people  Into  Molls  and  Private  Boxes. 

7,iidy  (in  farce,  untiling  and  saying  something  very  nice  to  young 
Man).  We  mustn't '  [Noise  as  before. 

Enter  more  people  playing  in  the  Farce.  Housemaid  sweeps  somebody 

ell'  irith  n  broom  ;  ijrent  applause  :  shouts. 

young  Mint  (the  lorer  in  the  Farce,  advancing  to  the  footlights, 
inul  bairling  out  the  tinj  us  loud  as  he  can).  And  if  our  friends  in 

front 

[Hum,  hum,  buzz,  buzz,  applause  :  shouts.  They  bow,  and  pro- 
lniMy  sni/  tn  themselrcs,  "  Thank  Goodness,  that 's  over." 
Ciirtiiin,  Indiscriminate  and  unbounded  applause.  Every 
one  rery  inneh  re/iered. 

Chi/I;/  (ie>it/emnii  (in  Stalls,  shim-ing).  Dear  me!  Ugh!  One 
really  wants  feet-warmen  and  rugs.  Ugh  !  (Wishes  he  hadn't  given 
his  great  emit  to  Stall-keener.  Looks  towards  Stall  entrance  nndie- 
tircly)  I  wish  they  M  keep  that  door  shut. 

[Looks  upon  ereri/onc  coming  in  as  his  personal  enemy. 
nj  moments.    Orchestra  tniiiiif/.   Question  mid  ansn-cr  by  Fiddle 
and  Jlassoon.    Enter  determined   Conductor.    Preliminary  tap. 
.Ill  rend i/.'   Flageolet  staggering  on  one  note.     Culled  to  order. 
Ready  '.'    Of!'.  Start  of  that  magnificent  and  tremendous  compo- 
sition, the  2)riii->/  Lone  Pantomime  Overture.   Gradual  cessation 
of  buzzing  and  humming. 
Box  full  of  Children,  aice-strnel-.     The;/  nrrrr  take  their  eyes  off  the 

Ci/rtnin. 

Anxious  Little  Hoy.  I  say,  Grandma',  when 's  the  Clown  coming  ? 
[Grandmamma  explains,  but  foils  to  satisfy  his  curiosity. 
ff-S. — Little  liny  puts  this  iinest ion  irith  erery  change  of  scene. 
Impassioned  Lorer   (in  Stalls  during  orcrtnrc  to  t/ie  object  of  his 

affections).  If  I  could  only  think  that  you- • 

[lie  fins  unfortunately  been  placed  near  /lie  big  drum  and  cymbals 
— whack — bang  :  impossibility  of  so/to-roee  i-onrcrsntion. 


Object  of  Affection  (liendimj  her  head  a  little— tenderly).  What  '•! 
Impassioned  Lorer  '.itrniiiimj  erery  nerve  to  render  himself  audible 

in  a  whisper).  If  I  could  only 

[Sang,  whack,  clash,  and  tin-  bund  plays  "  Jiu/r  Jtri/annia,"  to 
ie/iie/l  the  <!alleri/  I'horils,  and  llti'ii  a/./ilaml  themselres 
eoeiferinixli/.  Curtain  rises,  .t/i/i/u use. 

Old  Time  s/iea/;s,  and  presently  says  something  about  "  Six  being 
half-ii-do:ing." 

[  Old  joke,  ireleomed  III/  audience,     l-'.ldci-li/    Gentleman    in   dress 

eil-e/e    ieit/l     his    l/ra  ndc/li/i/rcll     is    seen  In    ireep.       A  little  buy 
on  s/ai/r  s/iea/;s  sii/ne  Unix  distinctly^. 

in  I  'neb-,  n  ho  has  lironi/hf  her).   What,  a  clever  little  boy  ! 
I'ncle.    Vis  (referring  to  bill'.  'That's  Master  Tinyelmn.    Dear  me! 
What  au  odd — (suddenly  au'ii/.ii///   to   the  fuel',      oh,   I  gee      (explains 
to  his  nieei) — that's  not  his  real  name,  that's  a-a     (at  a  loss  for  a 
irord'-      a  iiiake-lirlirM'  liar 

[Is  satisfied  icitli  himself,  and  thinks  lelml  exquisite  linmour'it  is 
to  call  n  boi/  Mr.   Tini/elinp     so  droll. 

Chilli/  1'crson  shivering).  BO*  /•••/•//.•old  it  is  now  the  curtain 's 
up.  [IMcrmims  nen-r  ai/ain  to  lea  re  his  eoat  with  the  boCt-lmeper  in 

irinter. 
l.ule  Arrirnl  (irith  umbrella  and  eool.  us  if  be  expected  it  to  rain  in 

the  Stalls,  i  nters).  Beg  pardon—  le/ieerfu/lt/)—  beg  pardon 

[Trends  on  toes,  pusses  along third  row  to  his  supposed detlxnatiiai. 
Stall-1;,  »  .   1 1.  i ' •.  Sir,  that  'a  not  your  stall. 

Lute  Arrii-ul.    lley  ':  not  '•  then,  why  the-  - 

[lleeolleets  ladies  are  -present  :    retraces  his   step*  'OVtr  people's 

toes,  liiim/iiiii/  against  their  knees. 

Chilli/  I'erson.   Dear  me!  why  can't  people  pomf  oaflJirTvflRaotrfr 

at  Late  Arrival,  and  makes  an  obstacle  ,,f  his  &*«m.)  Confound  his 

umlirolla !  [It  '  toes. 

Late  Arrirnl  (cheerfuUy).  Beg  pardon  !  (Chilly  One  frmtDf.)  Cold 

niirht,  isn't  it  ^     (Smiliny  on  the  Chilly  One.)     The?  've  begwn  some 

eh  ? 

Chilli/  One  (grumpily).  Yes;  half  an  hour.  Why  uunfo they  shut 
that  door  ? 

Lute  Arrirnl  (rubbing  his  bunds  ehirrili/).  fhiowing  tremendously. 
I'alerl'aniilins  (from  ('/up/turn,  orerlieurinij  this  intelligence,  turns 
to  Ufaterfamliat  and  Friends,  aghast).  How  shall  we  get  back  '•: 

Materfamilius  (determined  to  e-njoi/  all  she  ran  for  tin  nnniei/  nine  she 
is  out),  i),  it  will  be  better  soon  ;  and  JARVIS  has  sent  us  a  good  horse 
with  the  fly.     [Paterfamilias  is  disturbed  for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 
[  Wonderful  Dance  by  the  VOKESES.  Overpowering  encore.  Beau- 
tiful   Scene — Haunt   of   the    Water   Nymphs — Crowds  of 
Nymphs.  Calls  for  "  UEVERLEY  !  BEVERLEY  ! !  "  Enter  from 
Prompt  side  the  Good  Genius  of  the  Paint  Brush,  looking 
like  the  Ghost  of  Ifamlet's  father,  "  more  in  sorrow  than  in 
anger,"  at  being  culled  upon  to  appear.    He  bows  mourn- 
fully, shakes  his  head  diffidently,  as  much  as  to  say.  "  You 
really  mustn't,  you  know, — no,   don't— please,  dont"  and 
backs  out,  apparently  to  be  carried  away  exhausted  in  MR. 
CHATTERTON'S  arms,  or,  which  is  more  likely,  to  step  sud- 
denly on  the  Prompter's  toes.~\ 

Niece  (thinking  Mu.  BKVERLEY  a  character  in  the  Pantomime, 
and  that  perhaps  his  head  will  come  off,  or  he  'tt  be  afterwards 
Clown).  Who's  that? 

Uncle  (after  rainly  referring  to  his  bill).    F,h?  that 's— that 's — 

ah— I  suppose  that's— the — the — urn— the  Scene  Decorator,  you  know. 

[He  evidently  looks  upon  this  art  as  on  a  par  with  the  House 

fainter,  decorator,  plumber,  and  glazier. 
Critical  Person.  Pity  the  singing 's  not  bettor. 
[In  consequence  of  some  Nymph,  perhaps  a  Water-Nymph  with 

a  cold,  attempting  a  song. 

Habitue  (Charles,  her  Friend).  Yes.  One  only  wants  to  hear  some- 
thing lively.  You  don't  want  words  in  a  Pantomime.  It  ought  to 
be  all  VOKES  and  BKVERLEY. 

Critical  Person.  Yes ;  here  they  are  again— he 's  marvellous. 

[Alludes  to  the  VOKES  who  represents  Moore  of  Moore  Hall. 
Playgoer  (in  Pit,  admiring  Miss  VICTORIA  VOKES).    I  say,  she 
played  Hamy  Kobsart. 

His  Companion.  0  '  course.  She  did  it  no  end  "stunning,  too.  Like 
this  better  nor  that,  eh,  GEORGE  ? 

George,  (irith  an  orange,  nods  and  irinl-s  his  sentiments).  >  •  I, 
(Stops  suction.)  I  see  t  'other  one  do  it — NETLSON.  She  can't  dance 
like  this  here  one.  Brayvo,  VOKI ••-; ! 

[Applauds  iri/h  his  feet  and  resumes  oranne. 

Then  follows  a  scene  played  entirely  by  children. 
Materfamilias  (to  Paterfamilias).  0!  we  must  bring  the  children 
to  see  this. 

Paterfamilias  (craftily  seizing  the  oMoHMMfcr).  Yes,  dear,  cer- 
tainly. You  can  bring  them,  and  I  '11  fetch  you,  afterwards. 

[Says  this  in  rieir  of  a  baehelor  dinner  at  his  Club. 
Matcrfami/ias   (checkmating,   irith  a  more  tmrnrds  a  fly  for  the 
da;/,  and  doimi  some  shopping).  0,  we  needn't  trouble  you,  dear, 
1  can  take  them  to  a  Morning  Performance. 


I 

". 


DESPERATE    CASE! 

M .  A .  (endeavouring  to  instil  Euclid  into  the  mind  of  Private  Pupil  going  into  (he 
Army).  "  Now,  IF  THE  THREE  SIDES  OF  THIS  TRIANGLE  ARE  ALL  EQUAL,  WHAT 
WILL  HAPPEN  ?" 

Pupil  (confidently).  "  WELL,  SIR,  I  SHOULD  SAY  THE  FOURTH  WOULD  BE 
EQUAL,  TOO  ! !  " 


A  SONG  FOll  THE  STEEET. 

ANOTHER  broken  Treaty 

Again  we  must  deplore  ; 
An  act  as  base  and  shameful 

As  e'er  was  done  before : 
The  pious  KINO  OF  PRUSSIA 

His  plighted  word  denies  : 
And  goes  down  on  his  marow-bones, 

And  turns  aloft  his  eyes. 

COUNT  BISMARCK  at  his  elbow, 

For  one  we  know  to  be  ; 
We  will  not  say,  a  Party 

Besides,  that  we  can't  see. 
By  secret  instigations, 

Who  prompts  to  deed  like  CAIN'S  ; 
For  instance,  that  invasion  foul 

And  slaughter  of  the  Danes. 

Old  NICK'S  son,  ALEXANDER, 

Was  first,  beneath  his  hoof, 
To  trample  his  engagements, 

By  means  of  GOBTSCHAKOFF. 
He  waited  his  occasion — 

He  saw  that  France  was  lame, 
And  thought  "  'Tis  now  the  time  of  day 

To  play  my  little  game." 

Young  NICK'S  religious  Kinsman 

Now  follows  in  his  wake. 
Believe  no  affidavit 

Such  characters  may  take._ 
They  may  impose  on  Chaplains, 

And  other  clergymen ; 
But  old  JOHN  BULL  will  never  trust 

That  precious  Pair  again. 


A  Papal  Periphrase. 

WHAT   does    the  POPE  mean   by  constantly  calling 
VICTOR  EMMANUEL  the  Sub-Alpine  King  ?  To  speak  pro- 

£hetically,  believers  in  papal  sacro-sanctity  may  imagine  ; 
is  Holiness    foreseeing  the  King  of  Italy  buried,  for 
sacrilege,  beneath  an  Alp,  like  the  Titan  under  Etna. 
If  so,  let  us  hope  that,  as  a  Prophet,  at  least,  the  Holy 
Father  is  not  infallible. 


NEW  PHOVEBB. — Set  an  Ass  to  find  a  Mare's  Nest. 


IMPEOVED  PENNY-A-LINING. 

AMONG  the  many  valuable  lessons  to  be  taught  us  by  the  present 
War,  may  be  noticed  a  style  of  narrative  which  ordinary  reporters 
may  learn  from  Special  Correspondents.  Even  these  eye-witnesses 
of  the  realities  of  War  occasionally,  indeed,  present  us  with  un- 
adorned accounts  of  them,  as  harrowing  as  we  can  imagine  any 
details  which  could  have  been  revealed  by  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet,  if 
he  had  not  been  forbidden  to  tell  the  secrets  of  the  prison-house. 
But  by  far  the  greater  part  of  their  letters  from  the  seat  of  war  are 
written  in  that  lively  and  cheerful  manner  which,  in  modern  Eng- 
lish, is  distinguished  by  the  epithet  "rollicking.  Now,  would  it 
not  be  a  great  improvement  on  the  usual  language  in  which  the 
British  Public  is  wont  to  be  supplied  with  information  concerning 
common  murders  and  executions,  if  the  "rollicking"  style  were 
generally  adopted  by  the  gentlemen  of  the  Press  who  chronicle  those 
events?  No  civil  murder,  whether  in  respect  of  the  number  of 
victims,  or  the  spectacle  presented  by  their  remains,  however  seri- 
ously considered,  is  comparable  for  horrors  to  the  carnage  of  a  battle- 
field ;  and  no  execution,  not  even  that  of  DAMIENS,  can  be  regarded 
as  a  scene  of  torture  more  complicated  and  atrocious  than  that  pre- 
sented by  the  wounded,  on  the  plain,  or  in  a  military  hospital.  Yet 
a  single  murder,  or  infliction  of  capital  punishment,  described  in 
customary  terms,  is  much  duller  and  more  dismal  reading  than  the 
most  sanguinary  battle,  recounted  in  Special  Correspondents'  special 
way.  Surely  reporters  would  very  much  enliven  our  breakfast 
tables  by  similar  treatment  of  common  homicide  and  hanging. 

The  scenery  surrounding  the  spot  at  which  a  murder  had  been 
committed,  the  costume,  manners,  and  customs  of  the  people  there- 
abouts, and  other  like  circumstances,  would  afford  plenty  of  subjects 
for  minute  and  lively  word-painting.  The  journey  to  the  prison 
wherein  a  murderer  was  to  be  hanged,  would  probably  be  attended 


with  numerous  incidents  which  could  be  put  in  a  jocose  light.  A 
break-down  of  a  cab,  the  quality  and  price  of  a  cigar  smoked  on  the 
way,  and  many  other  matters  equally  relevant,  could  be  worked  up 
likewise ;  and  the  whole  relation,  ten  times  its  present  average 
length,  could  conclude  with  the  agreeable  embellishment  of  a  chat 
with  CALCRAFT. 

The  advantage  derived  from  "  rollicking  "  reports  of  assassinations 
and  executions  would  be  that  of  inducing  a  very  large,  if  not  the 
largest,  class  of  readers  to  regard  murder  and  the  gallows  with  a 
feeling  no  more  painful  than  the  levity  with  which  they  think  of 
artillery  and  rifles,  and  the  work  wrought  by  means  of  those  instru- 
ments of  glory. 

SALLY  BY  A  SCOT. 

AT  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Edinburgh  Free  Church  Presbytery,  a 
resolution  "emphatically  and  solemnly"  protesting  "against  the 
doctrine  or  opinion  that  the  rulers  of  this  Protestant  country  may,  or 
ought  to,  charge  themselves  with  taking  any  concern  about  the 
dignity,  freedom,  or  independence  of  the  POPE— even  on  the  ground 
of  there  being  so  many  in  the  country  willing  to  own  his  spiritual 
supremacy."  was  carried,  on  the  motion  of  I)R.  CANDLISH.  Hech, 
mon,  our  CANDLISH,  a'm  thunkin,  is  a  burnin'  an'  a  shinin'  light  o' 
the  Free  Kirk ;  na  Puseyite  Rectualeest  Roman  Candlish  bodie." 


Piety  Before  Paris. 

IT  is  a  wonder  that  the  pious  KING  OF  PKVSSIA  has  not  long  ago 
allowed  Paris  to  be  re-victualled.  So  Christian  a  Sovereign,  one 
imagines,  would  naturally  think  that  giving  his  enemies  food  and 
drink  would  be  a  method  of  heaping  coals  of  fire  on  their  heads  more 
effectual  than  that  of  a  bombardment.  _ 
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Till'.  lAXKCLSSA  KIKS  OF  LIFE. 

CHRISTMAS  lioxes. 
Honorary  *  'nlmicls. 
i  'iiiiniiissions  liv  Purchase. 
1'aint— on  the  Kure. 
Morning  Calls. 
I  .MII;,'  Srrinons. 
After-dinner  Speeches. 
_Niiisy  Newspaper  lioys. 
Street  Music,  Acrobat^,  Niters,  &c. 
liaihvay  Directors, 
(irand  .luries. 
City  Churches 
Temple  liar. 
Hamilton  Place. 
CCHMINK'S  Propkeck*. 

Trri'>:i:'s  Philosophies. 
Nine  nut  of  ten  .New  .Novels. 
Farthings. 

lililck    licetle*. 

Poor  Relations. 

(ianie  Laws. 

TV  I'OH:. 

The  Lord  Privy  Son). 

The  Compliments  of  the  Season. 


SEXTOIKNT.— Charity  says,  "Take  the 
Will  for  the  Deed."    "  Bravo ! "  exclaims  the  Legatee. 


Su.rriM;    Vi:ssi;i,s.—  Smacks. 


MILED— AS   IF   THE   Goi)    Tll/IR   WEl'.E  ABOLISHED.      TltANK   WODEN,    THE 
THERMOMETER  NEXT  DAY  WAS   42°. 


FROM  H.  M.  ZING  PHCEBUS  TO  MR.  PUNCH. 

DEAR  Prxrir. 

1  \M  the  most  persecuted  monarch.  I  don't  complain  of 
the  Earth's  revolutions.  They  don't  affect  me.  But  of  all  person; 
placed  by  Providence  in  an  exalted  situation,  I,  Sir,  have  to  submi. 
to  the  greatest  annoyances.  Talk  of  LOKD  LORNE  being  mobbed  by 
photographers !  why,  his  case  is  a  joke  to  mine.  Morning,  noon, 
and  night,  in  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe,  persons  calling  them- 
selves ladies — aye,  Sir,  ladies — and  gentlemen,  are  perpetually 
watching  my  movements  with  a  curiosity  which  is  as  vulgar  and  ill- 
bred  as  it  is  impertinent  and  intrusive. 

My  Heavens!  is  this  the  nineteenth  century?  It  is,  alas!  it  is. 
And — I  regret  to  have  to  say  it — the  more  advanced  the  civilisation, 
the  more  prying  and  persistent  is  their  curiosity. 

I  cannot  even  get  my  own  day,  Sunday,  once  a-week  to  myself. 
Ah,  Sir,  would  that  we  could  return  to  the  ancient  times  of  Rome 
and  Greece,  when  I  really  inm  a  Sovereign,  and  more,  a  Divinity! 
but  this  age  of  Progress  and  republican  sentiments  has  reduced  me 
to  a  mere  second-rate  power ;  and,  my  chariot  and  horses  having 
long  since  been  put  down,  I  may  as  well  give  up  my  corona,  too, 
and  abdicate  entirely,  patiently  awaiting  the  results  of  a  reaction  in 
my  favour. 

Thousands  of  people— snobs  all— are  daily  out  on  hill  tops,  moun- 
tain tops,  and  house  tops,  to  see  me  rise  in  the  morning.  They 
remark  on  my  colour  ;  if  I  am  pale  and  weak,  there  is  no  commisera- 
tion for  me.  They  (ladies,  Sir,  as  I  have  already  emphatically  ob- 
served) watch  me  taking  my  vapour  bath,  and  ingenuously  notice 
that  I  am  "watery."  If  I  am  red,  they  call  me  angry  ;  and  so  I 
am,  but  I  am  blushing  at  the  indignity  to  which  I  am  being  sub- 
jected. As  to  the  occasional  spots  on  my  face— they  're  constitu- 
tinnal,  and  not  the  consequence  of  intemperate  habits.  I  arranged 
with  my  dear  Diana  the  other  day  (chaste  Queen !  she  is  utterly 
shocked  at  such  conduct)  for  what  you  on  earth  call  an  eclipse.  I 
was  determined  to  retire  and  take 'a  holiday,  and  Di  promised  to 
represent  me  for  the  day.  The  news  got  about ;  out  came  photo- 
graphers, out  came  ships  full  of  "scientific  men,"  sight-seers  and 
cargoes  of  the  profanttm  nilf/us,  guns  ego — as  my  poor  old  Nep  once 
sung  out,  and  then  stopped  short — all  determined  to  see  what  I 
intended  to  do,  and  where  I  was  going  to. 

But  this  time  they  were  disappointed.  I  had  fortunately  tipped 
the  Clerk  of  the  Weather,  and  he  so  "fogged"  the  enterprising 
snobs  that  they  were  unable  to  get  anything  more  than  a  glimpse  of 
one  of  my  candles  which  were  lighted  when  I  was  about  to  make 
myself  comfortable  for  the  evening-.  Diana  was  a  trump  on  that 
occasion.  And  having  registered  my  complaint,  and  kicked  up  this 
little  shine,  man  c/icr  Pinidiiis, — I  remain, 

Your  ever  attached  Luminary, 

Sun  Office,  Apollo  Lodge.       TnE  RAT  GAiAirruoMO  PHCEBUS. 


GENEROSITY  TO  IRELAND. 

THE  disestablishment  of  the  Irish  Church  having  now  been  con- 
summated, certain  vacancies  in  the  House  of  Lords  result  from  the 
retirement  of  Irish  Bishops.  A  Correspondent  calling  himself 
"  Co\< -IUATION"  suggests  that  they  afford  a  splendid  opportunity 
to  Her  Majesty's  Government  of  doingmore  than  justice  to  Ireland, 
which  is  less  than  Ireland  wants.  He  considers  that  the  vacant 
Peerages  enable  ME.  GLADSTONE,  if  willing,  to  treat  Ireland  with 
generosity.  Let  the  Premier,  he  says,  fill  the  seats  in  the  Upper 
House,  which  the  Irish  Bishops  have  vacated,  with  Fenian  jour- 
nalists, and  that  they  may  feel  the  honour  thus  conferred  upon  them 
truly  worth  their  acceptance,  let  him  be  sure  to  attach  a  sufficient 
pension  to  their  several  titles. 


PARALLEL  PASSAGES. 

"  The  inundation  [at  Rome]  will,  doubtless,  be  considered  by  many 
Italians  as  of  ill  omen.  A  lady,  the  wife  of  a  Captain  in  the  POPE'S  late 
army,  said  to  me,  yesterday,  that  she  firmly  considered  it  a  judgment  of 
Heaven  on  the  people  of  Home."— Roman  Correspondent,  Timet  of 
Janu&ry  5. 

"  During  the  thunderstorm  on  the  morning  of  the  26th,  a  thunderbolt  fell 
on  the  Vatican,  near  the  apartment  of  MONSIONOR  MINIATELLI  ;  another  fell 
in  the  Villa  Ludovisi." — Roman  Correspondent,  £cho  of  January  5. 

Two  sides  can  play  at  this  game  of  "  Judgments."  Why  should 
not  "  the  people  of  Rome  "  consider  the  thunderbolt  on  the  Vatican 
a  "  Judgment"  on  the  POPE  of  Rome? 


Football. 

DTTBINS  the  present  winter  schooltime  the  game  of  Football  has 
attracted  considerable  attention.  A  Medical  Man  has  asserted  that, 
in  a  short  space  of  time,  several  hundred  accidents  to  arms,  heads, 
and  legs  have  resulted  from  this  game.  His  statistics  have  been 
contradicted,  and  a  Calculating  Boy  has  shown  that,  given  a  certain 
number  of  games  in  a  certain  time,  the  accidents  can  be  reduced,  in 
the  instance  of  each  game,  to  a  mere  fraction.  Satisfactory. 


FIGUEES  CUT  ON   ICE. 


Ix  the  'graceful  displays  which  youth  of  both  sexes  have  lately 
been  occupied  with  making  on  the  frozen  ponds,  it  has  been  re- 
marked that  the  "  Grecian  Bend"  has  not  been  generally  so  remark- 
able as  the  "  Roman  Fall." 


"  THE  BITTER  END."— The  last  half -inch  of  a  Halfpenny  Cigar. 
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NEVER    DESPAIR. 

Nimrod.  "THEY  WON'T  FIND  A  Fox  HERE,  MASTED,  WILL  THEY  ?" 

Old  Man.  "  WELL,  I  CAXNA'  TELL,  SIR.    THEM  PLACES  WHICH  SEEMS  LESS  LIKELY  is  WEREY  OFTEXS  MORE  LIKELIER 


PLACES  WHICH  LOOKS  MOST  LIKELIEST  ! ' 


THE  LITTLE  BEAR. 

[The  other  morning  it  was  reported  that  a  small  Brown  Bear,  belonging  to  ' 
the  Landlord  of  the  Welsh  Harp,  Hendon,  had  escaped,  and  was  wander- 
ing about  the  country.] 

0  WHERE,  and  0  where  is  my  little  Bear  gone, 
0  whereabouts  can  he  be  'f 
Should  anyone  meet  him, 
If  Bruin  don't  eat  him. 
He  '11  bring  him  back  kindly  to  me. 

I  hears  as  them  messcrs, 

The  London  hair-rf/rssers, 
Are  all  about  everywhere  : 

With  cakes,  bread,  and  buns, 

With  pistols  and  guns, 
To  catch  and  to  kill  my  poor  bear. 
Oh,  where,  &c. 

They  hopes  to  increase, 

Their  stock  o'  bears'  grease, 
A  harticle  now  werry  rare  ; 

So  if  they  'ye  once  got  him, 

And  shot  him,  they  '11  pot  him, 
To  shine  up  their  customers'  hair. 
0,  where,  &c. 

To  ax  p'raps  how  wos 

The  poor  Rhinoceros, 
When  pretty  nigh  drpwnded  was  he, 

To  call  this  poor  friend  on, 

If  he  went  through  Hendon, 
Why,  there 's  a  hcnd  on  him  for  me. 
O,  whore,  &c. 


He  may  farther  range, 

And  may  reach  the  Exchange, 
Not  Exeter  'Change— 'cos  t'ain't  there. 

But  perhaps  in  some  spec 

He 's  invested  a  cheque. 
Or  else  of  Consols  he 's  a  bear. 
0,  where,  &c. 

0,  if  he  is  pilled, 

With  a  bullet  and  killed, 
I  hope  as  they  '11  send  me  his  skin. 

There  are  two  bears  I  've  heard, 

In  the  sky,  so  a  third 
They  '11  admit,— just  "  a  little  one  in." 
0,  where,  &c. 

He  was  an  attraction ! 
And  what  satisfaction 
He  '11  give,  when  once  more  in  my  care. 
What  grief  still  to  see- 
While  he 's  roaming  and  free- 
No  bear  in  the  cage !  the  cage  bare ! 

0,  where,  and  0  where  is  my  little  Bear  gone? 
Just  look  at  this  notice. — N.B. 

Should  any  one  meet  him, 

If  Bruin  don't  eat  him, 
He  '11  bring  him  back  kindly  to'mc. 


A  Quotation  from  Longfellow. 

TOPHAM  BANKES  was  at  a  ball  on  the  6th,  where  the  ladies'  dresses 
were  excessively  and  inconveniently  long.  His  remark  at  supper 
was,  that  he  understood  now  what  the  American,  poet  meant  by 
"  the  trailing  garments  of  the  night." 


Printed  by  Joseph  Smith,  or  vn.  24.  Holford  Bnaare.  in  the  Parish  of  St.  James,  Clerkenwell,  in  the  County  of  Middlesex,  at  the  Printing  Offices  of  Messrs.  Bradbury,  Evans,  &  Co. .Lombard 
Btrtct,  in  the  Precinct  of  Hhilefiiiire,  m  the  City  of  London,  anlpubliihed  by  him  at  No.  W,  Fleet  Street,  in  the  Parish,  of  St.  Bride,  city  of  London.— SATURDAY,  January  14,1871. 
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A    REAL    CASE    OF    DISTRESS. 

PITT  THE  POOR  FOGGED-OUT  PHOTOGEAPHERS ! 


A  WATCHDOG'S  BARK. 

MB.  SPEAKER, 

How  enviable  is  jour  position,  considered  with  a  view  to  the  treat 
which  you  will  shortly  begin  enjoying  for  some  six  months!  Night  after  night 
you  will  have  the  pleasure  of  sitting  up,  often  till  three  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
So,  indeed,  will  many  people  in  high  life,  out  of  Parliament ;  but  theirs  will 
be  the  frivolous  and  petty  pleasure  of  dancing,  and  small  talk.  You,  on  the 
contrary,  will  sit  still,  and  near  talk  of  the  very  largest  kind,  and  the  longest. 
Ten  or  a  dozen  orators  in  succession  will  talk  pamphlets  to  you ;  a  pamphlet 
each  almost  every  night.  Every  sentence  in  succession  will  be  an  epigram 
embodying  wisdom  and  conveying  information — if  you  need  that.  The  language 
addressed  to  you  will  be  so  lucid  that  there  will  seldom  be  any  necessity  for  your 
entertainer  to  repeat  a  statement,  much  less  to  say  the  same  thing  over  and  over 
again  in  different  words. 

The  eloquence  of  the  gentlemen  whose  hearer  you  will  be-^-called,  therefore, 
as  though  from  not  speaking,  SPEAKER — will  be  exerted  chiefly  on  the  inter- 
esting subject  of  our  National  Defences.  This  will  be  treated  in  the  most  ex- 
haustive manner  possible,  only  not  so  as  by  prolixity  to  exhaust  your  patience. 
The  immense  importance  of  reorganising  the  British  Army,  indicated  by  the 
collapse  of  the  French,  will  be  fully  explained,  but  not  more  fully  than  pithily. 
In  the  meanwhile,  of  course,  military  reorganisation  will  proceed  at  such  a  rate, 
that  wise  oratory  will  be  accompanied  by  suitable  action.  And,  Sir,  in  discuss- 
ing the  lessons  to  be  derived  from  the  Franco-German  War;  the  gentlemen 
over  whose  discourse  you  will  preside  will,  doubtless,  not  limit  their  rhetoric 
to  the  more  obvious,  but,  though  very  important,  perhaps  less  important  one. 
I  heir  utterances  will  not  merely  be  delivered  in  view  of  the  particular  collapse 
whose  likelihood  is  directly  suggested  by  that  of  the  French  Army.  They  will, 
some  of  them  at  least,  have  a  word  or  two  to  say  tending  to  obviate  the  still 
worse  collapse,  of  which  the  possibility  should  be  suggested  to  us,  by  that 
national  misfortune  of  our  neighbours— I  mean  the  collapse  which,  for  us,  Sir,  in 
our  position,  would  be  the  one  most  truly  analogous  to  that  which  they  have 
sustained— the  not  impossible  collapse  of  the  British  Navy.  You  will  presently 
be  gratihed  by  the  big  bow-wows.  Among  them,  perhaps,  will  be  echoed  the 
warning  bark  which  you  have  heard  from  your  ever  faithful  TOBY. 


MOST  IMPORTANT.— Eminently    gratifying!     No 
Lxiety!     Why?   Because   in  a  recent   telegram 


anxiet 


more    alarm !      No    more 
addressed  to  the  world   a1 


large,  Greece  says,  "  OUR  FOREIGN  POLICY  WILL  BE  PEACEFUL  !  "    Hooray ! 


SONGS  OF  SIXPENCE. 


THE  MUSICAL  FAMILY. 

I  BELONG  to  a  musical  lot," 

1  've  sisters,  and  brothers,  and  cousins, 
I  've  grandpas  and  grandmammas  got, 

And  uncles,  like  oysters,  in  dozen*. 
We  all  of  us  instruments  play, 

\\'(  Tiractihc  ni.-lit,  morning  and  noon  ; 
My  father  at  six  every  ilay, 

Gets  up  to  awake  the  bassoon. 

My  grandmother,  ninety  about, 

A  widow  was  left  all  alone, 
'Cos  grandfather  blew  himself  out, 

One  night  on  the  gentle  trombone. 
My  Uncle  SAM  plays  on  the  harp, 

In  a  wild  and  inspirited  manner  ; 
And  my  Aunt  plays  three  tunes  in  V  sharp. 

On  a  strong-iniiided  Broadwood  planner. 

My  Uncle  BILL  sits  on  a  stool. 

For  his  size  he 's  uncommonly  thin  ; 
In  the  summer  he  keeps  himself  cool, 

With  airs  on  his  own  violin. 
My  young  brother  TOM,  quite  a  boy, 

Has  written  an  op'ra  called  Tasso  ; 
To  sit  up  in  bed  is  his  joy, 

And  play  his  own  tunes  on  the  basso. 

My  Great  Aunt's  composed  £she  's  a  "  <Si'm"), 

Oratorios — one  is  called  Aoe, 
And  on  Sundays  she  plays  us  a  hymn 

Arranged  for  tho  cheerful  oboe. 
My  sister 's  attached  to  the  flute, 

And  brings  out  most  wonderful  tones ; 
My  nephew — a  vulgar  young  brute — 

Prefers  nigger  airs  on  the  bones. 

My  youngest  who  says  "  rfat "  for  "  thai," 

In  fact  ne  's  of  five  the  last  comer, 
Performs  with  two  spoons  on  my  hat, 

And  cries  out,  "  Papa !  I  'm  a  dummer." 
My  baby  in  arms  has  a  way 

Of  playing  the  fife  on  its  coral ; 
And  my  twins  play  the  bag-pipes  all  day, 

With  a  loyalty  worthy  Balmoral. 

Through  life  we  've  in  harmony  passed  _ 

Witn  a  stock  of  some  twenty  or  more^tunes, 
And  a  sum  we  've  together  amassed, 

Which  is  equal  to  two  or  three  fortunes. 
Wherever  our  musical  tribe 

Took  a  house  'twas  our  aim,  I  admit  it — 
To  make  all  the  neighbours  subscribe 

A  sum  to  induce  us  to  quit  it. 

So  all  the  great  cities  we  've  seen, 

From  the  Thames  to  the  banks  of  the  Tiber ; 
And  every  one  in  'em  has  been, 

A  heartily  willing  subscriber. 
As  thus  Europe  we've  done,  the  word's" sharp 

To  Jericho  f  thither  we  '11  hie, 
To  learn  the  neglected  Jews'  harp 

From  native  Professors.    Good-bye ! 


The  Greatest  of  all  Functionaries. 

HAPPY,  thrice  happy  Rome !  Not  because  of  the  down- 
fall of  the  POPE,  not  because  of  the  visit  of  the  KINO  OF 
ITALY,  but  because  it— the  "  Eternal  City,"  the  City  of  the 
C^SARS — has  a  "  Lord  Mayor !"  We  hope  this  is  only 
the  commencement  of  a  better  order  of  things,  and  that 
before  long  we  shall  hear  that  Imperial  Home  has  also 
Common  Councilmen,  and  City  Companies,"  and  Vestries, 
and  Wardmotes,  and  a  Toastmaster,  and  a  large  consign- 
ment of  Turtle,  and  all  the  other  luxuries  London  has  so 
long  enjoyed.  

WHERE  ARE  THE  POLICE  ? 

A  GENTLEMAN  in  the  top  story  of  a  house  near  Hyde 
Park,  the  other  day,  incautiously  Threw  out  a  Suggestion. 
Luckily,  no  one  was  passing  at  the  time. 
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ORACLE    OF    TRUE    THOMAS- 

To  BKNNKTT  that  sent  him  Verses.) 

111.  theory  of  True  THOMAS 

of  Chelsea  ! 

In  C'heyne  Walk  it  arose; 
(  i  iving  forth  of  an  oracle 
'  'oucerning    Verse     and 
Prose. 

"Wherefore,  0  son  of  ADAM, 
Through  ass-ears  strive 

to  tickle  us, 
I'.y  piping  of  wind  through 

key-holes  — 

The  stringing   of    verse 
ridiculous  ? 

"  Why     any     breath    be 

wasting  ? 
For  that  wind-bags    to 

leak  are  wont  ? 
Lo,  my  counsel  to  all  per- 

sons 

About     to    write    is  —  I 
'Don't!' 

"Though  I  hold  life    no 

stage-play  ; 

To  give  me  satisfaction, 
Its  ride  should  be  that  of 

Rqscnrs, 
All  action,  action,  action! 

"  The  immensities  and  the  verities  — 
Not  by  talk-light  shalt  thou  rummage  'em  : 

But  if  for  the  Gold  of  Sil,  nr  , 
Thou  must  havo  Speech's  Brummagem, 

"  All  that  speech  can  show  of  passional, 

Pathetic,  pictorial,  plastic, 
Let  it  show  in  prose  that's  rational, 

Not  in  verse  that  's  fantastic. 

"  Ask  you,  '  how  I,  True  THOMAS, 

Have  uttered  forth  my  oracles  ':  ' 
Shall  the  course  of  the  Great  Eastern 

Bo  questioned  by  rowers  of  coracles  ? 

"  But  know,  thou  son  of  ADAM, 

Style  is  the  dress  of  thought. 
And  I  to  mine  own  measure 

Have  mine  own  language  wrought. 

"  With  rhyme-  tags,  and  rhythm-gauges, 

In  lengths  it  is  not  broken  : 
For  Prose  it  is  too  coloured, 

For  Poetry  too  plain  spoken. 

"  None  can  wield  it,  but  I  only, 

But  I  can  wield  it  with  ease  : 
And  'tis  good  for  utt'ring  of  oracles, 

And  they  call  it  Carlylese." 


PUNCH'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES. 


Herised  and  Corrected  for  1871. 

MKIIVOX,  The  Reverend  Frederick  Lauderdale,  of  Laxington  Hall, 
Brackenshire. 

Second  sun  <if  George  Walter  Mcryon,  Esq.,  the  eminent  agricul- 
turist.  and  inventor  of  the  steam-hoeing  machine. 

Horn  l,sl  2  ;  educated  at  Cambridge,  where  he  made  two  unsuc- 
•  •csst'iil  attempts  before  he  passed  his  B. A.  examination  ;  succeeded 
his  hmthiT.  who  .1  the  county  in  the  Tory  interest  for 

:mirtccn  years,  without  ability  to  make  an  intelligible  hustings 
.  without  any  political  nit  as  beyond  the  belief  that  Radicals, 
Dissenters,  and  poachers  are  the  ruin  of  the  country,  and  without 
troubling  himself  (except  on  some  great  party  division)  to  attend 
the  meetings  of  the  House  of  Commons;  owner  of  the  entire  parish 
ot  Laxington,  and  patron  of  the  living  to  which  he  was  presented  by 
his  father  immediately  on  leaving  college  (population  613.  value 
i.  I  :!".">,  stipend  of  curate  £90)  ;  an  active  county  magistrate,  a  leading 
supporter  of  the  Riddlcsworth  Hunt,  and  one  of  the  best  shots  and 


whist-players  in  Brackenshire ;  married  Charlotte  Frances  Gorges, 
eldest  daughter  of  The  Very  Rev.  the  Dean  of  Donoughmore,  and  is 
completely  under  her  thumb.  Heir,  his  sou  Cecil  Gorges,  a  Captain 
(by  purchase  over  the  heads  of  older  and  better  officers)  in  the 
33rd  Lancers,  who  is  heavily  in  debt,  and  raising  money  by  bills, 
post-obits,  &c. 

Laxiugton,  Castlebridge,  and  16,  Granderson  Square,  Brighton. 

I'H  ui!;i:i;Fii:i.i>,  Mrs.,  of  Abbotsholme,  Cheddarshire. 

Mary  Gc.triide,  youngest  daughter  of  Henrv  Havering,  M.D.,  of 
Chiverton,  and  widow  of  llahy  Chauiberncld,  Esq.,  who  was  one  of 
the  best  of  fellows  and  billiard-players,  but  shortened  his  life  by  an 
immoderate  taste  for  port  wine;  the  estati  'tsholme  and 

MonkswcU  (together  worth  .£15,000  a  year)  left  to  her  by  her  hus- 
band's will;  has  had  many  offers  of  murrin  -  iii*  document 
was  proved  in  the  IVerogativo  Court  of  Cant. -rhury  in  1835,  but  is 
far  too  wise  to  marry  a  second  time  ;  an.  adrairaWte  landlady,  an 
excellent  woman  of  business,  and  would  make  a-  muck  better  Magis- 
trate than  half  the  Justices  on  the  County  ISench  ;  holds  he  tongue, 
lives  on  her  estates  the  greater  part  of  the  year,  and  has  always 
abundance  of  partridges  and  pheasants  for  her  friends',  vrithout 
disgusting  h T  tenant-,  tiag  the  co*mty  rates  witJi  the  cost 
1  Bfcainteaancc  in  prison  of  offenders  against 
•nvs.  Hi'irn  fnautqptivs,  soiao  of  her  nephews  and 
nieces. 

Abbots.holme  (with  a  ghost  story),  Risehurst,  and  Monkswell  (with 
a  gallery  of  Old  Masters,  ni-incipally  spurious),  Bewbury. 


JENISON,  Sir  Brooke,  Baronet,  of  Tyldesley  Court,  Seawall. 

Tenth  Baronet.  The  Baronetcy  was  originally  conferred,  by 
Charles  the  Second,  on  ISeruard  Jenison,  for  distinguished  services  on 
horseback,  iu  t.h ••  i  'umimssariat  Department,  at  the  Battle  of  the 
Boyne,  on  condition  of  the  presentation,  by  Mm  and  his  successors 
for  ever,,  of  six  new-laid  eggs,  enclosed  in  aa  embroidered  cherry 
satin  bag,  annually,  at  Martinmas,  to  the  Dean  of  the  Chapels  Royal. 

The  present  Baronet  is,  distinguished  as  a  traveller  and  naturalist, 
and  has  destroyed  wild  animals  in  every  corner  of  the  globe.  He  is 
a  Vice- President  of  the  Mutual  Glorification  Society,  Fellow  of  Jthe 
Piscatorial  Society,  and  author  of  papers  on  the  "  Domestic  Habits 
of  the  Whistling  Chit-Chat,"  "The  Mollusks  of  Merionethshire," 
&c.  He  is  also  an  active  Member  of  the  Pedestrian  Club,  and  has 
seen  the  sun  rise  from  Primrose  Hill  and  every  other  available 
mountain-top  in  Europe.  Unmarried,  poor,  and  a  great  smoker. 

Heir,  his  half-brother,  Roderick,  a  sheep-farmer^in  Canterbury, 
New  Zealand,  with  twelve  children,  the  youngest  in' arms., 

Tyldesley,  Great  Goring,  and  Pedestrian  Club,  S.W. 


EVENINGS    FROM    HOME. 

WHEEB  shall  we  go  ? 

Happy  Thought.    The  Grecian,  to  see  CONQUEST'S  Pantomime. 

We  arranged  for  an  early  dinner ;  we  uttered  touching  farewells 
to  our  friends.in  the  West,  promising  to  write  soon,  or,  to  telegraph 
during  the  journey  down  East,  and  then  tearing  ourselves  away 
from  all  that  was  dear  to  us — and  everything  in  the  West  is  very 
dear  to  us— we  wrapped  ourselves  up,  and  committed  ourselves  to 
the  experienced  driving  of  Number  Two  Thousand  and  Something, 
who,  in  twenty-five  minutes  from  the  time  of  our  starting  from 
Covent  Garden,  set  us  down  at  the  door  of  the  Grecian.  Only 
twenty-five  minutes,  and  we  didn't  change  horses  once  ! 

We  were  received  at  the  Gallery  door  by  an  enormous  crowd 
making  an  almost  deafening  noise.  A  courteous  gentleman,  unoffi- 
cially employing  himself  in  opening  cab  doors,  informed  us  that  we 
should  find  that  an  easier  entrance  could  be  effected  a  few  steps 
further  down.  Bestowing  largesse  upon  this  useful  and  ornamental 
individual,  we  followed  his  instructions,  and  presented  ourselves  at 
the  bar  of  the  Grecian,  where  we  were  confided  by  the  most  obliging 
and  attentive  Proprietor  himself  to  the  care  of  a  servant  of  the 
establishment,  who  preceded  us  across  a  sort  of  Old  Vauxhall  Gar- 
dens in  little  to  the  entrance  of  the  Theatre. 

And  now  to  business. 

SCENE.     Interior  of  the  Grecian.     Time,   Pantomime  Time,  6'45. 

N.B.   The  Pantomime   begins  the   Evening  Entertainments, 

which  are  of  a  varied  character. 

The  place  ii  crowded.  The  appearance  presented  by  Drury  Lane 
(jailer  <j  on  a  Boxing-night  is  here  repeated  in  every  part  of  the 
iioum:  'The  hubbub  arising  from  the  entire  mass  may  be  perhaps 
fainf/i/  di'si'i-ihrd  an  what  might  be  iniagined  to  be  the  sound  of 
Noises  lotting.  Niagara  and  Vesuvius,  with  the  "  machinery  in 
mot  inn"  from  the  Polytechnic  (by  way  of  trying  another  descrip- 
tiri'  simile)  /nire  come  out  to  see  MB.  CONQUEST'S  Pantomime  on 
Satunlii/t  nil/lit.  This  (imitation  from  the  Playbill  will  glee  some 
idea  of  the  Thousands  able  to  gain  admittance  : — "  Persons  wish- 
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Ing  In  nroii/  the  eroird  ean  do  so  In/  paging  sispenee  e.rtrn    at  the 
r'rirate  l-'.nt ranee.      Hours  open   at   5.         /("«•    had  been    some  of 
the  I't'i-sonx  herein  alluded  to,  am!  had  aroided  the  eron-il. 
Orerttire  t<i  the  Pantomime  of"  Herne  the  Hunter." 

Oi-ertiire  almost  inaudible  :  what  ire  did  eateh  occasionally  ire 
thought  reri/  good  indeed,  though  ax  this  n-us  mill/  the  drum  part 
it  u-onld  be' scared  i/  fair  to  found  an;/  eritieal  opinion  iipmi^  the 
lehole  as  a  irorl,' of  art.  lloarx  of  delight  nf  the  end  of  the 
Orel-lure  from  all  parts  of  the  /tou.ie,  lehieli  eonld  on/i/  b. 
of  i/x  cessation  bg  meing  tin  musicians  xto/i  plni/ing.  lights 
i/iiien.  Inei-eaxing  efriti'inenf.  Interval  of  nn-fiil  mspetue. 
I'.j-nrexxed  ib'light  of  it  Kmttll  liny  in  the  eoriier  of  the  side  gallery 
at  seeing  a  Fair;/  standing  behreen  the  proscenium  and  the  curtain. 
Small  Boy  (exulting/i/}.  'Ooray!  1  see  yrr  !  [  ]!es)>onsire  «//•• 
More  uirfnl  suspense.  A  sort  of  operatic  prompter's  bos  suddenly 

appears  on  the  stage  in  front  if  the  roniliiefor  ../'  the  oreheotru. 
Toil-ex  (all  about  the  house}.   ( Irder  !     Ordor  !      Order  .' 

ulightf/f,  rer;/   slightli/,  xabsiilex.     Hell.      Music    ire  beliere},  to 
irhieh  eartain   rises,  dixein-eriiig  simiehmly,  a  fair t/  (we  tmni/ine 
be/iini/  a  ean/dron.     All  is  mi/steri/  and  niilplnirie  xmel/. 
speaks,  that  is,  n-e  see  her  lips  muring.     Man  in  operatie  promo- 
ter's  bn.r  turns  on    a  set  of  miigie  if- 
fane'/,  the  four  seasons,  and  finally  showing  a  pietur 
THE  Hi'.\Ti-;i:.     All  this  ix  re*  'iinxe.,  and  a 

good  deal  of  coughing  in  eotmequtnre  Vf  the  smell  above  mon- 
'tiomd.     Fiiiriex  en'er,  and  speak.     Dumb  slutw. 
I'oieex  of  the  ^t'iilht.    (Irder! 

Kongh   I'oices.  ( Irder  there  ! 

Ciri)  Person  (someiehere.  in  the  gallery,  -persua»ivel>/} .  Ordor, 
pltase .' 

Somebodtt  ill    (lulteri/  (to  Inrixible  Friend '  .    HlI.I.,  where  ;. 

Hill  the  Jncmble.  'Ere! 

•'mill/  (erit/i -nt/i/  annot/fd  irith  Hill'.   Tlien  why  iiin't    VOT  'arc'* 

•••n  tit/ 

Toieex  of  the  Night    (indignant  with  Hill  and   Friend  . 
Order  '. 

Ciril  1'ei  more  persuasively}.  Order,  ffat 

Here  folloirx  n  duet  In/  tiro  fairies,  irhieh  eninmandx  s-i/ein-e  at  once, 

•x  t'eri/  irell  sung.    ~X.Ji.   All  the   singing   ix   i/ni/e   ei/iia/  to 

mil/thing  in   the   }\'est-Finl  pantomi  -el   of  ~M  us.  ( 'u\- 

iii  I>T'S  pupils   reri/  prett//.      F.iitranee  of   MI:M:\  Tin:  l''.n,in'M. 

/  'oeifei'oiix  amrtaute.    Entrance  O/CABDINAL  WOLSEY  on  horse- 
baek.     Then  WILL  SoMKRS. 
Henry  (to  Wolsei/}.  Xo  larks,  or  I'll  smash  yer. 
[Hoars  of  delight.     Hr.MiY  whacks  everybody.    MASTER  CON- 
fttiEST,  Junior,  as  a  monltey,  capital. 

Henry  (to  Anne  Boleyn}.  I  love  yer  so  much  I  must  smash  yer. 

\_lioars  of  delight. 

}  ~oiet  x  of  the  Sight.  Set  down  there  ! 

Other  Voices.  Set  down !     Order !     Order .' 

The  Polite  Person.  Order,  pleaxe  .' 

Female  Voice  (imploring/ 1/}.    Why  dim'/  yer  sot  down! 

Will  Homers  (to  Wolsei/}.  Who  's  ver  hatter  '- 

Henri/  (to  Mabel  Lyn'diroad.)  1  'love  vur.  Come  'ere,  or  I'll 
smash  yer ! 

Wolsei/  (keeping  up  his  moral  and  eeelexiastieal  eha meter).  O, 
naughty,  naughty!  [HENRY  whacks  him. 

Apnetirance  of  HUUXE  (MB.  CONQUEST).  Enormous  applause.  He 
fiesjlotcn  in  Jireifoi-hs.  1\'onderfnl  make-up.  How  in  pit  con- 
sequent upon  some  one  refusing  to  "set  tluicn." 


I'oiri'x  (in  Gallery).  Set  down! 
Other  I'nii'i'x.  Sri  down,  will  yer  ? 


Voices  (in  1' it}.  Set  down!    Come  out,  will  yer  ? 
This  request  is  evidently  refused.     Pit  rises  en  masse.     Eow  and 
(Hsturliuuee. 

Mr.  den.  ('onqiti'xt  (nx  lli'i-nr,  iiililri'xxing  his    audience   sensibly}, 
NIIVV  ki  r]i  you  seats,  or  you  '/I  lone  them. 
People  at  once  sit  down  again.     End  of  row. 
(•'rand  ('omlinf  scene.     Herne  pursued  by  HENRY  tint!  WOI.SKY. 
Ilei-ne.    Mil!   ha!  [.Inpears  in  the  Centre. 

Henri/.  1  '11  smash  yer  ! 

[Hits   nt   I|I:KXK,   irlio  iiiiini -diutely  tlimippctirs,  reappearing  at 

iniee  on  the  lift. 

Wolxi'i/.  O,  naughty,  naughty! 

[Hits  nt  HKHXK  mill  fulls.     HKIJXI:  disappears  unil  reappears, 

upringinti  tip  abtutt  half  the  height  of  the  stage  from  a  trap 

on  the  right. 

Henry  (lifter  him  again}.     I'll  smash  yer! 

[Fatti  foul  of  the  CARDINAL. 

II erne  (reappearing  on  a  trapeze  at  the  top  of  the  stage).     Ha  !  ha  ! 

[Sirimjx  across,  ami  flies  ilmrn  on  the  right. 

Wolsey  (feebly).     0  naughty,  naughty  !          [HENRY  tchacks  hint. 


Herne  (astonishing  them   bi/  suddenly   starting  up  on  an  anvil}. 
Ha !  ha  ! 

[The;/  hit  nf  him,  he  takes  a  header  through   a   small  trap  in  the 
stage  just  large  enough  to  admit  h>*  shoulders,  and  I/IMI/I/II-III-.-.. 
Immense  upii/atixe.    The  Mniil;eif  niitr  joins  in  tlie  xi  riininaiji . 
Henri/  (at  interralx';.    1  '11  snia^li  \ 

f]'olsey  (irhenerer   he  isn't  fulling  ilouni  or   In  ing  tchacketl}.  0, 
nauglitj',  naughty  ! 

[HkltKi:  pups  it/>  mie  trap  and  ilmnn  another  c-rrru  other  xeennd. 
The  stage  appears  honeycombed  with'trap  •  /'•>  ;.'  I(7»u7..' 
Hmiixh  .'  Aii/ii'iirniii-e  a/ii!  il/xiiji/ini,  '  ill.lINK  in  all 

Kltrts  of  ilneJ-./leeted  plaei'S.       MniJ.'i'ii 

:\T-;.     All  i-rliniisteil.      /'/,.  f  scene. 

ifcaffferoUK   e/ieeriml. 
their  acknmoMffinents. 

The  Pinitnmime  goes  on,  hut  the  Great  SOOTII-  hcinfjUffW  over,  we 
leave,  tVi'ling  on  11  repaid  for  our  Kidit   Wl' 'CoNQUEOT  at 

the  UreOkBL 

Fir,  .      Curtain  (after  we  're  gone). 


A    ROYAL    EXAMPLE. 


to 


N    Mi-.  Ttineli's  ojiinicm  the 
•fn'lnv.  '    news  de- 

|ros  >ttu    -\vid'-t   circula- 
i.    nnd   lie    i>   tin 
ipted  tto  admit  it  to  his 
lumns: — 

'•  \:ilimlilr-  presents  of  G:inii 
".•en  tnrwurilnl   by  Her 
Vij«*tv  *flir  QmK  and  His 

PWNCE 
ente  in 
the  I^nidoii  hospitals." 

"\\lmt  great  folks  do.  the 
ill  prattle  of  :  and  the 
more  sueh  "Kwyul  doings  as 
aliove  recorded  are 
talked  ahout  the  hetter, 
hecauso  people  may  thereby 
he  led  perchance  to  copy 
them.  IJritons  are  ever 
prone  to  imitate  their  bet- 
ters ;  and  it  may  be  hoped 
that  many  a  noble  sports- 
man, when  he  hears  of  what 
the  QUBEN  and  the  PKINCE 
01  WALES  have  done,  may 
conceive  the  happy  thought 
of  doinp  something  like  it. 
Mr.  Punch  has  a  horror 

and  a  hatred  of  battues ;  but  if  anything  could  justify  the  slaughter- 
ing at  "  hot  corners"  of  whole  hecatombs  of  pheasants,  it  would  be 
the  plea  that  they  were  wanted  for  poor  patients  in  a  hospital. 
Mr.  Punch  would  gladly  chronicle  the  fact  that  my  LORD  BLAZEAWAY 
had  been  lately  entertaining  a  distinguished  set  of  swells,  and  had 
sent  the  gome  they  slaughtered  to  the  nearest  parish  doctor,  for  the 
use  of  the  poor  people  who  were  then  on  his  sick  list.  Few  things  are 
more  stupid  and  more  snobbish  than  the  paragraphs  one  sees  relat- 
ing how  my  LORD  TOM  NODDY  has  been  shooting  through  his  coverts, 
in  company  with  SIB  TOBY  CBACKSHOT,  GENERAL  HANGUP,  CAPTAIN 
ROCKETER,  and  MR.  NEVERMISS,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  an  army 
of  beaters,  has  bagged  eleven  hundred  and  thirty-seven  pheasants, 
ninety-nine  partridges,  six  hundred  and  three  hares,  two  thousand 
and  ten  rabbits,  twelve  woodcocks,  and  one  snipe.  Some  interest 
would  however  attach  to  sueh  a  record,  were  a  postscript  to  be  added, 
merely  stating  that,  in  humble  imitation  of  HKR  MAJESTY  and  His 
Royal  Highness,  his  Lordship  had  presented  to  the  County  Infirmary, 
ana  the  Royal  Free  Hospital,  all,  except  the  snipe  and  woodcocks, 
of  the  game  his  friends  had  bagged. 


A  Remembrance. 

ARTESTCS  WABJ>,  when  contributing  to  these  columns,  observed 
(it  was  on  the  1st  of  September,  IM;;;  ,  "1  say  to  that  gifted  but 
bald-headed  Prushan,  BISMARCK,  '  lie  good  and  gentle  in  your  hour 
of  triump.' "  The  hint  of  the  kindly  humorist  has  been  forgotten 
by  the  stern  Chancellor. 

Mrsic. — Falsetto  singing  is  not  punishable  with  penal  servitude. 
But  it  is  very  much  like  uttering  forged  no- 
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"NOT    BY    NO    MEANS    WHATSUMDEVER." 

The  Hon.  Cecil  a" Arqentcmirt,  eldest  ami  of  Viscount  Silverlacke  (to  Mrs.  Alderman  Jones).  "  MOST  CHARMING  YOUNG  LADIES,  TOUR 
DATIOHTEBS,  REALLY!  CONGRATULATE  YOU!  S'POSE  THEY  ALL  LOOK  FORWARD  TO  MARRYING — A— FUTURE  LORD  MAYORS  LIKE  THEIR 
PAPA?" 

Mrs.  Alderman  Jones.  "0  DEAR  No,  MR.  D'ARGEXTCOURT.    FVTURS  LORD  SitrnRLACKEs,  LIKB  rou  I 


TRUE  BLUE. 

OF  every  hue, 

I  best  like  blue, 
It  is  the  colour  of  the  sky  ; 

Denotes  the  place, 

Where  happy  case 
Awaits  good  niggers,  by-and-by. 

Celestial  dye ! 

Thou  elothest,  I 
Delight  in  thee,  too.  therefore  take 

That  Angel  Boy, 

A  daily  Joy, 
Who  brings  me  cutlet,  chop,  or  steak. 

One  reason  more, 

Makes  me  adore 
Blue,  though  a  blue  of  darker  shade  ; 

My  brave  Police, 

"Who  keep  the  peace, 
My  Bobbies,  are  therein  arrayed. 

Blue  doth  attire, 

(Tint  I  admire 
So  as  to  idolise,  almost) 

Our  British  Tars, 

From  hordes  of  Mars, 
The  sailors  who  defend  our  coast. 

Our  one  blue  band, 
On  English  land, 
'Gainst  native  robbers  holds  its  ground, 


Our  other  blues, 
On  watch  do  cruise, 
Whilst  foreign  thieves  are  prowling  round. 

Or  else  would  those 

Two  kinds  of  foes 
Both  do  the  deeds  they  long  to  do  ; 

Steal,  burn,  and  kill, 

And  work  their  will — 
But  they  both  dread  the  British  Blue. 


LITTLE-GO  FOR  THE  CIVIL  SERVICE. 

Examiner.  Can  you  cite  any  instances  of  unparliamentary  con- 
duct. 

Candidate.  Yes,  Sir.  One  from  Shakspeare.  In  Macbeth,  when 
Malcolm  asks—  „  what  ^  fte  newest  gricf s .. 

— the  answer  which  he  receives  from  Rosse  is — 

"  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hiss  the  SPEAKER." 

Hissing  the  SPEAKER  is  a  case  of  unparliamentary  conduct. 
Another  is  that  of  JACK  FULLER,  who  threw  nis  wig  at  him. 


King  Mob  as  King  Richard. 

THE  diplomatic  and  punctilious  GLADSTONE 
No  more  shall  be  the  Premier  for  our  counsels : 
Hath  he  so  long  held  out  with  us  untired, 
And  stops  he  now  for  breath  ?    That  halt 's  no  go. 


A  TROUBLESOME  ANTAGONIST. — The  most   difficult  task  of  the 
whole  War  must  have  been  silencing  Fort  Noisy. 
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. . 


ATTENTION ! " 


MAUS.   "LOOK  HERE,  CARDWELL.    YOU  SAY   YOU  CAN  KEEP  GEORGE  UP  TO  HIS  WORK!     MIHD  YOU  DO; 
OR,  BY  JIXGO!    I  SHALL  ADVISE  HER  MAJESTY  TO  SACK  YOU  BOTH." 
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Till;    PHILOSOPHER'S   BRIDE. 


M:IH  i  i.uii.r  wanted,  by  a 
<ii-iitleiuaii  bordering  on 
middle  apt-,  ami  moderately 
well  off,  a  Win:.  Sin-must 
lie  a  I.  w  years  younger 
tli:ni  himself,  healthy,  and 
well-proportioned.  I; 
nt  face  not  absolutely  ob- 
jected to  ;  but  pn  i 
would  be  given  to  a  plain 
girl,  that  is  tn  say,  not  an 

luit  a  conimonN 

!,>,,kiiiL'  <>ii,  .nhose  face  will 

»in   spnil.     No  money 

•ted    with     her;     but 

the  more  she  has  the  better. 

Must  be    suAoieixtty  well 

educated  tn  read  and  under- 
stand Punch.  Need  not 
personally  plajr  or  sing,  or 

ndowed  with  an 
torial  skill,  but  must  be 
capable  oi  enjoying  Ait, 
and  have  Music  in  her  sooL 
Her  reasoniBfr  faculties, 
at  the  same  time  most  be 
safciently  well  developed 
te  ernMe  her  to  draw  a. 
It  is 
m  Maker?,  needlework, 


th: 
and  all.tav  ordinary  pr< 

She  is  mjuired  to" be  further  charaet 
rit u-s.    .\atnral  mgngaemee  to 
abhorrence  af.nmne  and  skin-] 
no  matter  krararamt,  if  of  t 
punied  by  content  to  let  both  „_  _ 

Solicitude  iibojrt  dress  and  dcwnrtMn  witH  a  -riew"  to  pleasing-  fear 
husband  ;  pei-tect  unconcern  as  to  pleasing  anybody  else.  Utter  con- 
tempt tor  the  ridicule  of  acquaintance,  incurred  by  necessary 
economies.  Unfeigned  dislike  to  balls  and  evening  parties.  Pre- 
ference oi  a  box  at  the  Opera  to  an  amphitheatre  stall,  if  it  can  be 
well  afforded;  otherwise,  of  the  amphitheatre  stall  to  the  box. 
Disposition  to  cultivate  all  the  elegancies  of  life,  always  in  sub- 
ordination to  comfort,  and  when  retrenchment  is  necessary,  choice 
to  retrench  first  ot  all  in  show.  Any  amount  of  passion  for  furniture, 
so  long  as  the  dinner-table  is  cared  less  for  than  the  dinner,  and  the 
dinner  is  not  extravagant.  The  utmost  fondness  of  trips,  travelling, 
staying  at  the  sea-side,  theatres,  concerts,  and  every  sort  and  kind 
ot  real  pleasure  and  amusement,  provided  always  that  self-denial  of 

enjoyment 

or  m 
lady 

f         •  -  J      -          — ~~.v..u,    ttuvt   ^WUVAAUUllB,    ^'UIIUJIUC    Wllll     lilt 

foregoing,  will  find  in  the  advertiser  a  most  affectionate  and  indul- 
gent husband,  who  will  let  her  do  whatever  she  pleases. 

MODERN    MEN    OF    LETTERS. 

MB.  HAIN  FniswEi.i.  has  written  a  book.  Not  his  first  work,  as 
he  has  previously  written  Th,'  "  <;,;,tlt  Life;'  which  we,  not  being 
disciples  of  old  ISAAC  WAITON.  did  not  read.  We  dare'  say  that  to 
those  interested  m  bottom-fishing  77,,-  dnitle  Life  was  an  invalu- 
able guide.  MK.  HAIN  FRISWEM'S  present  book  is  entitled 
•Bourn  -V,-»  ,,f  Letters  Honestly  Criticised.  Its  great  point  is,  of 
course,  its  honesty,  and  so,  giving  every  possible  credit  to  Mil.  HAUT 
1;  KISWKLL  for  the  best  intentions,  we  beg  to  offer  him  'a  few  hints, 
)r  which  doubtless  he  will  be  sincerely  grateful  as  they  will  enable 
mm  to  correct  occasional  mistakes  in  such  important  details  as  he 
has  introduced  concerning  the  height,  manners,  and  dress  of  his 
Modern  Men  of  Letters,  in  that  Second  Edition  which  an  impatient 
Public  will  soon  demand  at  the  hands  of  his  happy  publishers. 
Modesty  has  of  course  prevented  MR.  H.ux  KRISWKLL  from  including 
himself  in  his  recent  volume,  but  we,  emulating  MADAME  TTTSSATJD'S 
alacrity,  will  add  him  to  "the  collection,"  and  to  make  a  good 
beginning,  win  commence  with  him. 

-Mil.  HMN  KIIISWKLL.— The  question  may  be  put  by  an  ignorant 
and  uneducated  portion  of  the  public,  "Who  is  ME.  HAIN  FRIS- 
WELL£  We  venture  upon  a  paraphrase  of  "Kate  Krarneu"  by 
way  of  reply : 

-\ml  did  ye  never  hear  of  HA.IN  FRISWT.LI,  ? 

"\\  lint '.  not  know  by  photos  his  phi/  well ; 

"  We  don't  know  his  books, 

And  \vc  don't  know  his  looks," 

Says  the  public  of  hone, t  H.vix  FKISWEU. 


Wi-   will   tell  you.     lie  is  an   eminent  Modern  Man  of  Letters, 
without  who-,   works  no  gentleman's  library  can  be  consider, 

plflte.         His     Volumes     will     constitute     the     chief      nriiallli  lit       ill'      til,- 

student's  liook-sh,  -Ivi  s  lor  many  \>  ai-s  to  c-oiuc,  and  L'lvat  care  sliould 
be  taken  to  dust  th.  m  re  tMilarly,  B  ni,l-  ,  ,1  \\, -][  worth  that 

trouble.      Had  it  li,  •  n    the    i-o,,d   fortune  uf  either    l.iiun    M\i  \il\-, 
or  II  M.  I.  \M  to  have  had  .Mi:.  II  UN   Fl:ls\M:i.i.  as  h,  ,r  style, 

what   might   have    been   tin-    nsiilt'      I'^rhaps   we    may    yet    look 
forward  to  a  new  edition  of  tin-  I  ,  </.-,-  ,,r  the  Cimttituluinnt 

llist'iri/,  n  -si  I,  as  it   \MI-C,  in  .  ,:.H»1X  Kl 

In  order  to  show  how  ,  niiiu-ntly  titled    i  'he  task  of  edilin r 

issirs  of   our    I  i    will  be  sufficient  to  cjii' 

passages  from   hi 
MI-H  he  says: — 

"  He  only  sneers  at  what  he  and  society  doe»  not  beliere  m." 
Again : — 

•'  Tin-so  true  pit-tares  *  •  «  have  found  mi  nufcal  iHaalialiiiii  in  a  man 
•,'rcat  merit,  but  which  the  age  persists  ia  accepting  •  an  illustrative 

artist." 

If  it  is  true  that  Genres  is  above  rales,  then  anwedly  MK.  HAIN 

FIUSVVKI.L  is  a  Genius.     That  our  author  should,  indeed,  be  a  literary 
giant  mi -lit   be  (on  what  appears  to  as  to  be  his  own  theory)  ex- 
pected, as  he  is  of  commanding  stature,  has  imposing  manners,  a 
tendency  towards  fir*  worship  in  the  winter,  and  a  telescopic  nose.* 
MK.  SWTNBCKKJ;.— A  veteran  writer  of  numorotM  pnse  for  our 

eaatribu ted 
are  aecraiomcd  to 


cheaper  almanacks.    Some 
towards  the  prosperity  of  small 
roll  up  "screws'*  rf  bird's-eye  in 


•ridenca  of  MR. 


ui'jrB's  literary  industry.    None  at  las  conundrums  an  with 
me  «M»B>«t  mend.    H*  ab»  eontrihvtes  in  the  same  style  to 


out  some  

tin-  crackers  which  adorn  our  tables  at  Christmas-time.  MB.  FRIS- 
WKLL  win  he  aViBrhtrrl  to  know  that  MR.  SWXSBURNE  is  tea  feet 
high,  and  has  dean  with  the  same  iiaahm  n  nniim  for  the  bat  six 
years.  "We  believe  he  pays  her  weekly.  However,  in  order  to  be 
strictly  eoneet,  Mau  H.  ¥.  tarn  farf  out  tkis  for  biMsett 

CHARLES  LETEK.— O»e  ef  ear  meat  pnaristBg  writm  en  mecha- 
nism. His  style  is  somewhat  laboured,  bat  he  ii  ahramvril  dressed, 
though  still  a  trifle  careless  about  his  bootiaeea.  BOt  works  are 
at  present  little  known,  but  no  doubt  bis  fame  wffl  goon  be  widely 
spread  in  conseqnence  of  bis  having  been  honourably  mentioned  by 
MR.  HAIX  Fi;iswi;i.i,. 

I>I:NJAMIN  DISRAELI. — An  Irishman  of  the  real  old  type.  His  lyric 
works  are  only  valuable  as  catalogues,  in  verse,  of  Derby  winners,  and 
containing  racy  anecdotes  of  distinguished  sportsmen.  As  to  his 
personal  appearance,  his  short  crop  of  light  flaxen  hair,  fresh  com- 
plexion, and  jaunty  bearing,  are  as  well  known  in  the  London  streets 
as  are  his  blue  tail-coat  with  brass  buttons,  knee-breeches,  and 
white  hat  with  the  short  pipe  stuck  in  its  band.  His  object,  perhaps, 
of  late  years  has  been  to  gain  rather  the  appreciative  applause  of  the 
music-halls  than  the  indiscriminate  laudation  of  the  salons.  The 
public,  however,  would  never  have  accorded  him  a  place  among 
modern  men  of  letters  but  for  his  good  fortune  in  having  been 
included  in  MR.  HAIN  FBISWELL'S  series. 

< '  1 1  A  i:  i .  i-;s-  (CANON)  KINGSLEY. — A  nervous,  timid,  young  man.  He 
is  fortunate  in  possessing  a  nose,  two  ears,  a  forehead,  and  a  Saxon 
chin.  He  has,  moreover,  two  eyes,  hair  on  the  top  of  his  head,  a  couple 
of  arms,  and  the  average  number  of  legs.  Thus  rarely  gifted  Dy 
bounteous  Nature,  he  might  have  been  anything,  but  he  is  only  a 
Canon.  Ho  employs  a  knife  and  fork  for  the  purpose  of  cutting  up 
his  food,  and  never  eats  tart  except  with  a  spoon.  These  are  not  the 
habits  of  genius,  and  we  cannot  conceal  our  astonishment  that  MB. 
HAIN  FRISWELL  has  considered  him  as  in  any  way  worthy  of  his 
notice.  However,  it  is  graceful  in  Genius  to  give  mere  Talent  a  lift. 

CHARLES  READB.— A  goody-goody  writer  of  theSandfordandMerton 
school.  His  books  give  promise  of  a  certain  excellence  which  we 
trust  he  will,  in  time,  redeem.  Praise  from  MR.  HAIN  FKISWILL 
is'praise  indeed ;  and  this  may  urge  MB.  UEADE  to  fresh  exertions, 
though  it  is  perhaps  a  pity  that  he  should  continue  to  wear  such 
remarkably  tight  coats. 

MR.  R.  BROWNINO. — Author  of  some  of  our  most  charming  nursery 
rhymes,  "  Ba!  ba  !  black  slutep  .'"  and  "  Jack  Homer."  He  has 
not  done  much  else.  He  is  never  subtle  in  expression,  and  may  be 
termed  a  Superficial  Songster.  He  is  called  "  BOBBY  li."  bv  his 
friends  for  the  sake  of  alliteration.  He  is  fond  of  taking  a  little 
hot  water  with  his  bath,  but,  beyond  this,  is  in  no  way  addicted 
to  intemperate  habits. 

We  present  MR.  HAIN  FRISWELL  with  the  above  stock  of 
information,  and  beg  him  to  make  what  use  he  likes  of  it  in  his  next 
edition  of  Modern  Men  of  Letters  JInH<:*t/y  Critirixi-t/. 

*  This  description  is  intended,  on  our  part,  as  a  piece  of  tie  sincerest 
flattery  (i.  «.,  if  imitation  bo  the  sincerest  flattery),  for  MR.  H.  FRISWKLI, 
says  of  another  gentleman  that  "  he  cares  little  about  religion,  but  has  a  photo- 
graphic eye."  Surely  the  connection  between  Parsee  worship  and  a  tele- 
scopic nose  is  as  clear  as  this. 


23 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JANUARY  21,  1871. 


'WHILE  BREATHING  CHANTERS  PROUDLY 


Mr.  McSkirliguy  (beguiling  the  time  with 
some  cheerful  pibrochs  on  his  national  in- 
strument) : — 


\\ 


Mr.  Southdown,  (travelling  north  with  his  Family  by  the  Night  Mail). 
'•  DEAR,  DEAR,  DEAR  !  WHAT  A  SHAME  THEY  DON'T  GREASE  THE 
WHEELS  OF  THESE  CARRIAGES  !  I  CAN'T  GET  A  WINK  OF  SLEEP  ! 
(Mrs.  S.  groans  in  sympathy.)  I  DECLARE  I  'LL  COMPLAIN  TO  THE 
DIRECTORS  ! " 


STRAWBERRY  LEAVES. 


A  SELECTION  FROM  THE  VERY  LATEST  LETTERS  OF  THE  HONOURABLE 
HORACE  WALPOLE,  OF  STRAWBERRY  HILL.  FAVOURED  BY  OUR 
PRIVATE  SPIRITUAL  MEDIUM. 


To  SIB  HOEACE  MANN. 

BISMARCK  is  throwing  his  promised  bouquets  on  the  tomb  of  Napo- 
leon. We  hear  that  the  bombardment  of  Paris  has  begun,  that  the 
infernal  inventions  of  Science,  Moloch's  toadv,  are  slaying  the 
women  and  the  little  children,  and  that  a  Sunday  night  has  been 
appointed  by  the  religious  and  gracious  Germans  for  a  feu  d'enfer. 
lake  that  as  the  war  news  in  little,  for  I  have  no  heart  to  write  out 
in  full  the  chapter  of  murder.  I  suppose  the  end  is  at  hand. 

As  if  the  last  six  months  had  not  sufficiently  sickened  us  with  the 
horrors  of  war,  with  slaughter,  agony,  and  starvation,  a  party  here 
is  agitating,  as  the  vile  phrase  goes,  for  English  interference,  which 
means,  if  it  means  anything,  that  unless  we  can  patch  up  a  peace 
(and  that  is  impossible),  Englishmen  are  to  be  sent  to  be  shot,  muti- 
lated, and  starved.  The  original  movers  in  this  are  so  obscure  that 
they  could  do  no  mischief  beyond  irritating  the  ignorant  part  of  the 
German  nation,  and  encouraging  false  hopes  among  the  ignorant 
French.  But  the  enemies  of  the  Government  are  hounding  on 
the  agitators,  for  factious  purposes ;  and  but  that  Parliament  is 
about  to  meet,  when  a  few  statesmanlike  speeches  (if  the  Ministers 
have  courage  and  grace  to  make  them)  wfll  set  the  popular  mind 
straight,  I  should  see  grave  danger.  But  unless  the  Cabinet  shew 
itself  a  real  Defence  Committee,  eschewing  falsifications,  I  may 
have  to  write  to  you  of  overthrow.  The  war  has  made  us,  I  will  not 
say  sullen,  but  very  serious,  and  it  will  be  ill  work  playing  with  us 
now. 

I  remember  telling  you  a  good  thing  that  was  said  at  the  time 
when  Scotland  had  it  all  her  own  way  at  Court.  It  was  remarked  by 


a  friend  of  ours  that  there  was  no  keeping  Scotch  topics  out  of  the 
way,  and  that  if  the  Speech  from  the  Throne  should  begin, 
"  What  beauties  doth  Flora  disclose," 

the  inevitable  following  would  be 

"  How  sweet  are  her  smiles  upon  Tweed." 

"We  shall  have  a  Speech  from  the  Throne  very  soon.  But,  as  you 
know,  Scotland  is  not  much  favoured  by  illustrious  personages  now, 
so  nobody  but  yourself  will  be  reminded  of  the  song. 

My  good  friends  the  Americans  have  amused  me.  They  are  fond 
of  celebrations  of  all  kinds,  and  I  read  that  they  have  had  one  "  in 
honour  of  the  landing  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers."  This  is  not  at  all 
laughable,  mind,  for  I  look  upon  that  landing  to  be  the  noblest  gain 
that  mankind  has  had  for  ages.  But  how  do  you  think  it  was 
honoured  by  the  descendants  of  the  Fathers  ?  By  a  Ball !  And  J 
am  happy  to  inform  you  that  the  ladies  were,  according  to  the 
"  fashion-reporters,"  most  elegantly  attired,  and  that  it  was  difficult 
to  know  which  to  admire  most — their  beauty,  their  robes,  or  their 
dancing.  I  daresay  they  had  a  Mayflower  Mazurka  and  a  Pilgrim 
Polka.  Perhaps,  after  supper,  some  silver-voiced  enchantress. 
(American  for  a  good  soprano)  sang  MES.  HEMANS'  song : — 
"  When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 
On  the  wild  New  England  shore." 

You  do  not  deserve  a  letter  at  all,  for  I  have  heard  nothing  of  you. 
for  ten  days,  but  I  suppose  that  you  will  allege  disturbed  communi- 
cations. Perhaps  our  new  Postmaster  will  make  some  better  arrange- 
ments. Meantime,  the  papers  say  that  he  has  placed  his  Irish 
country-seat  at  the  disposal  of  Infallibility,  should  the  Holy  Chair 
be  uncomfortable.  But  you  in  Florence  ought  to  know  more  about 
this  than  we  do  in  London.  If  S.  S.  comes  to  Ireland  the  best  way 
will  be  to  make  him  L.  L.  There  may  be  a  law  or  two  in  the  way, 
but  a  law  is  a  thing  which  a  breath  can  unmake  as  a  breath  has 
made,  according  to  our  modern  school  of  jurists,  who  have  no 
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sympathy  with  tin-  old  Man  MIS  ami  Ihcir  \olumns.    lie  MI 
you   love   a    man    who   can    write   a  charming    book  fo 
children?    Then  rejoice  that  Mr.  Knatchluill-IlM 
i      nioiiint. d    into    ntliee,    lor    he    has    that   good    gif 
Children  are  the   only  people  worth  writing  for,  liecaus 
n    the  only  critic.,  of   whom  you  ran  buy  ncithi 
ry  nor  silence. 

At  a  dinner  th--  other  nijjlit,   at  a  house  which   yo 
know,  bill   whirli  1  will  not    mention,  some  Painter,  uei 

men  lit'  the  lilatai 

"self-iuade"  in;  as  sin,  in  fiic-t  a  capital  tyj 

ot  the  Mritish    Ualioon.      He,  heinu:  rich,  v,  a^  \  ery  eivill 

.  and   at    .  'I   with   the   attention   sliow 

bim  l>y  :i  distinguished  Art  i  it,  -aid,  "  I  'm  likely  to  ha\ 

done  for  our  Town 'All.    E  should  life 
do   it."      "  Von   pay  me   a  liiirh   compliment," 
I.'.A.,  who  w  on  have  painted  a  whale.  "  Ili-iu 

than  \.  '  said  another,  quietly ;  "foryo 

are   evidently  mistaken    for   Landscer.''     Mut  a  knavis 

lept  in  a  foolish  ear. 

Join  if  (i  to  thi'   theatres    'ahout   which  you  ask(" 
me,  I  sn|piiose,  because   you  did    not  know  what 
ask)  in  in-r.     .fudire  \<>u,  my  dear   Sir,  whethi 

I   am   likely   to  «•'>  with  the    snow  on  the  ground,   am 

i  th  either  a  mirror  or  a  marsh.      I   send  you 
newspaper,   win  rchy    you  may    perceive  that   a   lady 
manager    has     been    lined    by    a      Pol: 
assaulting  and  scnitrhing  a  ballet-girl,,  to  make  her  g 
on   the  stage.     It  is  a  new  sort  of  prompting,  certainly 
Iv  is  she  whom  I  once  rather   praised  to  you  fo 


relinking  an  audience  whiek  took  the  liberty  ot  jud 
iii£  a  comedy.  It  is  clear  that  she  is  energetic.  1  i 
not  know  that  I  admire  energy.  Who  is  it  that  says 
"()  that  people  would  learn  that  doing  nothing  is  oftei 
a  Measure,  :.nd  full  as  important  a  one  as  the  most  dili 
;:-ent  activity!"  My  jfood  trieiid  Melbourne's  tirs 
i|iicstion,  when  any  ditlicult  liusiness  was  proposed  wa 
"I'an't  you  let  it  alone  V"  Mut  that  tine  art  is  710 
common.  An  American  poet  had  it,  and  declared  that  i'. 
was  enough  for  him  nut  to  be  doing,  but  to  lie.  You  laugh 
at  this  from  one  who  drives  out,  goes  to  the  opera,  then 
sups,  and  sits  up  playing  Loo  with  ladies.  Why  d< 
you  laugh  ?  Is  that  doing  anything  ?  Do  you  argue 
in  such  fashion  with  your  diplomatists,  Sir  Horace  P 
But  read  that  ease  of  the  manageress,  not  for  the 
matter  itself,  which  is  very  commonplace,  but  note  the 
tone  of  the  evidence,  and  how  singularly  some  of  the 
witnesses  lost  the  use  of  their  eyes  and  ears '.when  the 
liiarrel  occurred.  I  always  thought  loyalty  a  sort  oi 
miracle,  hut  did  not  know  it  could  work  miracles. 

There,  my  longest  paragraph  is  made  out  of  a.  ridiculous 
theatrical  scandal,  and  that  at  a  time  of  crisis.  But  I 
im  not  ashamed  of  it,  for  are  we  not  all  fools,  and 
should  we  not  talk  according  to  our  folly  ?  In  Japan 
they  retain  the  exquisite  courteousness  which  the  English 
never  had,  and  which  the  French  have  lost.  There, 
when  a  person  commits  an  offence,  they  only  say  that 
10  has  behaved  "otherwise  than  was  expected."  I  am 
no  wiser  nor  better  than  other  people,  and  I  shall 


am 
not 


'ommit  the  offence  of  trying  to  he  either,  and  disappoint- 
ng  your  expectations.     NerecthelfiM  I  am, 


i'ours  faithfully, 

HORACE  WALFOLE. 


A  Genial  old  Gentleman. 

"  No,  Ma'am."  said  MB.  GRUMBY  at  a  Twelfth  Night 
luvenile  Party.  "  I  do  not  like  to  see  young  people 
injoying themselves.  It  is  a  sight  that' awakens  the 
y  of  enjoyments  of  which  we  are  capable  no  more. 
suppose  we  have  a  rubber  at  whist,  Ma'  am.  >  Which 
>f  all  those  boys  and  girls  do  you  think  will  say  that 
hey  like  to  see  old  people  enjoying  themselves:'  Eh, 
Ma'am !  "  ______ 

I  INKVOLENT  NEtrTRALITY. 

BOTH  the  Germans  and  the  French  keep  abusing  us 
or  observing  neutrality  between  them.  \Vc  incur  this 
nvoctivo  by  helping  neither  one  side  nor  the  other. 
'ossilily  Wc  mis-lit  avoid  it  by  giving  help  to  both,  and 
ssisting  the  Germans  with  a  Fleet,  and  the  French 
with  an  Army. 

CIIUISTMAS   Mrsic    FOR    THEATRES.— The    "Waits" 
H'tweeii   the  A.ctB, 


i 


VERY    NATURAL. 

"  THREE  PENNIWORTH  o'  GIN,  'OT." 

"  BE  OFF  !— THIS  AIN'T  A  GIN-SHOP." 

"HAIN'T  IT?    WELL,  I  THOUGHT  IT  WAS,  cos  THE  DAWO  WOULD  COME  IN." 


THE  MAN  AND  THE  MAN'S  FIELD. 

BRITANNIA  bent  her  coasts  and  hearths  to  guard  well, 
Nor  let  the  foe  pitch  into,  or  pooh-pooh  her, 

Has  come  to  feel  that  though  she  speak  by  card  well, 
Equivocation  may,  e'er  long,  undo  her.* 

~So  more  she  '11  keep  two  stools,' lest  she  should  fall 
Betwixt  War  Office  and  Command-in-Chief  ; 

And  in  her  military  mess-books  all, 
Determines  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf. 

Army  reformers  Colonels  may  call  "  rad," 
The  prejudice  'gainst  purchase  deem  a  silly' un, 

Declare  the  service  going  to  the  bad, 
And  as  a  triple  villain  rate  TREVELTAN . — 

Her  War  Office,  that  maze  without  a  plan, 

Britannia  yields,  for  new  brooms  and  their  plans'field, 
And  calls  out,  "  Do  but  you  supply  the  man, 

And  you  shall  have  the  War  Office  for  Man's  field." 

*  "  We  must  speak  by  the  card, 

Or  else  equivocation  may  undo  us." — Hamlet. 


Bismarck's  Bad  Business. 

IT  is  declared,  by  resolute  Frenchmen,  that  the  reduction  of  Paris  will  not  be 
ic  reduction  of  France.  Sooner  or  later,  however,  if  the  War  goes  on,  France 
rill  be  so  reduced  in  circumstances  as  to  be  unable  to  pay  Germany  the 
amagcs  which  WILLIAM  THE  Pious  might  have  secured  after  Sedan.  Then 
le  victors  will  be  saddled  with  their  own  war-costs,  and  the  overtaxed  German 
-'ople  will  find  the  investment  of  Paris  to  have  turned  out  a  very  bad  one  for 
lemselves. 


A    FORTIORI. 

Ticket  Collector.   "  Now,  THEN,  MAKE  HASTE  !      WHERE  's  YOUU  TICKET  .'  " 
Bandsman  (refreshed).    "  Atr  'VE  LOST  IT  ! "         . 

Ticket  Collector.  "  NONSENSE  !    FEEL  IN  TOUR  POCKETS.     YE  CANNOT  HHT  LOST  IT  !  " 
Bandsman.   "Aw  CANNOT?!     WHY,  MAN,  AU'VE  LOST  THE  Bid  DRUM!" 


(Died  at  Cannes,  January  1,  1871.     JSt.  45.) 

A  HEART  pure  as  the  marble 

His  genius  loved  to  mould, 
But  soft  as  that  was  stony, 

And  warm  as  that  was  cold. 
Lips  never  tired  of  kindness, 

Nature  unwarped  by  guile  ; 
Hands  liberal  in  riving  : 

Sweet  voice  and  sunny  smile. 

'Tis  sad  to  think  upon  him, 

Sleeping  his  hard- won  sleep, 
Among  olive-woods  and  rose-fields, 

By  the  blue  Provencal  deep. 
Far  from  his  Northern  birthplace 

On  Ness's  heathery  shore, 
"Where  old  lives  for  this  young  life 

Sit  darkened  evermore. 

But  why  should  weight  of  sadness 

Burthen  our  minds  for  him, 
Who  to  peace  his  way  has  wres'lnl, 

Out  of  suffering  strange  and  grim? 
leaving  triumphant  record 

1  low  little  pain  could  do 
To  make  that  gentle  nature 

To  its  happy  self  untrue. 

How,  when  big  drops  of  anguish 
(  On  the  wan  brow  would  stand, 
Still  the  swift-working  fancy 
Would  guide  the  cunning  hand. 


Till  beau^^lfW  Buffering 
Was  strangely  seen  to  grow, 

And  Death  seemed  kept  at  distance 
By  Art's  creative  throe. 

His  death  was  not  a  lone  one  : 

His  dearest  were  at  hand  ; 
And  he  was  of  the  lovable 

Who  love  can  still  command. 
'Tis  we  that  are  the  losers, 

Who  lose  such  love,  not  he 
Whose  life  here  was  but  training 

For  the  better  life  to  be. 


THE  POPE  AND  HIS  KING. 

WHEN  the  Foreign  Ministers  at  Home  on  New  Year's  Day  went  to 
the  Vatican  to  wish  the  POPE  the  compliments  of  the  season,  his 
Holiness,  according  to  the  Daily  News,  asked  the  Austrian  Ambas- 
sador whether  he  had  seen  the  KINO  OF  SARDINIA.  The  Minister 
answered  that  he  had  not.  His  Holiness,  smiling,  rejoined  : — 

"  And  yet  I  am  assured  that  he  passed  under  your  window  at  12  o'clock, 
and  that  your  flag  was  hoisted  out  of  -window." 

If  the  Holy  Father  had  been  in  the  Austrian  Ambassador's  place-, 
and  the  Ambassador  in  the  Holy  Father's,  COUNT  MASTAI  FERRETTI 
would  perhaps  have  explained  that  he  saw  not  the  KINO  OF  SAR- 
DINIA, but  the  KING  OF  ITALY.  Pio  NONO  can  crack  a  joke,  if  lie 
cannot  take  one. 

Speaks  for  Itself. 

"Wno  is  Sylvia?"  Visit  the  delightful  Exhibition  of  Pictures, 
now  open  at  the  Royal  Academy,  Burlington  House  ;  go  into  Gal- 
lery III.,  stand  opposite  No.  132 — Your  question  will  be  most  satis- 
factorily answered. 


rd  Sonar*  in  the  Parish  of  St.  J«mM,  Clerk»nire]l,  In  the  County  of  Middle«ex,  »t  the  Printing  Office!  of  M»«»rs.  Bradb«ry ,  Evann,  4  Co.,  Lonfiird 
,  m  the  Uty  of  London,  and  Publiihed  by  him  at  No.  85,  Fleet  Btreet,  in  the  Parish  of  6t.  Ilride,  Citj  of  London.— SITCMIAV,  Januirr  21, 1871. 
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THE    CAMPBELLS    ARE 

"  HOLLO,    FWED  ! 


COMING!" 

WHAT  AN  EXTRAORDINARY 


First  Swell   (in  great-coat). 
COSTUME  ! " 

Second  Swell  (in  tartan).  "  YA-AS,  RATHER  NEAT  AND  APPROPRIATE,  1  FANCY, 
AS  A  LOYAL  SUBJECT  AND  ALL  THAT  SORT  OP  THING." 


"  WATEIt-PIPES." 

PATKKKAJIII.IAs's   SUM,    ciK   Till:    Kl:<i.-r. 
AlK  —  "  Cherry  liipt." 


s,  wator-jilpi'S,  ]iipcs,"  I  cry! 
"  Been  and  busted  !  "    Low  and  High. 
If  I  ask  the  housemaid,  "  Wlim-  r  " 
Sin  will  answer,  "  Here,  and  there,  — 

Urn-  and  there  and  everywhere.'' 

Whence  they  come,  and  where  they  go, 
Is  just  the  thin?  I  want  to  know  ; 
But  I  don't,  and  that  is  why 
"  Plumber!  Plumber  !  "  is  the  cry. 
Plumber  !  Plumber  !  left  and  right  ; 
Plumber  !  Plumber  !  day  and  night. 

Why  are  you  and  I  such  fools 

As  submit  to  Builders'  rulrs  '• 

You  and  I.  my  friend,  and  all, 

High  and  Low,  and  great  and  small  ? 

One  thing  Builder  understands—- 

How to  play  in  Plumber's  hands  : 

And  for  one  thing  Builder  cares  — 

To  leave  openings  for  "  repairs  :  " 

So  loose  tiles  and  slates  defends, 

Drains  that  finish  in  "  dead  ends," 

Tanks  and  boilers  safe  to  leak, 

Chimneys  warranted  to  reek  ; 

Doors  and  windows  placed  with  craft, 

Still  to  catch  you  in  a  draught  ; 

Green-wood  panels  in  the  doors, 

Warping  new  deal  in  the  floors  ; 

Pipes  that  run  just  where  they  shouldn't, 

And  burst  each  frost.     0,  if  they  wouldn't  ! 


Feminine  Phraseology. 

ONK  species  of  refinement,  at  least,  is  highly  cultivated 
in  girls  boarding-schools  —  a  peculiar  refinement  of 
diction.  An  euphemism  admirably  in  keeping  with  that 
verbal  nicety,  one  which  has  not  been  as  yet  inculcated 
by  governesses  at  Seminaries  for  Young  Ladies,  would 
be  that  of  calling  mutton-pie  mutton-tart. 


ECONOMY  AND   EXTRAVAGANCE. 

BY  Blood  and  Iron  BISMARCK  wins,  behold ! 
But  conquest  always  costs  us  Blood  and  Qold. 


STRAWBERRY  LEAVES. 

A  SELECTION  FROM  THE  VERY  LATEST  LETTERS  OF  THE  HONOURABLE 
HORACE  WALPOLE,  OP  STRAWBERRY  HILL.  FAVOURED  BY  OUR 
PRIVATE  SPIRITUAL  MEDIUM. 


To  SIE  HORACE  MANIT. 

ANYTHING  that  you  tell  me,  my  dear  Sir,  I  receive  with  an  interest 
which  you  will  understand  better  than  any  one  else.  But  what  will 
^•oii  have  ?  Frankly,  I  care  very  little  for  anecdotes  of  hypocrisy. 
The  world  is  telling  them  to  me  all  day  long,  and  a  good'part  of  the 
night  into  the  bargain.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  Tzeremisch  Tar- 
tars ?  I  do  not  believe  you  if  you  say  that  you  did.  But  hear  this. 
They  have  no  particular  religion,  and  they  have  an  odd  way  of 
excusing  the  fact.  They  say  that  they  once  had  a  religious  book  for 
their  guidance,  but  one  day  a  cow  came  and  ate  it.  Many  folks 
whom  you  and  I  know  have  not  the  excuse  of  the  cow. 

Why  are  you  surprised  at  that  strange  piece  of  scandal  having 
been  kept  from  society  so  long  as  vou  say  it  has  ?  In  that  charming 
play,  Lc  Due  Job,  there  is  a  delightful '.word  on  the  subject.  A 
secret  need  not  be  respectable,  to  be  respected.  Now  that  it  has  come 
out,  who  is  the  worse,  except  those  who  have  no  longer  the  private 
happiness  of  haying  a  spiteful  tale  to  reveal  ? 

I  met  your  friend  X.  (I  omit  the  name — envelopes,  like  the  rest  of 
creation,  yield  to  steam)  at  a  dinner.  He  sat  near  me,  and  rather 
pleased  me  while  he  spoke  only  to  his  neighbours.  But  when  he 
wished  to  be  heard  all  over  the  table,  he  had  the  bad  habit  which 
shows  a  man  not  accustomed  to  be  listened  to  for  his  own  sake.  He 
began  with  some  paradox,  or  something  intended  to  startle.  This 
sort  of_  thing  should  be  left  to  a  certain  kind  of  preachers,  who,  I  am 
told,  nnd  it  attract  vulgarians— the  vulgar  mind  loves  surprises. 
X.  has  plenty  of  time  before  him,  and  may  take  his  social  position 
without  jumping  from  spring-boards.  Samuel  Rogers,  the  poet,  had 
a  valid  excuse  for  his  uncomforting  talk.  "  My  voice  is  very  feeble," 


he  observed,  "and  unless  I  said  disagreeable  things,  no  one  would 
attend  to  me."  My  dear  Sir,  imagine  a  man's  caring  about  the  at- 
tention of  a  table  full  of  persons  for  whom  he  cares  nothing ! 

Your  Italians  affect  great  interest  in  commercial  things ;  once  they 
were  splendid  merchants,  and  the  affectation  is  not  ungraceful.  At 
all  events,  it  is  better  than  that  of  our  half-breeds,  who  pretend  to 
think  that  anything  mercantile  is  beneath  their  notice.  The  word 
bankrupt  came  from  Italy,  a  fact  you  can  preface  to  the  little  story 
I  am  going  to  tell  you.  If  I  tell  it  wrongly,  it  is  from  no  assump- 
tion of  ignorance  ;  but  I  believe  I  have  it  right.  A  man  forged  a 
bill  on  a  well-to-do  tradesman.  He  got  wind  of  this,  and  warned 
his  bankers  not  to  pay  it.  They  naturally  asked  to  see  a  list  of  the 
paper  he  had  out.  They  saw  so  much,  that  they  closed  his  account, 
and  he  was  ruined — if  any  man  can  be  ruined  in  these  days. 

We  have  no  election  battles  fighting  at  present.  The  Radical  got 
himself  turned  out  of  Norwich  because  the  Whig's  agent  bribed  a 
man,  and  Whig  and  Radical  having  coalesced,  the  Law  turned  the 
latter  out.  But  do  not  talk  to  me  of  elections.  They  are  tame 
things  in  these  days.  In  my  time  they  were  either  the  most  gentle- 
manly arrangements  conceivable  (a  borough-holder  returned  you  con- 
ditionally on  your  never  going  near  his  borough,  lest  you  disturbed 
the  faith  in  his  authority),  or  they  were  ferocious  battles,  that  ruined 
a  couple  of  families.  Also  there  was  humour  about  them.  Even  so 
lately  as  the  Liverpool  Election,  when  George  Canning,  Lord  Sefton, 
and  General  Gascoigne  stood,  in  1818,  I  remember  we  "  laughed 
consumedly."  For  whenever  the  Liberals  nut  up  a  Sham  Candidate, 
the  Tories  did  the  same,  and  before  the  nght  was  over  there  were 
eighteen  Shams.  The  Clubs  never  venture  on  sending  down  more 
than  one  or  two,  now,  and  this  with  fear  and  trembling,  for  some- 
times the  sham  man  walks  in,  to  the -confusion  of  all  decorous 
bribery  and  corruption. 

I  shall  write  nothing  about  the  War,  but  if  you  want  to  see  how 
the  whirligig  of  Time  brings  about  his  revenges,  look  at  this.  In  1806 
Prussia  made  war  upon  France.  What  did  Napoleon  say  ? — 

"  I  am  innocent  of  this  war,  I  have  nowise  provoked  it ;  it  did  not 
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enter  into  my  calculations.    May  I  In-  iU  -I.  a  cd  if  it  has  been  o    m> 

king'     One  of  the  principal  motives  whu-h  I  haw  for  my  trust 

hat  mv  enemies  will  bi  dartroved  is,  that  1  see  m  their  conduct  the 

nige^f  1'rovulence  working  that  lie  traitors  should  be  punished  ; 

God  so  deprives  their  counsel*  of  wisdom,  that  thinking  to  attack  me 

in  a  moment  of  weakness.  they  have,  on  the  contrary,  chosen  the 


olgft  with  his  references  to  Providence  as 
any  legitimate  monarch  could  be.  You  remember  what  happened. 
In  a  month  from  leaving  St.  Cloud  he  was  at  Potsdam.  He  wrote  to 
Ins  wife,  that,  "with  the  help  of  God,  complete  triumph  was  cer- 
tain." He  gained  it.  What  said  the  IVussians  asking  tor  terms- 
"  What  -liioiv  can  von  want  from  Bfif  The  Duke  of  Brunswick 
is  dead  •  our  general'  are  all  killed,  or  wounded,  or  taken;  the  greater 
part  of  our  army  has  tied;  surely  your  successes  are  sumciently 

"'low  answered  my  gallant,  good-for-nothing  old  acquaintance, 
Soult,  whose  silver-topped  coach  was  about  the  only  thing  worth 
seeing  iii  the  last  coronation  procession  (a  coach,  which,  1  believe, 
was  afterwards  offered  to  a  theatrical  manager,  who  declined  to  buy). 
The  Frenchman  said  to  the  Prussians,  "  Lny  damn  your  arms,  and 
I  ,rill  aicuit  Hit-  Emperor  *  orders  In  your  regard. 
The  tables  are  turned  —  hut  not  riot. 

Always  yours, 

HORACE  WALPOLE. 


THE   STRENGTH  OF   RUSSIA. 

~.  OxRGTTTNG  (with  respect 
to  physical  power) 
upon  the  raw  mate- 
rial from  which 
Russia  has  to  manu- 
facture an  army  de- 
signed to  face  the 
troops  of  England 
or  Austria,  the  Cor- 
respondent of  the 
Morning  Post,o.i  St. 
Petersburg,  states, 
as  the  result  of  his 
longexperienoe,that 
"the  Russian  pea- 
sant, though  capable 
of  a  passive  endur- 
ance borjdering  on 
the  incredible,  has 
little  more  than  half 
the  muscular  power 
of  the  average  Eng- 
lishman." It  may 
well  he  that  the 
poorly-fed  Russian 
peasant  is  very 
greatly  inferior  to 
the  average  English- 
man in  muscular  power.  But  in  one  particular,  at  any  rate,  the 
former  exceeds  the  latter  in  strength  enormously.  The  practice  of 
daily  ablution  deprives  the  average  Englishman  of  much  strength 
which  he  would  Otherwise  possess.  The  Russian  peasant  is  un- 
addicted  to  that  weakening  habit.  Hence,  according  to  the  report 
of  travellers,  he  is,  in  a  way,  very  strong. 


EVENINGS    FROM    HOME. 

MB.  ROBERTSON'S  War  at  the  St.  James's  was  a  failure  on  the  first 
night.  We  italicise  the  "first  night,"  and  wish  to  draw  attention 
to  the  fact.  A  first  night's  audience  is  an  exceptional  audience, 
which  expression  might  mean  an  audience  fond  of  taking  excep- 
tions. Its  verdict  ought  never  to  bo  accepted  as  final,  nor,  in 
the  present  state  of  things  dramatic,  ought  professional  critics 
to  pronounce  upon  the  merits  of  a  piece  until  its  third  or  fourth 
representation.  Generally  speaking,  in  spite  of  all  the  rehearsals, 
the  author  himself  only  sees  his  play,  us  «  irhnle,  on  its  first  night. 
Admitted  that  this  is  not  as  it,  should  be,— yet  so  it  is.  We,  in  our 
own  patented  form,  and  holding  the  first  night's  representation 
to  be  the  one  on  which  no  fair  opinion  can  be  formed,  generally 
wait  until  the  piece  has  reached  its  fourth  night,  and  then,  being 
probably  at  its  best,  it  is  i'air  matter  for  criticism.  We  venture  to 
say,  that  if  the  public  could  have  seen  War  for  the  first  time  on 
its > 'fourth  nigltt,  it  would  not  have  been  condemned. 

The  First  Act  would  have  passed  muster  as  a  specimen  of  one  o1 
Mit.  UOIIKKTSMN'S  Prince  of  Wales'  pieces  without  the  Prince  o; 
Wales'  company  ;  the  Second  Act  should  have  been  called  a  Tableau 


and  Monsieur  HENRI  NERTANN  ought  not  to  have  been  allowed  to  go 
mad.  In  the  Third  Act  all  the  young  ladies,  excepting,  of  course,  the 
icroine,  might  have  been  advantageously  omitted,  and  then  the 
•xcellent  rendering  of  a  capital  situation  by  ME8SB8.  \orx«  and 
iliouon  and  the  well-contrived  denoument,  would  have  brought 
lown  the  curtain  on  a  real,  though  not,  perhaps,  a  great  success. 
The  piece  should  have  been  in  two  Acts  and  one  lableau. 

The  public,  on  the  first  night,  was  led  to  expect  some  strong  exhi- 
bition of  partisanship  apropos  of  the  present  state  of  affairs  on  the 
ontincnt,  not  only  from  the  title  of  the  piece  and  the  announcement 
hat  MR.  O'CONNOR,  the  scenic  artist,  had  been  to  Sedan  for  the 
express  puri«>se  of  illustrating  the  Second  Act,  but  also  from  the 
niudieious   select  ion  of  French  and  German  national  airs  by  way 
of  Overture;   a  "happy  thought"  of  the  conductor's  which  went 
far,  we  are  convinced,  to  help  the  failure  of  the  piece. 
Having  said  thus  much,  we  will  now  proceed  on  the  usual  plan. 

SUMMARY  OF  CHARACTERS  IX   "WAR." 

Lotte,  charmingly  anil  intelligently  played  by  Miss  FANNY  (no,  not 
"FANN/.E,"  though  the  bill  does  soy  so  in  blue  print)  BttOTJGll. 

Blanche,  Jc.mie,  .-li/ites,  Katie  (four  frivolous  and  utterly  pointless 
young  persons}. 

Colonel  de  Juieliritnnea  (of  the  Theatre  Gymnase,  Paris.   Plea 
when  sane  :  uninteresting,  and,  in  fact,  a  nuisance  ^vhen  in 

Oscar  de  Rochvannes  (very  good  jeune  premie) — a  rule  not  i-nxij,/ 
filled),  Mu.  FREDERICK  (not  "FRED,"  as  in  the  trim,  vouch 
abbreviation  smacks  of  Music  Hall  vulgarity,  of  which  there  is 
not  a  trace  in  this  young  gentleman's  performance)  MEKTIN. 

Herr  Karl  Hartmann  (excellent  every  way),  MR.  A.  "W.  YOUNG. 

Captain  Sound,  It.N.  (a  first-rate  performance.  His  reading  the 
letter,  in  Art  III.,  is  stick  a  genuine  touch  of  nature  us  has  not  been 
sn-,t  sinee  ROBSON  played  SAMPSON  BUBB  in  the  "Porter's  Knot." 
We  certainly  say,  "  Go  and  see,"  in  this  part),  MR.  LIONEL 

^^  ACT  I. 

SCENE  (on  the  Stage)— The  List,  Serenonks.    Timi;  Midday.    SCENE 
(off  the  Mage)— The  Stalls.     Time,  8  efeMfe,  P. II. 

BLANCHE,  JESSIE,  AGNES,  KATIE,"CK  on  Stage  with  LOTTE,  talking. 
They  talk  on. 

Lounging  Habitus  (to  Friend}.  It's  not  unlike  School,  at  the 
Prince  of  Wales's. 

His  Friend.  No.     (Yawns.}    Only— it 's  a  bore. 

Fidgety  Person  (to  Stall  Keeper).    Has  it  begun  long,  eh  '•! 

Stall  Keeper  (only  interested  as  far  as  sixpence  goes).  No,  Sir,  not 
lona..  [Points  out  Stall,  and  offers  Programme. 

Fidgety  Person.  Ah,  thank  you.  (Takes  Programme,  pans 
nothing  to  the  Stall  Keeper,  and  goes  to  his  seat.  To  his  Neighbour, 
pleasantly).  It 's  begun  some  time  ? 

Sedate  Neighbour.  Yes. 

[  Wishes  people  wouldn't  come  in  late.     Hopes  he  's  not  going  to 
talk  to  him. 

Fidgety  Person  (while  dialogue  on  stage  goes  on).  Dear  me! 
Where's  my— (feels  in  his  pocket}' — No — (dives  under  seat,  and 
brings  out  his  hat,  looks  into  it} — No—  (dices  under  seat  again,  re- 
places hat,  comes  up  rather  out  of  breath,  as  if  after  a  plunge  in  the 
sea,  knocking  against  Sedate  Person's  legs).  Beg  pardon— but— very 
odd.  (To  Sedate  Person).  Would  you  kindly  allow  me  to  look  at 

[Sedate  Person  hands  it  to  him.  Sedate  Person's  wife  looks  across 
at  Fidgety  Man  angrily : 

Near-Sighted  Lady  (very  much  interested}.  I  don't  quite  under- 
stand who  these  young  ladies  are.  (Refers  to  bill.)  They  're  called 
BLANCHE,  JESSIE,  AGNES,  and  KATFE.  They've  no  surnames. 

Militant  Man  (in  attendance).  No.     (Struck  ly  the  idea.)  Very 

odd.     (More  struck  than  before.}      Dear  me,   yes,   very  strange. 

(Examines  bill,  and  is  quite  staggered.}     Yes— dear  me— how  very— 

[7s  utterly  overcome,  and  doesn't  recover  the  whole  evening. 

Mr.  Young  (as  HERU  KARL  HAHTMANN,  speaks  in  German  accent). 
Therre  will  be  no  Varr.  (With  the  terminating  "rrr's"  in,  his 
throat.)  Diplomassy  shall  settle  it. 

Oscar  (half  aside,  profoundly}.  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that. 

Colonel  (Iii  Jtuchrannes  (Frenchman,  in  broken  English}.  \  at  IS 
deese  Varr!  (Enthusiastically.}  It  is  gloire  !  ! ! 

[(roes  on  for  liliont  two  minutes  about  war  and  gloire . 

Habitue  (dubiously).  Urn!     Mistake! 

Attentive  Elderly  Lady  (charmed  with  MR.  YOUNG  as  HAETMANN). 
What  a  very  good  Frenchman  he  makes,  doesn't  ho  ? 

Elderly  tbubatui  (nltentire,  but  obtuse).  My  dear,  he  (alluding  to 
MR.  YOUNG)  is  a  Frenchman. 

[Is  a  little  annoyed  /it  hit  trlfe  nut  h/iring  found  that  out  at  first. 

Elderly  Attentive   Wife   (enlightened).   And  is  he   (meaning  M. 
HENRI  XEUTAN.N,  but  not  rcntitring  on  another  guess) — what  is  h 
meant  for '( 

Elilerli/  llnshiutd  (with,  evidently,  the  clearest  idea  of  the  -whole 
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ii  Oiiftii-  (teomuled),  For  Fr;i! 

[v/.s  there  is  it  ehnreh  in'iir,  of  course  an  organ  plays. 


piece.}  He?    AVhy,  he's  a  <!erman.    (Kindly  explaining.}     liul  it  V 
playi  'I  by  an  Engl  innan. 

[Tin-  i>itir,  In  in;/  ni.ir  in  ii  hopeless  muddle^  sit.  out  the  pi*  M,  ona 

"  (/<///'/  (//(//'•  »/f//r  nil/  ll'/lll/  tin-  stor;/  in." 

;,i   lii/nyii'e/1  (iii   Mali*,  after  dinner,  giving  his  opinion  on 
Mi:.  Yin  -MO-  '•'«,  "u'iu  Hen-!  quite  tin'  gay  German. 

/,',  ,-,•    t'ulh'irs    ,/    //Yr/y  »;«'/   i<»    //«'    «"»</'•,    /'•/-/<•//    /*;('/    ll/ileheo/i  anil 

Mt  dinner,  but  tm  air;/  baiianef,  eontisiing  chiefly  of  a  large 
t,i,in/iii-t  andar,  ne-apple.    Attth*  young  ladiM  teem  ta 

i'ii/n>/    if,    iniil   liei-oine    mart    <•»/""'    Ihun    en  r.       They  i'ii/l   I'll 
COLONM    Kuril  \  AN  M:S  /-;•    a    KOIIIJ.       Ill'   ninijK.       All  join    in 

r/iti. 

.,/  Mimieitl  A  iiin/eiir  (  in!-'  .nderftil 

I'iciitcli  ll)''  tune  and  wurds  the  first  time  of  hearing,  anil 
then  lie  aMe  to  sing  il  n.nvctly. 

\_Olil  II  urr.M  VN.N  tlien  sing  "  Latin.  eiortw, 

"  J\o'i/i:    Inliile,    iSv.''1       'J7ie  rn  //ill    ]  oi.'ni/    l.i" 

'••ill  ('U'TAIX  Sol'M)  eilteh   It-aril:-  , 

i  k  a  U'tler  nrrire.t  iniiiiniiieiiiij 
ilini   ff'ar  is  proeliinneil. 

iy  Jove,  that's  why  it's  called 
j|    ,  'udofAct. 

la  Act  II. 

''•mines  (iii  mi  uncommonly  short  mii 

ii/ijnireiit/i/  I  In-  /nils  hare  been  :  hut  <ir  <•!//  off  iii  somi  ;/"</'•- 

nifiif,  i«  attending  liis  son}.   You  suiter  for  France,  &0.,  \-;;.. 

[3Fi>re  about  "itar"  "IK/  "  ij/niri',''  us  liifuri-. 
His 

Enter  Sisters  of  Charity 

ITnlitvi'.  They  mnstlbe  distimt  relations  of  Charity,  I  should  say, 
as  iluy  don't  take  any  notice  of  the  two  wounded  persons. 

Military  I't'i-smi  (gtaerving  their  <i<lmim1>lr  urder).  By  Jove, 
thej  "ve  li'eeu  well  drilled  ;  thi-y  march  like  soldiers. 

[The  xis/ci-x  IHISS  Colonel  and  son  unnoticed  and  exeunt.    But*- 
liens   <  if    ••'  "iii'N.     MIIIT  si-rriee  in    church.     More 

vrijini.  The  <  'olnitel,  not  Itcinij  n  reliijimix  man,  enn't  stand 
Iliix,  itnd  f/ni'x  mini.  More  ulimit  "tmr"  mitt  "  <J  loin:" 
His  liiiinri/  el'rs  out  the  Act,  until  n  iiiit/ti'fif  situation 
finishes  it. 

Captain  Dyngtcell  (astutely}.  The  French  Cockalomm's  rather  a 
caution  when  he's  off  his  nut. 

Ctiji/tiiii  J>i/>igire/l'.i  Friend  (from  the  Hag}.  Do  you  think  he 
conies  out  strong  as  a  lunatic  in  the  Third  Act  ( 

Captain  1).  (trfio  has  not  yet  giren  his  great  mind  to  this  problem). 
Ah  —  (vaguely)  —  yes.  I  dare  say  he  '11  bustle  'em  a  hit. 

[Tiirns'  roii/ul  uml  examines  the  house  through  his  lorgnette. 
l-'iilijeti/  J'ei-soii  (to  Kednle  Xeiijhbour).  You  don't  know  what  time 
this  is  over,  do  you  ? 

Nftlittc  one.  ?so.  (ThinJ;s  this  answer  is  a  little  too  abrupt,  so  adds  :) 
I  should  sav  about  ten. 

Fidgety  Pi 
arrangemen 

ACT  III. 

Hoars  of  laughter  at  MK.  BROTJGH  as  Captain  Sound.  Judicious 
a/i/itdiisi-ftir  liis  pnflii'tir  lift  with  the  letter. 

Elder»y  attentive.  Gentleman  (to  Wife).  You'll  see  that  the  son 
isn't  dead  after  all. 

llix  Wife  (equalli/  at/en  fire).  Yes;  but  I  'don't  quite  understand 
•which  is  the  German  —  I  mean,  which  is  the  Englishman  — 

Her  lliisliuii//  (annoyed}.  You  mean  which  is  the  Frenchman. 
Why,  it's  as  plain  as  —  (thinks,  anil  then  ailils)  But  I'll  tell  you 
when  we  get  home. 

DEITOTJE1LEST. 

Oscar,  aliff,  embraces  Lotte.  Siulilenli/  the  siirnamcless  and  rn/ml 
Young  Ladies  nil  appear  front  xomeirhere  id  the  Intel;,  its  if  by 
efoe/.irorli,  and  striku  attitudes  e.ri>remice  of  nothing  in  par- 

tirii/ar. 

Critical  Hdbituf  (rising  to  gt>).  Yes.    Last  Act's  the  one.    Might 

have  all  been  played  in  one  Act. 

Jfix  Frietiil  (Theatrical  .Imiiti  ur).  How  ? 


IV   UUUUL  MUi. 

Person  (starting,  and  alluding  out  aloud  to  some  private 
n/  elererly  made).  And  they  won't  fetch  me  till  eleven ! ! 


point.     Koitnd  breaks  it  to  the  two  fathers  and  the  girl,  Oscar  turns 
up  ;  there  you  are.     Have  a  cigar.     A  lions  ! 

[lie's  not  fur  from  wrong,  a  nil  exeunt  omncs. 


National  Advice. 


XKYI:R  go  to  war  unless  you  are  morally  certain  that  you  are  in 
the  right,  and  physically  sure  of  being  able  to  crush  your  enemy. 


A  WHOOP    FOR   WAR. 


vi:s,  Mi:.  MI:I:I:IMA.V,  sound 
your  aim 

g   and     AlTI.KllAKTir, 
shout  ye,  "  To  Anns  ;  " 
At  the  war's  outbreak  you 
•  all  for — 

windpipes 
grown  trumpets  of  war. 

Had  ye  not  reason  to  alter 

youi 
Von  and  the  workmen  on 

you  \\lio  rely  I- 
Frtutee  th«  i-was 


ade  war  was 

auKnijm-e.  That'sgonc: 
a    Ui  public   the  war 
earri 

War    with    a    monarchy, 
,re  to  liefri 
,    and  liloocl  bid  the 

•id  : 

What  if  you  neither,  your- 
selves, bleed  nor  pay '' 

elamour,     that 
other  men  may. 

For  a  Republic  can  nevi  r 

do  wrong, 

King^  Mob  by  right  divine 
reigns  when  he  'sstrong. 
Now  the  French  people  continue  the  light, 
War,  at  first  wrong,  becomes  perfectly  right. 

Which  of  you  would  not  an  Income-tax  stand, 
On  his  week's  earnings  by  head  or  by  hand, 
Though,  a  large  impost  it  were  on  small  gain, 
So  that  it  went  the  French  tight  to  sustain '( 

Which,  to  serve  France,  would  mind  being  shot  dead, 
Pierced  through  the  stomach,  the  heart,  or  the  head '! 
Having  a  bayonet  thrust  into  his  eye  ? 
Or  by  a  shell  smashed  his  shin  or  his  thigh  ? 

Which  would  not  hazard  a  jaw  shot  away, 
Afterwards  life  to  be  borne  as  it  may, 
Minus  the  means  he  at  present  employs 
Wisely  in  making  a  valorous  noise  ? 

Heed  not  the  scoffers  who  meanly  inquire 
Why  not  yourselves  join  the  French  under  fire, 
'Stead  of  demanding,  with  wild  waste  of  breath, 
Mission  of  others  to  torture  and  death  ? 

O,  by  the  Royal  Command  you  are  tied, 
Being  forbidden  to  help  either  side, 
But  to  keep  neutral  both  nations  between : 
Here  you  stay  out  of  respect  for  the  UUEEX. 

A  CAPITAL  NOTION. 

A  rBOVUfCiAL  contemporary,  reporting  an  evening  festival,  says, 
"  The  Chairman  at  intervals  gave  the  audience  permission  to  join  in  con- 
versation,  a   permission    which  was    accepted    most  ^readily,  and    added 
considerably  to  the  enjoyable  nature  of  the  proceedings." 

This  is  probable  enough.  Whether  the  enjoyment  would  have 
been  shared  by  the  platform  speakers  and  the  vocalists,  if  they  had 
heard  what  was  said  about  their  efforts,  is  a  matter  of  speculation. 
But  the  precedent  is  a  good  one,  and  might  be  followed  with  advan- 
tage at  most  meetings.  Audiences  would  listen  with  more  attention, 
if  they  knew  that  they  would  occasionally  have  "  an  interval  of  five 
minutes  for  abuse  of  the  performers." 


In  the  Interest  of  Peace  ! 

IT  is  not  the  intention  of  Government  to  employ  the  Italian  organ- 
grinders  in  re-organising  the  British  Army.  The  re-organisation  of 
our  Army  is  designed  to  avert  war,  an  object  that  would  be  frus- 
trated by  any  means  comprehending  those  noisy  vagabonds;  for 
there  is  110  peace  wherever  they  are. 

"  FAXCI-  WORK."— Imaginative  poetry. 
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THE    "NEC    PLUS    ULSTER"    GREAT-COAT. 

(INTENDED  FOR  COLD,  BUT  NOT  MUDDY,  WEATHER.) 


HER  BAPTISM  OF  FIKE. 

aw  her,  the  witching,  the  wanton,  tho  winning, 
In  the  flush  of  her  music,  her  meats  and  her  wine, 
The  Circe  that  gave  such  a  glory  to  sinning, 
That  dalliance  seemed  duty,  and  evil,  divine. 
Such  the  spell  of  sweet  eyes,  and  bright  beautiful  face, 
Men  swooned  to  behold  them,  and  died  to  embrace. 

We  walked  in  her  chambers,  amidst  a  soft  dimness 
Of  folds  wreathed  and  woven  and  cunningly  flung 
To  tame  into  touching  and  tender  the  grimness 
That  under  that  weird  face's  witchery  clung : 
And  through  the  white  veils  came  a  tremulous  glow, 
Like  the  rose  of  the  sunset  through  wind- winnowed  snow. 

And  more  bright  for  those  clouds  gathered  artfully  round  her 

Shone  the  light  of  her  cheek  and  the  lure  of  her  eye, 
Till  we  asked  not  whence  came  the  allurement  that  crowned  her, 
But  yearned  for  her  kiss,  though  to  kiss  were  to  die. 
All  races  and  regions  their  worshippers  gave, 
And  none  but  was  fain  to  be  some  time  her  slave. 

So  she  revelled  and  ruled,  wiled,  and  wantoned,  and  won, 

Like  to  her  seen  in  Patmos  in  purple  attired, 
Deckt  with  gold  and  fair  stones  that  shot  light  as  the  sun, 
In  her  hand  a  gold  cup,  for  their  lips  that  desired, 
Of  all  filthiness  full,  and  a  name  on  her  brow, 
That  seemed  fitting  her  then,  but  so  seemeth  not  now. 

For  behold,  o'er  her  borders  the  foeman  has  stormed, 

And  her  guards  set  to  meet  him  like  straws  swept  away  ; 
And  now  at  her  gate  his  battalions  have  formed, 
And  close  and  more  close  draw  their  iron  array: 
Sure  the  white,  wanton  witch  in  her  drap'ries  must  cower, 
As  the  breakers  of  battle  beat  loud  at  her  bower. 

But  lo,  what  a  change  in  that  face  false  and  fair, 
And  those  soft  supple  limbs,  late  in  dalliance  entwined  ! 


She  has  torn  off  the  rose- wreath  that  trailed  in  her  hair, 
She  has  knit  up  her  loose  locks  that  played  in  the  wind ; 
For  her  silks  and  her  laces,  hath  clothed  her  in  steel, 
And  from  wanton  grown  warrior,  from  proud  head  to  heel. 

For  her  meats  of  the  costly,  her  wines  of  the  choice, 

She  eats  of  the  coarse,  and  she  drinks  of  the  cheap  : 
The  smooth  limbs  that  wont  in  down  beds  to  rejoice, 
On  the  straw  by  the  bivouac  watch-fire  can  sleep ; 
And  her  brow  hath  ta'en  sternness,  and  hardness  her  hand, 
And  the  lips  that  lisped  love-songs  sound  words  of  command. 

Nor  the  shot  and  the  steel  of  the  foeman  alone 

She  has  found — this  soft  wanton — endurance  to  face ; 
With  worse  waste  of  the  heart,  than  the  shot's  of  the  stone, 
The  slow  tooth  of  Famine  its  way  gnaws  apace ; 
And  the  warmth  in  her  blood  aiding  famine  to  kill, 
The  winter  Frost  creeps  with  its  death-dealing  chill. 

And  at  last  with  the  Famine  and  Frost  has  come  Fire, 

On  that  head,  erst  so  dainty,  its  baptism  to  pour, 
Till  her  crown  of  proud  towers  topples  down  in  the  mire, 
And  death-shrieks  are  shrill  through  the  erash  and  the  roar. 
Is 't  despair  or  defiance  thus  nerves  her  to  stand, 
Though  shivered  hilt-high  is  the  sword  in  her  hand  ? 

Bids  her  hold  her  bent  brows  still  confronting  the  flame, 

Whose  hot  hungry  tongue  licks  her  beautiful  hair, 
As  if  in  its  fires  she  would  purge  sin  and  shame, 
Draw  strength  from  starvation,  defence  from  despair, 
Till  we  ask  in  amazement  and  awe — Can  it  be  t 
Is  this  Dalilah,  Queen  of  Earth's  Wantons,  we  see  ? 

Is  this  Amazon,  shrunk,  stricken,  scathed,  but  still  proud, 
And  so  staunch  in  hard  steel,  the  soft  silken-robed  dame, 
That  with  wine  of  her  witchcraft  made  drunken  the  crowd, 
Till  from  men  they  waxed  beasts,  and  thereof  had  no  shame  ? 
Can  War's  fire  so  wickedness,  wantonness  slay, 
That  her  foul  shall  grow  fair,  and  her  dross  slough  away  ? 
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PECULIAR    PEOPLE. 

,rj  in:   extravagant   man    hired   a 

•p\  it . ,     call  t«i  look  out  for  an  omnibus. 

m    /  Y  >fCj       Thr  m.an  of  Knii<»itry  j's- 

&      /  J    /  ^R^Aa   cortcd   his  Scotch  mother-in- 
law  underneath  tin    nii^' 
although  lie  knew  beforehand 
that  she  had  been  taking  snuiF. 
1  lie  sanguine  man  expected 
to  find  a  policeman  when  ho 
one. 

Tile  credulous    mail  believed 

the  assurance  of  u  cab-driver 
that  a  long  circuit  was  n 
because  VK>  street*  were  being 
p«ved. 

The  lazy  man  allowed  his  fire 
to  go  out,  rather  than  ring  the 
boll  to  bid  somebody  to  p<  ike  it . 
Tbe  eh'-ert'ul  ninii  enjoyed 
tin  half-hour  that  lie  spent  in 
waiting  for  his  dentist. 

The  punctual  man  served 
out  the  *oup  for  his  eleven 
expected  guests,  when  only 
thrve  of  them  had  actually 
arrived  at  the  appointed  hour 

eating  it. 

The  hasty  man  sat  down  to  read  Paradise  Lost,  and  afterwards 
was  heard  to  boast  that  he  got  through  it  at  a  sitting. 

The  hopeful  man  twice  gave  a  cab-driver  a'sovereign  for  a  shilling, 
and  twice  cherished  the  delusion  that  it  would  be  returned  to  him. 

The  man  of  fortitude  was  brave  enough  to  open  his  front-door 
himself,  when  he  saw  the  tax-gatherer,  the  gas-man,  and  the  rate- 
collector  knock  at  it. 

The  cautious  man  never  went  a  mile  away 'from  home  without 
taking  his  umbrella  with  him,  and  putting  a  corkscrew,  pen  and 
ink,  and  a  bill-stamp  in  his  pocket. 

The  gluttonous  man,  by  bribery,  went  beforehand  to  the  supper- 
room,  and  devoured  the  liver-wings  of  all  the  fowls  displayed  there. 
The  reckless  man  was  bold  enough  to  take  his  wife  down  Regent 
Street,  and  tell  her  that  he  had  a  ten-pound  about  him. 

The  modest  man  was  tempted  to  return  thanks  for  the  brides- 
maids, and,  to  avoid  his  chatting  friends,  was  caught  next  day  at 
Gravesend  in  the  act  of  emigration. 


PUNCH'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES. 


Revised  and  Corrected  for  1871. 

.i,  Geoffrey  Deyereux,  Esq., of  Fernhurst,  Yoickshire. 

Born  1790;  fine  old  English  gentleman;  wears  a  blue  coat  and 
brass  buttons,  and  uses  gilt-edged  letter  paper;  drinks  port:  still 
hunts  with  the  Brinklcy  hounds,  and  has  shot  several  woodcocks  his 
season.  Married,  in  1811,  Marian  Chaloner,  only  child  of  Sir  Lawford 
Cumberland,  Bart.,  of  Four  Parlours,  Parkshire,  and  hasten  children 
living,  fifty-three  grandchildren,  and  nineteen  great-grandchildren ; 
his  eldest  son,  Bertram  Cumberland  (author  of  The  Rifle  and  the 
lii«I],  is  M.P.  for  Mid- Yoickshire,  the  husband  of  the  handsomest 
woman  in  the  county,  and  almost  as  popular  as  "the  old  Squire" 
himself. 

This  is  the  family  which  is  in  possession  of  the  celebrated ' '  Rocking- 
ham  "  ghost.  Great  reserve  is  maintained  as  to  the  behaviour  of 
this  uncomfortable  visitor,  but  the  following  account  may  be  relied 
on  as  an  authentic  version  of  the  story,  compiled  with  considerable  care 
and  expense  from  family  muniments,  county  histories,  the  lips  of 
terrified  maid-servants,  and  the  resources  of  a  fertile  and  cultivated 
imagination. 

In  the  north  wing  of  Fernhurst,  which  is  overgrown  with  ivy, 
and  haunted  by  the  hooting  owl  and  flitting  bat,  there  is  a  long 
wainscoted  gallery  of  polished  oak,  hun$  round  with  family  portraits, 
hereditary  samplers,  stags'  antlers,  pikes,  arquebuses,  burgonets, 
.  enevmae-tb-Mte,  and  cither  precious  heirlooms  from  the 
time  of  the  Crusaders.  This  favourite  resort  of  the  family  was  latelyin 
the  hands  of  the  painters,  who  are  in  the  receipt  of  weekly  wages,  and 
reside,  when  at  home,  in  the  neighbouringjnarket-town  of  Byecross. 
(These  and  other  particulars  may  seem  irrelevant,  but  they  are 
abtotutely  inehspentabh  to  the  full  elucidation  of  the  mystery.)  The 
most  athletic  and  intelligent  artisan  of  the  party,  a  high-shouldered 
man,  with  a  slight  defect  in  his  hearing,  and  a  patch  on  his  waistcoat, 
was  passing  along  the  gallery  in  the  twilight  of  a' winter's  afternoon, 
whistling  a  popular  melody,  and  thinking  of  the  upper  housemaid, 
to  whom  he  was  engaged  to  be  married  at  Whitsuntide,  when  the 


door  of  an  apartment  at  the  extreme  end  slowly  opened,  and    a 
figure  emerged,  cloaked  i'mm  head  t<>  toot  in  white,  and  bc-i 

under  its  i-Mit  arm  a  small  mahogany  dn  -t,  'which  glittered  in  the 
moonlight,  and  was  evidently  bound  with  brass,  and  as  food  as  new. 

The  figure  approached,  and  beckoned  to  the  t  eohanic. 

In  his  agitation  he  dropped  a  new  paint-hni  h,  and  ceased  t.i  ; 
of  the  upl>ci  housemaid,  who  had  that  v.  ry  day  u-iven  notice  of  her 
intention  to  leave  at  the  expiration  of  the  month.     It  beckoned  him 
mil  time'.      II.-  stood  rooted  to  the  carpet,  and  wiped   his  brow 
with  a  ducked  handkerchief ,  on  which  the  dew  of  agoi 
great  heads.     It  beckoned  to  him  for  the  third  and  last  time,  [mint- 
ing with  a  •  -tun-  to  its  bared  threat,  and 
ha-.lv   but    noiseless   strides  towards   the    spell-bound  joi 
painter,    uttering   the   while   an  unearthly  cry,    which   reached   the 
whist-party  in  the  blue  drawing-room,  and  led  to  the  match  being 
finally  broken  oft'. 

An  hour  afterwards,  the  hidi-shouldcred  painter,  with  a  d 
in  his  hearing  Utd   money  in   the  savings' bank,  was  found  by  the 
upper  housemaid  in  a  dead  faint  on  the  gallery  door,  the 
tools  lying  untouched  by  his  side,  and  a  Faithful  hound  licking  his 
.md  hands.     His  lirst  words  oncoming  to  him  -"It 

made  me  touch  the  place  on  its  throat  and "  he  fainted  away 

ii.     The  upper  housemaid,  who  had  been  six  years  in  the  family, 
and  lived   belore  in   good  places,  burnt  brown  paper  under  his  nos- 
-ti-i.ped  in  vinegar,  and  had  recourse  to  her  smelling-bottle,  his 
11  her  last  birthday.    He  revived  again,  but  no  persuasion 
could  induce  him  to  resume  the  thread  of  his  narrative.     They  were 
married,  and  went  out  to  New  Orleans,  but  no  clue  to  the  m\ 
was  ever  obtained,  c.xccpt  in  a  soda-water  bottle  which  was  washed 
ashore  on  the  coast  of  Labrador,  and  is  now  in  the  hands  of  the 
abulary. 

Fernhurst,  Wraybury,  and  Cumberland  House,  Brandenburgh 
Square,  W. 

CLAKKXCIEUX,  the  Honourable  Boothby  Chester,  of  Waterfall 
Park,  Wessex. 

Youngest  and  most  unmanageable  son  of  the  Earl  of  Ambleside, 
and  great-nephew  of  the  Princess  of  Tivoli,  who  was  lost  in  the  fog 
at  the  coronation  of  George  the  Fourth. 

Born  1822.  or  thereabouts,  for  he  is  shy  as  to  his  age.inherited  his 
grandmother  s  queer  temper  and  estates ;  married  Christabel  Geraldine, 
daughter  and  co-heiress  of  Markham  Vavasour  Smith,  Esq.,  of  Sad- 
dlethorpe  (this  is  a  branch  of  the  Smith  family  settled  in  London), 
but  is  separated  from  her  on  account  of  her  violent  and  uncontrol- 
lable sneezing  fits  ;  turned  gray  in  a  single  night  after  the  loss  at  sea 
of  some  particular  old  East  India  Madeira ;  wears  a  wig,  and  goes 
up  in  a  balloon  whenever  he  has  an  opportunity ;  has  been  both  in 
the  Army  and  Navv,  and  is  now  in  difficulties ;  is  short-sighted,  but 
capable  of  great  physical  exertion ;  possesses  the  largest  and  most 
valuable  'collection  of  walking-sticks  in  the  world,  which  he  has 
announced  his  intention  to  leave  to  the  Travellers'  Club ;  a  homeo- 
path, a  Spiritualist,  a  Freemason,  a  dilettante,  a  fly-fisher,  a  Toxo- 
philite.a  Positivist,  an  incessant  grumbler,  and  a  member  of  the 
I)yke  Regis  Book  Society.  Heiress,  his  maternal  aunt,  Dame 
Zacyntha  Burkinthorpe,  relict  of  Sir  George  Jawson  Burkinthorj>e, 
who  was  knighted  for  his  classical  attainments  in  the  Crimea— he 
attained  the  great  age  of  a  hundred  and  one,  and  never  wore  an 
over-coat  until  he  was  ninety-nine,  and  drank  a  bottle  of  port  wine 
every  day  of  his  life  after  arriving  at  years  of  discretion,  and  was 
the  senior  member  of  the  Wrendlesham  Bowling  Club. 

Waterfall  Park,  Dyke  Regis,  and  22x,  The  Cosy,  Piccadilly. 


FROST  AND  SNOW. 

A  ROYAL  ACADEMICIAN  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr.  Punch: 
and  you  might  make  a  good  joke  about  Sin  FBANCIS  GRANT'S  ser- 
vants' neglect  to  sweep  away  the  snow,  thereby  causing  the  respected 
P.  R.  A.  to  be  fined.  I  think  the  joke  should  be  that  frost  having 
been  lately  favoured  by  the  Academy,  the  servants  did  not  like  to 
be  hard  upon  Snow,  or  something  of  that  sort,  don't  you  see?  and 
so  oblige  K.  A. 

Shakspearian. 

AT  a  recent  meeting  of  one  of  our  learned  Societies'a  "paper  was 
read  on  "  Prospero's  Clothes-Line."  This,  we  are  glad  to  under- 
stand, is  only  the  first  of  a  series  of  similar  essays  to  include 
"Othello's  Blacking-brush,"  "  Shylock's  Carving-knife,"  "  Desde- 
mona's Pocket-handkerchief,"  "Falstaff's  Clothes-basket,"  "Puck's 
Girdle,"  and  "Malvolio's  Garters." 


INSCRIPTION  FOB  A  SHOEMAKER'S  SHOP. 
"  With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot."—S/iakspeare. 

'  On;  NATIONAL  DEFKNCKS."— The  Sea  and— its  Sickness. 
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INGENIOUS. 

Farmer.  "  JIMMY,  D  'YE  SEE  THE  WIND  HAS  BLAWN  THE  FLAY-CRAW  DOWN  ?    GET  AWAY,  AND  SET  IT  Up  !  " 
Jemmy  (at  his  Lunch).  "  IT'S  BETTKU  AS  IT  is,  MAISTER.    THE  CRAWS  'LL  THINK  IT  's  STOOPIN'  TO  PICK  up  A  STYEN." 
[North  Country,  ' '  Stone. " 


SHRIMPS  AND  STATESMAN. 

GREENWICH,  unsolicited,  elected  GLADSTONE.  Well,  for  once  in 
its  life,  Greenwich  did  a  worthy  thing,  and  might  quietly  have 
reposed  upon  its  mud  and  laurels.  But  Greenwich  nas  been  stirring 
up  its  mud,  and  is  likely  to  lose  its  laurels.  It  has  permitted  meet- 
ings to  signify  to  the  world  that  Shrimptown  is  displeased  with 
GLADSTONE.  The  Premier  has  been  asked  to  resign.  Mr.  Punch 
has  awaited  a  counter-demonstration,  which  should  have  atoned  for 
the  impertinence  to  MB.  GLADSTONE.  But  as  this  amends  has  not 
been  made,  Mr.  Punch  deems  it  right  to  let  the  world  perceive  the 
intellectual  character  of  the  personages  who,  in  the  name  of  Shrimp- 
town,  decline  the  honour  of  being  represented  by  the  Premier.  The 
following  paragraph,  extracted  from  a  contemporary,  should  be  cut 
on  a  marble  slab,  and  set  up  in  Greenwich  Hospital : — 

"  The  speech  delivered  by  Captain  Dominy,  the  chairman  of  the 
Greenwich  meeting  on  Monday  night,  was  unique  in  its  way.  The 
speaker  having  a  weak  voice,  could  not  make  himself  heard,  but  he 
kindly  handed  his  manuscript  to  the  reporters.  We  quote  the  docu- 
ment:— 'The  succour  render  to  Mr  Gladstone  in  this  Brorough  he 
has  indignatly  Repeled  By  Driving  upwards  of  1000  familys  to  seek 
a  Forrign  Shore.  Not  only  closing  the  Dockyard  with  all  ship- 
building yards  is  felt  by  every  Tradesman  in  the  Borough.  Even 
the  Greenwich  Taverns  has  felt  his  Pruning  Knife.  Mr  Gladstone 
had  the  opportunity  of  making  Greenwich  With  the  Numerous 
Manufactorys  and  snipbuild  yards  one  of  the  Greatest  Boroughs  in 
England  He  could  have  created  it  a  Royal  Borough  had  he  been  so 
disposed  Particular  so  has  Royality  Resides  thereat.  He  could  not 
introduce  his  Radicalism  to  overturn  the  constitution  of  England  in 
which  the  country  took  so  great  a  pride.  (Cheers).' " 

MR.  GLADSTONE  is  as  well  as  can  be  expected,  considering  this 
terrific  speech  and  the  bad  weather,  but  his  friends  are  anxious. 

ANTI-MATRIMONIAL  READING.— The  Cingalese  language.  [Our  un- 
happy Contributor  evidently  means  "  single  ease,"  and  thinks  our 
Readers  will  find  it  out  without  explanation.] 


A  SOLID  RECOMMENDATION. 

SYMPATHISING  ME.  PTTNCH, 

I  WAS  a  dancing-master  till  my  figure  grew  too  fat.  Now, 
I  am  too  rotund  to  rotate  as  I  used  to  do.  Yet  here  is  a  situation 
which  I  think  might  suit  me : — 

AUX  PROFESSEURS  de  DANSE.— line  bonne   SITUATION,  per- 
manente,  dans  une  ville  du  Nord  de  1' Angleterre,  pour  un  liomrae  respect- 
able et  solide. 

I  have  often  sighed,  with  Hamlet,  that  this  "  too,  too  solid  flesh 
would  melt."  But,  in  spite  of  all  my  efforts  to  reduce  my  waist,  I 
still  weigh  nineteen  stones  live  pounds  and  thirteen  ounces,  in  my 
stockings.  Surely,  then,  I  may  consider  that  I  am  by  Nature  fitted 
for  the  above  professorship.  If  I  am  not  a  "  solid"  man,  I  wonder 
where  they  '11  find  one.  YourS)  panting  with  expectancy, 

GASPAR  JONES. 
Terpsichore  Villa,  Tuesday. 

P.S.  I  can't  read  French  myself,  but  my  eldest  daughter  speaks  it 
4ke  an  oyster,  I  mean  to  say  a  native,  so  I  got  her  to  translate  for  me. 


Hint  to  Housewives. 

SPEAK  no  more  of  bread-and-butter, 
Truth  if  you  desire  to  utter  ; 
Would  you  give  the  right  name  to  it  ? 
Then  you  '11  call  it  bread-and-suet. 


A  HINT  FOR  A   HERO. 


^  next  England  goes  to  war,  the  battle-cry  of  her  future 

NELSONS  and  WELLINGTONS  must  be,  "  Westminster  Abbey,  MADAME 
TUSSAUD'S,  or  Victory  !  " 


QUESTION-   BY   A    SEWING    MACHINE.—  What   is   Woman's  true 
sphere  ?  —  The  .Hemisphere. 
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WHO   WILL   TEACH    THE   TEACHERS? 

no,  iinl.-i  '1  -  No\\  that  uni- 
versal education  is  the  order 
of  tin-  day,  anil  e\.rybody 
ha-*  decided  upon  educating 
i  v<  rybody,  tin-  qu 
win  TO  to  get  tin 

a  momenton 

and  everybody  nearly  is  en- 
"iiring  to  answer  it.    A 
iponacnt  of  tin 
fills  a  column  and  a  quarter 
with  his  notions  on  the  sub- 
k  us  he  considers 
traimir.'-enlleL-vs  for  teach- 
ers are   the   only  source  by 
i    Mitlieient    educating 
IUJWIT     can    be    nationally 
supplied.      It    appears  from 
the  statist ies  wherewith  he 
hacks   his   arguments,  that 
in  1,- 

"  25,342  teachers  had  <-harge  at 
an  arengo  of  1 ,062,999  scholars, 
or  there  was  one  teiwher  •  •  for 
rather  Ins  than  42  scholars." 

Forty-two  to  one  are  kragish  odds  against  ft  master,  and  one  can 
hardly  wonder  at  the  ignorance  of  10  never  had  a  chance  of 

being  taught  by  something  hctter  than  the  t'ort  \ 
a  man.     But  it  is  estimated  now  that    "  in    KicjLmd  and  Wales 
-  will  be  needeil  for  more  than  V>00.i>  .."  and  there 

is  therefore  ample  reason  why  our  present  train!::  .  which, 

if  full,  ean  only  furnish   and    keep  up  a  staff  of  lir. 
thousand  teachers,  should  be  increased  and 
work  they  ought  to  do,   !These  colleges  are  not  so  at 
men  as  those  at  Oxford  or  at  Cambridge,  ms  in  sixty-nine 

there  were  not  twelve  thousand  teachers  from   them  in  our  schools. 
So  the  suggestion  is  ^thrown  out  that  scholarships  be  founded,  "  to 


11.  Why  docs  an  English  cook,  when  she  wants  to  broil  a  chop, 
make  up  such  a  tire  a-  '.  !o  broil  an  elephant  r1 

1-J.  Stati-,  from  history,  your  reasons  for  believing  that  ALFULD 
Tin;  i  in  reality  a  dwarf. 


NKW  FORM  OF  AUTOGUAl'lI-BKOGIMJ. 

Di:\i;  Sue, 

llAvixt;  a  desire  to  possess  the  autographs  of  distinguished 
•the  liberty  df  soliciting  your  signature. 

But,  desiring  that  it  should  In-  upon  sum  com- 

mon-place than  a  scrap  like  this,  1  venture  to  ask  you  to  place  it  at 
the  font  of  one  ot  tli  ol  tinted  papn-  to  be  found  in  your 

chei|ue-l k,   and   forward.      1  will  not  trouble  you  further,  but 

win  n  1  shall  have  prefixed  to  your  signature-  a  few  words  ai 
in  accordance  with  a  cert  a  in  i  ntry  in  my  ledger — one  to  which  I  Jiaye 
had  the  honour  of  calling  your  attention  at  several  half-yearly  in- 
tervals--! will  cans.-  the  document  to  he  di  posited,  for  safety,  at  a 
well-known  banking  establishment,  and  this  Course  will,  I  trust, 
explain  to  you  tin  -  h  I  shall  set  upon  your  autograph. 

Your  early  reply  will  oblige,    Sir, 

Your  obedient  Servant, 
/•  Liailfl  lWtlwix/1,    '  TlJlOTHY  Jo.N 


IT  A  NO:  PIANO: 


Tin; 


of  teaching  in  classes  should  be  conducted  before  some  master  of  a 
model  school."  As,  doubtless,  every  master  deems  his  school  a  model 
one,  there  may  In  some  slight  trouble  in  deciding  who  shall  be  the 
happy  man  elected  to  occupy  this  post.  Perhaps  the  wiser  course 
would  be  to  confide  the  duty  to  the  hands  of  Mr.  Punch.  Elemen- 


education  does  not  merely  mean  an  education  in  the  elements  ;  and. 
even  if  it  did,  Mr.  Punch  knows  quite  enough  of  earth  and  air  and 
water  to  stand  the  fire  of  criticism  on  any  of  the  questions  he,  as 
Model  Schoolmaster,  might  see  fit  to  propose.  With  what  sort  of 
test-questions  Mr.  1'nnrh  would  teach  the  teachers,  he  will  not  for 
worlds  now  venture  to  proclaim.  Still,  as  a  smattering  of  every- 
thing, from  chemistry  to  elassicality,  and  from  history  to  hydro- 
statics, is  by  many  folks  considered  elementary  education,  the 
following  may  serve  as  well  as  any  other  as  a  sample  of  the  problems 
Mr.  Punch,  in  his  omniscience,  might  determine  to  put  forth  :— 

1.  Who  invented  plum-pudding?    And  what  did  he  do  with  it, 

after  he  invented  it  r 

'2.  Who  were  the  CKAK  m  r1  And  did  their  mother  know  when 
tin  y  happened  to  be  out  ? 

:'..  \Vl.y.  except  for  profit,  do  so-called  Christian  butchers  raise 
the  price  of  Christmas  i 

4.  Do  you  know  the  question  whereof  this  is  the  answer,  Because 
one  is  a  miMletoe  and  the  other  is  a  missal  i 

-">.  History  relates  that  next  morning  he  repented  of  that  last 
cigar  he  smoked.  Of  whom  is  this  related,  and  where  is  the  record 
writ  '•: 

6.  An  ounce  of  oxone  is  as  heavy  as  a  feather-weight  of  oxygen. 
Describe  t;  ling  this  h:  net. 

7.  Was  it  JTTHIUS  or  J  -vuwho  said  that  England's  best 
bulwarks  were  her  wooden  heads:' 

8.  Can  a  bill  at  sight  he  legally  made  payable  at  a  Blind  Asylum  :- 

9.  Multiply  £i)s:;,-j:,7  8»,  i',,/.  ]ly  £3, 429.G2S  7*.  <i^A,  and  divide 
the   proceeds  between  the  Hospital   for  Incurables  and  the  Idiot 
Asylum. 

10.  In  what    year   were   the   Greek  Calends  established  ';    How 
many  were  there,  and  what  was  their  relation  to  the  Three  Calenders 
in  the  Arabian  .\ii//i/s .' 


-ntnMHtU  a  report  that  MADAME  An  \  111:1. i.\ 
imldic  life.    It  was  proper  that 
tb«  report  should   i  iicted,   although  no  one  believed  it. 

tire  from  public  life  when  Mr. 

Pmtek  shall  refpiest  her  to  do  so,  and  not  until  then.  We  may  add, 
that  that  hidv  is  engaged  to  perform  a  symphony,  in  honour  of  his 
Hundredth  Volume,  which  will  appear  t  wenty  years  hence,  and  she- 
will  .  •  in  publicly  on  all  fitting  occasions  in  the  mean- 
time. 1 1  is  a  good  while  since  he  wrote  of 

"  the  friftdl  Miss  GODDABD, 
Whom  wit!  i  all  the  critical  squad  heard," 

but  his  affections  are  as  unaltered  as  her  powers,  or  rather,  both 
have  strengthened  by  time.  Bless  him;  how  elegantly  he  can  turn  a 
compliment  when  he  gives  his  mind  to  it ! 


PARLIAMENTARY  ECONOMY. 

THE  saying  that  "Half  a  loaf  is  better  than  no  bread"  is  a 
perfect  truism,  but  a  defective  proverb.  Half  a  loaf  is,  indeed,  in 
so  far  as  it  can  sustain  life,  a  great  deal  better  than  no  bread  what- 
soever. But  half  an  Army  is  not,  likewise,  better  than  no  Army  at 
all.  On  the  contrary,  if  half  an  Army  means  an  Army  not  more 
than  half  enough  to  suffice  for  national  defence,  it  is  worse  than  no 
Army.  It  is  worse  by  the  money  which  it  costs,  and  the  taxation 
which  it  therefore  necessitates,  that  is,  by  so  much  useless  expense. 
What  is  true  of  the  Army  is  equally  true  of  the  Navy.  Do  you 
hear,  Gentlemen  of  the  House  of  Commons,  about  to  waste  breath, 
and  perhaps  money  ? 


ALL  IX  THE  FAMILY. 

"  A  cuBiors  discovery  has  been  made  among  LORD  PALMEBSTON'S  papers, 
namely,  his  manuscript  Diary  of  two  visiu  to  Paris,  in  the  eventful  years 
1814  and  1815.  As  the  Diary  was  found  onh  after  the  publication  ol  the 
Life  by  Sis.  H.  BCLWI.K,  tlie'llox.  CowrEU  TEMPLE  will  give  it  to  the  public 
through  the  Temple  JBar  magazine." 

THE  HON.  COWPER  TEMPLE  has  evidently  an  eye  for  the  fitness  of 
things,  in  selecting  the  Temple  Bar  magazine  as  the  proper  channel 
for  the  publication  of  the  Diary  of  HEXUY  JOHN  TEMPLE,  Viscount 
Palmerston. 


Comfort  for  the   Afflicted. 

Tins  is  a  luxurious  age.  Our  houses,  churches,  schools,  gaols, 
museums,  &c.,  are  warmed  with  hot  air  or  water ;  and  now  it  seems 
that  even  our  musical  instruments  are  to  be  made  comfortable 
by  similar  means,  for  we  see  advertised  "Warm  keys  (for  cold 
hands),  in  pianos  and  harmoniums." 


>KW   INVENTION'   IX    FIREARMS. 

THE  Betty-Martini  KiHe.     It  will  j>ossess  all  the  disadvantages  of 
the  Brown  Bess  and  the  Henry-Martini. 


'  COMPANY  DRILL."— Instructing  the  Servants  before  your  Party. 
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CIVIL    SERVICE     MISERIES. 

tfamma  (who  has  been  Shopping  at  the  Co-Operative).   "  GOOD  GRACIOUS,  DEAKS,  WHAT  SHALL  WE  Do  WITH  THESE  PARCELS?" 
Youngest  Daughter.   "  On,   PA'   CAN  TAKE   THE   LARGE   ONE,  MA',  AND   HE   MIGHT    CARRY   SOME   OF   THE   SMALL  ONES  _  IN    HIS 
POCKETS  !  !  "  [Pa\  w^l°  has  been  waiting  outside,  feels  he  s  mfor'd. 


SONGS  OF  SIXPENCE. 


TRUE-HEARTED  BEN. 

BEX  BOBSTAY,  a  Tar  of  the  jolly  old  sort. 
Could  keelhaul  a  mainbrace  and  luif  hard-a-port ; 
And  BEN  he  was  smiled  on  by  SUE,  MEG,  and  MOLL, 
But  all  o'er  the  world  he  was  faithful  to  POLL. 

Faithful  to  POLL, 

Tol  de  rol  lol ! 
Wherever  he  sailed  he  was  faithful  to  POLL. 

'Twas  just  past  six  bells  when  the  ship  sprang  a  leak 
Nor' -west  o'  the  point  of  the  Great  Mozambique  ; 
Young  BEN  swam  ashore,  dried  his  clothes  by  Old  Sol, 
And  cried  to  his  messmates,  "  I  'm  faithful  to  POLL  ! " 

Faithful  to  POLL, 

Tol  de  rol  lol ! 
He  let  'em  all  drown,  to  be  faithful  to  POLL. 

He  met  a  Princess,  of  the  tribe  Kikaroo, 
She  ogled  and  eyed  him.     Says  BEN,  "  How  d'ye  do  ?  " 
Says  she,  "  Marry  me  ;  on  a  throne  you  shall  loll." 
Says  BEX,  "  You'll  excuse  me :  I  'm  faithful  to  POLL." 

Faithful  to  POLL, 

Tol  de  rol  lol! 
Says  BEX,  with  a  bow,  "  Miss,  I  'm  faithful  to  POLL." 

Says  she,  "If  you  don't,  you '11  be  hung  up  and  killed." 
Says  BEN,  "  You  fair  creatures  are  all  so  self-willed." 
So  he  gave  her  his  hand,  to  avoid  sus.  per  coll.  ; 
But  still  in  his  heart  he  was  faithful  to  POLL. 

Faithful  to  POLL, 

Tol  de  rol  lol ! 
He  married  her,  saying,  "I'm  faithful  to  POLL." 


Another  Princess,  all  gold  rings  and  tatoo, 


Faithful  to  POLL, 
Tol  de  rol  lol ! 
"  Whichever  kills  either,  I  'm  faithful  to  POLL.'' 

Their  battle  surpasses  my  figures  of  speech ; 

They  each  whacked  the  other,  and  t'other  whacked  each  ; 

Then  both  lay  down  stiff  as  a  jointed  wood  doll, 

And  BEN  sings  aloud,  "  Ain't  I  faithful  to  POLL  !  " 

Faithful  to  POLL, 

Tol  de  rol  lol! 
BEN  capers  while  singing,  "  I  'm  faithful  to  POLL." 

They  both  then  revived,  and  jumped  wildly  on  him, 
But'BEX  saw  a  ship,  so  he  jumped  off  to  swim. 
The  Captain  calls  out,  "Your  brave  deed  I  extol. 
In  England  I  '11  tell  'em  you  're  faithful  to  POLL.'' 

Faithful  to  POLL, 

Tol  de  rol  lol! 
"  Good-bye,"  says  the  Captain.     "  Be  faithful  to  POLL." 

He  breasted  the  waves,  and  he  fought  with  the  breeze, 
Till,  exhausted,  he  landed  at  Stockton-on-Tees, 
And  thence,  for  a  change,  he  walked  on  to  Bristol, 
Where  he  clearly  explained  he  'd  been  faithf ul.to  POLL. 

Faithful  to  POLL, 

Tol  de  rol  lol ! 
He  married,  and  always  was  faithful  to  POLL. 


Con.  at  a  Christening. 

WHAT  is  the  difference  between  Godfathers  and  Godchildren  ? 
The  former  are  bled,  the  latter  cupped. 
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REAL    AND    SHAM     ROSES. 


THE  healthy  "exercise":  of  Skating,  young  Ladies,  is  highly  con- 
ducive to  the  development  of  Pdoom  on  the  cheek  of  Beauty.  De- 
velopment of  Bloom,  dears,  is  easily  distinguishable  from  super- 
imposition.  That  is  to  say,  everybody  who  has  eyes,  and  is  not 
totally  colour-blind,  can  tell  the  daub  out  of  the  rouge-pot  from 
the  natural  raw.  Now,  luves,  to  any  man  except  a  fellow  of  the 
baser  sort,  tin;  ]iaint-s]>ot  on  the  cheek  is  as  a  plttgoe-cpot,  It  i-. 
worse  than  tin-  lieetie  iiatdi  which  poor  consumptive  girls  cannot 
help;  a  ]  .ainter  by  profession  would  rather  admire  a  face  flushed 
with  scarlatina.  Far  less  becoming  is  it  than  the  crimson  con- 
tracted by  a  good  domesticated  eligible  girl  at  the  kitchen  fire,  in 
basting  a  leg  of  mutton,  A  sham  eriibesceiice,  ulas.  is  sometimes 
visible,  and  remarkable,  on  certain  cheeks  which  would  be  reddened 
all  over  by  knowledge  of  the  sort  of  patterns  token  in  wearing  it. 
Darlings,  it  may  not  be  impossible  to  give  you  some  idea  of  the 
imitation  which  you  practise  in  painting  your  races. 

Suppose  the  custom  of  dyeing  hair  ana  whiskers  had  become  pre- 
valent among  young  men.  Perhaps  even  you  yourselves  would 
rather  despise  the  im]>ostors  who  adopted  it.  Imagine,  however, 
that,  besides,  you  knew  that  this  custom  was  originated  by  the  vilest 
and  most  \ieioiis  scamps,  and  used  to  be  peculiar  to  them,  and  dis- 
tinctive of  their  class,  what  would  you  say  to  any  man.  who,  having 
made  himself  look  as  much  as  possible  fike  one  of  them,  asked  to 
dance  with  yon  r 

Brand  yourselves,  sweets,  no  longer  with  the  Jezebel-smear. 


EVENINGS  MOM  HOME. 

At  the,  Lyceum.     Hall/in  Opera  Jlnnffa  Company. 


Don«  in  Tien 


VISIT  Tin;  KIKST.— To  spo  ('rispinn  c  hi  Cnnitire.  Remarkable,  as 
a  Comic  Opera,  for  its  peculiarly  heavy  lightness,  the  long  "  waits," 
i.e.,  intervals  ,,f  about  twenty-live  minutes  between  the  Acts,  its 
charming  costumes,  ami  elaborate  scenery.  .Mau-vnta  inexpressibles 
and  blue  velvet  coat  were,  perhaps,  the  least  striking  among  the 
;  while  the  scene  being  generally  the  same,  there  was  plenty 
of  time  given  to  the  audience  to  discover  its  beauties.  11,,1,,'hn's  of 
the  Italian  Opera  had  seen  PATTI  in  it,  and  icnn/dn'f  care  tor  anyone 
md  those  who  hadn't  seen  PATTI,  began  to  wish  they  had. 
'I  he  Trio  of  Doctors,  "  Haiti  bnfti,  tint  Urn"  obtained  a  hearty 
encore,  and  was  unquestionably  the  successful  thing  of  the  piece. 

NiMH-ii;   Two.-  In  state,  to  see  SIGNOK  Borresixi's  Alt 
Baba,  tor  which  we  will  suggest  the  more  appropriate  title  of 

THE   MHSICAL  Al.I    BABA; 

OH, 
THE  PIANO-FORTE  THIEVES. 


ACT  I. 
SCENE  1  (OH  Hie  Stage}.— The  Ground-Floor  of  Axi  BABA'S  house. 

(In  the  Ainhtnrinm.)     The  Stalls  and  Private  Boxes. 
Mltncal  Awateur  (nrrlrinr,  in  Hulls  after  the  Curtain  has  rise,,\ 
Ah!     how   dye    do?      (To  friend,    „•!„,    ,,f   eouru    replies    with 


nnnllier  i/iii'.itiiiH—"  lime  nre  t/nn  ?''  inn/  tin  nnsirer  being  r/iren  by 
either,  hnth  nre  ei/ii,!//!/  sntixtieil.     Overture  over,  of  Con 

[As  if  he  hint  I'fjM'H,-,!  it  iii  the  ennrse  nf  the  Firs/  .let. 

His  Friend  {.S'»/»  rei/inm, •  Ainnti -nr  Critic).  Yes:  you  didn't  miss 
much. 

Irnxeilile    Filler!;/   flentleniiin    (irith   a    linnfc,   frnirnx    n>    the    tim 

ablire-meiltiniied    talking    ill   frnllf    nf    him.        This   I,,  hix  rnin/tnilinn,    n 

mild /lersnn  in  sneetne/es.}   1   wi-b    people  wouldn't  talk.     I  want  to 
hear  the  music. 

/  I.adif  (in  Stall  behind  Irnseihle   I'nrli/}.  O  Mamma,  ask 
I'ncle  to  get  a  book. 

Mamma  (tn  ?"//-•//•).  .Imiv,  <  in  you  ask  for  a  book  ?  (Then  sfrm-k 
Iii/  n  brilliant  nntinn.)  You  might  get  three,  and  tin  n  we  should  have 
one  a-picce. 

I'nele    .Infill    (irhn    him   "taken"    t/ie/n,    nnd   Irishes    In    limit  hix 

ejrpenxets  tn  the  pnrelinse  nf  /lie   Xtlllls  null/,   di'preeint  iiiilli/   .    A    iKiok  's 

iieh  use.      The  words  of  an   Opera  are   never  vvorih   anythin'-T. 

"    l-'.reeiit,"     he    thinks,     "In    the    Stall-keener,     null    then     t/tel/'n     n 

shilling    eneh,    anil   snniethlng  fnr  himself,"    irhieh    lie    ilnesn' I 
Adds,  ii/ninl.)  It's  the  old  story,  you  know,  of  the  Fm-ty  Th. 

Irnseib/e  (lentil-man  (nlniii'l,  mnl  snrnijeh/).  I  do  wish  people 
wouldn't  talk.  I  've  paid  to  hear  the  music. 

/'en)ite  (in  frnnt,  and  nlinnt  /n'ni':.    Hush!   hush! 

[Irasi'ili/e  fi'eiitleiiian    n •;•//  angry,  unit  begins  at  the  Second  Act 

in  liix  linn/,-  Iii/  mistake. 

His  \ei;//i/innr.  Would  you  mind  lending  me  your  glasses  for  a 
minute  ?  I  'm  unfortunately  shortsighted,  and  I  've  left  mine  at 
home.  (Almost  taking  them.)  Thank  you. 

[Irascible  (lentleman  imni/ers  tn  himself  irhy  the his  neigh- 

bnnr  enn't  hire  a  pair,  and  begins  tn  settle  himself  dntrn  tn 

the   O/lerrl. 

Habitue  of  Italian  Onera  (/mini/i/tr/  in  lute  nrrr  tm-a  nnd  against 

knees  fn  hix  stnll,  eheerfnlh/}.  Pardon— thank  you Ah! 

[Stnjis  just  in  front  of  Irascible  Person,  to  shake  hands  icilh  a 

friend. 
Irascible  Person  (rery  uneninfnrtable,  leaning  back,  tcith  his  knees 

drawn  in).  I  really  do  wish — that 

Habitue  (in  ansirer  tn  xnmething}.  No,  not  yet.    See  you  again. 

Trends  on  Irascible's  toes.)  Pardon 

[Passes  on  trinniphnntl;/.     Sits  by  a  Club  friend. 
Club  Friend.  Nothing  new  in  it.     Second  time  I  've  heard  it. 
Amateur  Critic.  0,  one  knows  all  the  tunes.  (A  quintette  is  sung.) 
There  !     (To  his  Amateur  Friend.)  You  recollect  that  movement  in 
the  Ballo  ? 

Amateur  Friend  (frotrn.i  mcditatirely,  nx  if  recalling  all  the  Hfusic 
nf  the  linlln  in  Maschera,  which  he  has  only  heard  once,  six  years 
ago,  ami  replies.}  0,  of  course:  it's  the  very  thing. 

[Thinks  he  'II  bui/  n  shilling  book  of  the  Hallo,  and  find  out  ichat, 

he '»  talking  about. 

Mrs.  Somebody  (to  Mr.  Somebody).  What  is  the  story  of  the 
Forty  Thieres  f 

Mr.  Somebody  (tcith  scant  politeness).  Why,  what  one  read  as  a 
child,  you  know,  years  ago.  (Tries  his  hand  at  it.)  ALT  BABA  gets 
into  a  cave,  and  hears  the  robbers,  you  know — and  "  Open,  sesame  " 
comes  in  it— and  then  (rmjne/i/)  there's  Morgiana,  who  pours  oil 

into  the  jars,  and you  recollect  ? 

Mrs.  Somebody.  0,  yes.  But  I  don't  recollect  DELIA  and  NADIR 
in  it.  [Referring  to  programme. 

Mr.  /Somebody.  Eh  ?    Yes,  I  think  they  were  in  it. 

[  Watches  these  two  characters  with  interest. 

Enter  NADIR,  the  Tenor,  DELIA'S  lorer,  through  the  window.  lie  is 
neatly  and  elegantly  dressed  in,  apparently,  a  pair  of  brilliant 
bed-cirrtilinx,  irith  n  lady's  jacket,  nf  nil  exploited  fashion,  orer 
them.  I)  at  DELIA,  loves  him  :  and  though  she  doesn't  nut  lee  these 
trifles  nmr,  yet  she  'd  never  let  him  go  out  Ufa  that  when  they  Ve 
married. 

Duet  (of  course,  in  Italian). 
DELIA. 


When  first  met  our  glances, 
Thy  beauty  divine,  love, 
My  heart  made  all  mine,  love. 
Kicks  NADIR  out.    Despair  !   End 


When  first  met  our  glances, 
My  joy  so  unmeasured 
For  aye  shall  be  treasured. 
[Joy  .'     Then  enter  old  ALL 
of  Scene. 

SCENE  2 — Outside  the  Robbers'  Cave. 

Enter  NADIR,  sadlt/.  (jVowe  icithottt.)  Some  one  approaches. 
(Happy  Thought.)  Perhaps  it's  tho  Forty  Thieves.  Ij'll  hide  myself, 
and  watch. 

[Hides  himself,  and  watches' somebody  ehe.  For  concealment  he 
chooses  irhat  appears  to  be  a  large  artichoke,  behind  which 
his  bed-ciirtain.'i  are  distinctly  risible. 

Enter  the  Forty  Thieres.     They,  very  injudiciously  for  people  who 
wish  to  avoid  discovery,  sing  a  stupendously  loud  chorus.     A 
j/ong  sounds  three  times  whenever  the  car-e  opens  or  closes. 
yni/ir  (behind  the  artichoke,  probably  to  himself).  Where  are  the 
police  ? 
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The  Fui-ti/  in  full  churns  (ilnini,  trombone,  mill  gong,  nil  thrown 
in  for  tin'  same  money) — 

"  With  silence  and  prudence  we  '11  soon  seize  the  prey." 

[Exeunt  iimnes. 
KADI  it  re-appears,  incautiously,  before,  the  robbers  hare  quite  </oh 

but  is  )mt  perceived. 

Nadir  (happy  in  the  self -delusion).  They're  gone,  fur  yonder. 
"  Sesame  !  open  be  you !  " 

[Gong  sounds,  like  the  summons  to  "  Jf'tilk  up  !  Walk  up  .' "  at 
a  booth,  «wr/ XADIK,  taking  for  granted  that  there's  no  one 
at  home,  rushes  in. 

Amateur  (shrugging  his  shoulders).  Ahem!    Slight.    Nothing  new. 
Niece  (to  Uncle).  Isn't  BOTTESINI  a  great  violoncello  player? 
Uncle.   Yes.     (Pauses  in  doubt  as  to  whether  it  isn't  the  double- 
/Missfor  irhich  he  is  celebrated.)     Yes — or  the  double-bass. 

Inquiring  Niece.  What 's  the  difference  between  a  double-bass  and 
a  violoncello  ? 

Uncle  (under  the  impression  that  other  people  are  listening,  and 
irishin;/  himself  irell  nut  of  it.)  Well — (thinks) — in  one  case  a  man 
sits  on  a  high  stool,  and  plays  it— and  in  the  other  he  (hesitatingly, 
then  bo/d/i/) — he  doesn't. 

Mamma.  I  Ve  heard  BOTTESINI — (thoughtfully,  rind  ou-ing  UNCLE 
JOHN  a  turn  for  nut  getting  the  books) — and  I  don't  remember  that 
lir  sat  on  a  high  stool. 

Uncle,  (triumphantly).  No;  because  he  plays  the  violoncello. 

ACT  II. 

(Chiefly  interesting  us  exhibiting  XAUIK,  after  hiiring  made  a  fortune 
out  of  his  visit  to   the  Care,    in  a  new  suit  of  bed-curtains. 
-\  M>IK  tells  ALI  the  secret  of  the  Cure.) 
Ali  (aside).  "  But,  as  my  memory  is  not  quite  bright," 
"Xot  to  forget  it,  the  spell-word  I  '11  write." 
[Produces  a  betting-book,  or  a  Letts'  Diary  for  1871,  and  hooks 
it.      Enter  all  DELIA'S  friends.      Street  things  in   s/nnrf 


patterns  and  dressing-i/mrns. 
ABOUL  is  to  take  aicay  DELIA. 


The   Custom  House  officer 
NADIR  in  despair. 


Nadir. 
About. 

Morgiana  and  friends. 
Ali. 


Expressive  Finale. 

I    Different  people 
>     evidently  have 
\  different  opinions. 


III. 


Joyful  man ! 
Ruthless  man ! 
Joyful  man  ! 
He 's  the  man  ! 


ACT 

SCENE  2— Interior  of  the  Cave.  Vast  treasures  heaped  up  in  a 
corner,  consisting,  apparently,  of  six  candelahras  and  some  "pro- 
perty "  stage  goblets.  ALI  enters,  and  is  overjoyed  at  seeing  such 
valuables. 

Ali  (enraptured).  "  Sight  prodigious !  past  all  thinking— " 
(evidently  a  person  of  rery  limited  ideas) — 

"Ne'er  was  treasure  rich  as  that !  " 
[He  is  discovered  by  the  Forty.     DELIA,  his  daughter,  has,  it 

seems,  joined  the  band. 

T/iinightful  Person  (to  a  friend).  I  don't  recollect  this  in  the  story. 
Ha  Friend  (giving  his  mind  to  it).  Ho— (owe*  more  of  his  mind  to 
it) — No — no  more  do  I. 

[Determines  to  buy  the  "Arabian  Nights,"   and  refresh  his 
memory, 

ACT  IV.  AND  LAST. 

The  Comic  Opera  ends  with  the  remarkably  humorous  situation  of 
some  Official  connected  with  the.  Turkish  Ciril  Service  rushing 
on  with  a  flambeau,  and  setting  light  to  five  jars  supposed  to  be 
filled  with  coffee,  and  capable  of  containing  the.  entire  band  of  the 
Forty  Thieves,  who  thus  perish  in  the,  flames.  This  is  an  excel- 
lent jest,  as  of  course  coffee  itself  catches  light  so  easily,  and  the 
men ,  faithful  to  the  last,  icould  rather  stay  and  be  burnt  than 
make  any  attempt  to  extricate  themselves.  'With  this  real  bit  of 
regular  practical  Pantomime  fun  (it  ought  to  have  been  done  by 
a  Clown  with  red-hot  poker)  this  uproariously  Comic  Opera  ends. 


Motto  for  "Family  Parties." 
"  Et  eonsanguineum  mensas  odere  tinientque."- 


-Lucrctius. 


"COLD    DRAWN!" 

>d  of  Castor-C 
Baby  (scntentioMlg).   "TINK  'oo  GOT  WORST  OF  IT  DIS  TIME  !  !' 


FA   «•»  rdeavouring  to  administer  a  Spoonful  of  Castor-Oil).  "  NAUGHTY  BOY  !    0,  NTOSK,  HE'S  BLOWN  IT  ALL  INTO  MY 
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AFTER  FIVE  WEEKS'  FROST! 

A  THAW YES,  HUT  HUNTIKG  is  HARDLY  POSSIBLE— QUITE— THE  NEXT  DAY  !    HOWEVER,  JONES,  WHO  HAS  LATELY  TAKEN  TO 

IT,  is  CERTAIN  THE  HOUNDS  WILL  HE  OUT,  HURRIES  FROM  TOWN,  AND  GALLOPS  TO  THE  MEET.  [Cheerful  result  t 


STRAWBERRY  LEAVES. 


A  SELECTION  FROM  THE  VERY  LATEST  LETTERS  OF  THE  HONOURABLE 
HORACE  WALPOLE,  OF  STRAWBERRY  HILL.  FAVOURED  BY  OUR 
PRIVATE  SPIRITUAL  MEDIUM. 


To  Sin  HORACE  MANN. 

WK  hear  that  Paris  is  ready  to  surrender,  unless  the  German 
Emperor  demands  more  than,  even  in  her  distress,  she  can  grant. 
Fuvre  vibrates  between  Versailles  and  the  city.  That  is  all  I  know, 
and  more  than  I  care  to  know.  So  that  the  blood  shedding  be  stopped, 
I  am  content,  for  the  hour,  and  he  is  not  very  wise  who  looks  much 
further.  Who  is  guilty  of  the  slaughter  worked  by  a  bombardment, 
those  who  bombard,  or  those  who  turn  a  vast  capital  into  a  fortress 
which  by  the  laws  of  war  may  be  bombarded  ?  I  am  not  concerned 
to  allot  shares  in  the  crime,  but  when  I  read  that  a  shell  descended 
among  four  little  children,  chatting  in  the  street,  and  blew  them  to 
pieces,  I  could  wish  to  see  the  commanders  on  both  sides  tied  to  the 
mouths  of  guns — soft-hearted  as  I  am,  I  believe  that  I  could  with 
linstock  then  the  dcrilish  cannon  touch. 

I  am  not  quite  such  a  buzzard,  dear  Sir,  but  that  I  see  your  hint 
not  to  write  too  freely  about  your  masters.  Well,  I  will  say  that  the 
present  Government  is  the  noblest,  finest,  wisest,  grandest,  safest 
that  ever  was,  or  ever  will  be — until  the  next  comes.  If  everybody 
else  does  not  think  so.  that  is  not  my  fault.  As  the  children  say,  I 
am  not  Everybody.  No  doubt  the  Ministers  themselves  are  of  my 
way  of— speaking,  and  sing  admiringly  to  one  another,  as  Miss 
Seward  sang  to  Temper  Hayley. 

Sob  Loire. 

"  Noble  Premier,  England's  glory, 
Mr.  Gladstone,  that  U  you." 

Gladstone. 
"  Sir.  you  carry  all  before  ye, 

Trust  me,  Brilliant  Bob,  you  do." 

And,  sincerely,  I  admire  them  both,  and  several  of  their  colleagues. 
There !    As  you,  like  Don  Quixote,  arc  afraid  to  have  your  helmet 


tried  by  a  sword-cut,  for  fear  the  head-piece  should  give  way,  when 
it  would  be  so  much  more  prudent  to  let  it  be  split  on  your  head,  1 
have  done.  Only,  should  there  be  a  split,  you  will  be  good  enough 
to  remember  who  was  the  deaf  adder  that  stopped  his  ears.  Not, 
my  dear  Sir.  that  you  at  all  resemble  an  adder,  though  I  must  own 
that  in  the  business  you  tell  me  of  with  the  brace  of  soldiers  you 
showed  yourself  endowed  with  some  of  the  serpent's  craft.  You 
checkmated  them  both,  but  then  what  says  George  Meredith  • 
When  for  one  serpent  were  two  asses  match  ? 

Father  Hyacinthe,  the  eloquent,  hath  indited  a  long  letter  to  the 
Bishops  of  his  Church.  He  speaks  of  "  the  thunderclap  that  burst 
over  the  Vatican  in  reply  to  the  impious  dogma."  Also,  Hyacinthus 

frotests  against  the  celibacy  of  the  clergy.  It  is  a  difficult  question, 
f  you  let  a  priest  marry,  there  is  danger  of  his  thinking  too  much 
about  his  own  wife.  If  you  don't — but  what  have  you  or  I  to  do 
with  the  ecclesiastics  ?  By  Dodo,  who  was  the  mother  of  Zoroaster, 
they  give  a  deal  of  trouble,  considering  the  amount  of  good  they  do. 
We  have  been  favoured  with  their  assistance  for  some  thousands  of 
years,  and  at  this  moment  some  hundreds  of  thousands  of  men  are 
cutting  one  another's  throats.  But  then  the  priests  say  we  won't 
listen.  That  is  surely  very  childish.  Why  do  they  not  make  us 
listen,  as  anybody  worth  listening  to  always  does  ?  However,  I  am 
imitating  them,  and  preaching  an  absurd  sermon. 

I  have  been  dragged  to  some  theatres  lately,  but  I  have  seen 
nothing  to  afflict  you  with.  The  women  in  society  have  only  one 
word  now,  and  it  is  "  awfully."  I  hate  it,  but  it  suits  me  at  the 
moment.  I  have  been  awfully  ennuyf  with  all  I  have  seen.  Ursa 
Major  Johnson  said,  truly,  enough,  of  Congreve  that  his  comedies 
surprise  rather  than  divert,  and  so  have  in  some  degree  the  operation 
of  tragedies.  What  I  have  witnessed  certainly  did  not  divert  me, 
but  it  had  the  operation  of  tragedy  to  the  extent  of  causing  surprise 
that  such  productions  are  called  plays.  There  is  very  little  real  act- 
ing, which  is  not  so  much  the  actors'  fault  as  their  misfortune,  for 
they  have  neither  models  nor  schools,  and  they  have  a  most  ignorant 
public  that  neglects  the  best  and  applauds  the  worst  efforts.  There 
are  a  few  pretty  faces  on  the  stage,  not  many,  and  their  owners  are 
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not  usually  of  the  cleverest  sort.      Still,  a   charming 
face  is  to  be  admired.    0,  my  dear  Sir, 

"  Fuge  suspieari 

Cujus  octavum  trcpidavit  rotas 

Claudere  lustrum. 

The  weather  is  savage.  I  had  thought  that  the  god 
Thor  was  established,  but  he  has  had  his  Sedan.  The 
mercury  is  ever  such  a  way  below  freezing.  Those  an- 
thropophagi,— or  is  the  word  antipodeans  ? — are  revelling 
«/./>(•«•«,  with  wisterias  and  winecups,  and  in  the  sun- 
shine, until,  as  with  Gargantua's  friends,  it  is  a  mm-l 
unil  ii  fifttrt'iily  sound  to  hrar  them  laiujh,  I  read  the 
insulting  tale  in  the  Times  the  other  morning,  add  I 
annotated  it  with  execrations  because  1  could  not  unnumb 
my  fingers.  AYhen  I  meet  mv  ancestors  in  Elysium,  the  y 
shall  have  a  piece  of  my  mind  about  their  settling  in  this 
abominable  island,  whose  only  merit  is  its  beef,  which  I 
hate.  But  the  silver  sea  ?  I  hate  that  too,  for  it  makes 
me  sick.  But  Liberty?  My  dear  Sir,  now  it  is  your 
turn  to  begin  to  preach.  Moreover,  we  have  no  librrty. 
I  sent  my  footman  to  drive  away  a  brute  of  an  organ- 
player  from  before  my  window  in  Arlington  Street  last 
month,  and  because  the  wretch  would  not  move  Tom,  gave 
him  a  shove,  and  next  day  was  summoned  for  an  assault. 
Liberty,  indeed  !  The  Komans  represented  her  with  a 
cat  at  her  feet,  but  here  she  is  the  cat  herself. 

I  was  teadrunkwith'd,  t'other  afternoon,  by  some  piear 
sant  ladies,  mostly  known  to  you.  One  of  them  dropped 
the  cream-jug.  An  elder  one,  of  the  sort  that  loves  pro- 
verbs, one  who  should  have  sat  to  Dean  Swift  for  his 
Polite  Conrrrsiitioii,  said,  "  AVell,  my  dear,  no  use  cry- 
ing over  spilt  milk."  "Xo,  Mamma,"  was  the  answer, 
"  I  dare  say  t^ere '•  water  enough  in  it  already."  Now 
I  look  at  it  on  paper,  1  do  not  think  that  it  is  so  very 
clever ;  but  we  laughed  eonsumedly,  and  you  are  to  do 
the  same.  It  could  not  have  been  premeditated,  but 
came  out  anshum  scranshum,  as  we  say  in  Lincolnshire. 
Perhaps,  as  you  have  once  or  twice  rudely  observed,  Sir, 
I  make  too  much  of  anything  said  or  done  by  my 
favourites.  Do  not  be  ungrateful ;  I  always  praise  you, 
and  prophesy  your  being  our  foreign  Minister,  though  I 
wish  you  a  better  office,  in  these  days  when  England  is 
utterly  humiliated  and  degraded,  and  blotted  out  from 
the  map  of  Europe  as  much  as  Britain  was  when  Horace 
wrote  of  us.  There,  I  see  you  laughing  at  me  again. 
Ileally,  Sir  Horace  Mann,  you  very  great  diplomatists 
have  very  little  manners. 

Adieu.  I  forgive  you.  I  might  have  been  harsher,  but 
that  Sol  is  actually  pouring  half  a  pint  of  sunshine  into 
England,  and  I  must  go  out  and  get  my  thimbleful. 


Ever  yours, 


HOEACE  WALPOLE. 


f  fr  alum""*  of  Owen's  College,  Manchester,  Mr. 
John  Hopkinson,  of  that  city,  is  the  Senior  Wrangler  this 
year.  I  must  get  my  friend  Gray  to  vary  his  charmin<* 
poem  to  suit  the  event  :— 

Owen's  praise  demands  my  song, 
Owen  wise  and  Owen  strong, 
Rich  in  every  liberal  art,  &c. 

Oddly  Titled. 

"THE  Queen,  the  King,  and  the  Virtuous  Lady."  You 
shall  have  three,  nay  three  times  three,  nay  thirty 
chances  and  yet  never  guess  what  these  names  repre- 
sent, They  are  not  Twelfth  Night  characters,  or  charac- 

UTS  111   n   I  'hri«Tmn«  -nortr/YmiMA     «„  -v  _  _   •_  11 


"  Nothing  Like  Leather." 

ODQKB,  the  shoemaker,  's  a  man 
lliat  has  himself  surpassed 

He  always  doth  whate'er  he  can 
lo  go  beyond  hie  last. 


FBOM  THE  "l.  E.  6." 


MARK    TAPLEY,   JUN. 

Paterfamilias.  "  HULLO,  TOMMY,  YOU  'HE  OT  EAELY  !     WHEN  DO  YOU  RISE 
WHEN  YOU  'BE  AT  SCHOOL  ? " 

Tommy.  "  0,  ANY  TIME  WE  LIKE;  BUT  WE  MUSTN'T  us  LATER  THAN  HALF- 
PAST  Six." 


A  QUESTION  FOR  EVERYBODY. 

CAN  I  AITOKD  IT?  Pay  your  Newsman  3d.  for  a  Number  of  Punch,  and 
a  reply. 

The  cost  of  increasing  our  military  armaments  on  a  scale  exceeding  that  of  the 
forces  maintained  by  the  Great  Powers  of  the  Continent,  so  as  to  enable  us  to 
light  them,  on  their  own  ground,  and  at  the  same  time  defend  our  country  and 
our  colonies,  is  pointed  out  in  Punch'*  Cartoons  and  Articles. 

The  additional  tsost  of  keeping  up  a  Navy  sufficiently  powerful  to  defy  a  com- 
bination of  all  the  fleets  in  the  world,  is  set  forth  in  the  Cartoons  and  Articles 
of  Punch. 

Punch's  Cartoons  and  Articles  indicate  that  it  is  impossible  for  a  nation  to  be 
both  a  commercial  and  a  military  one,  and  for  an  island  which  has  not  a  large 
commercial  marine  to  have  a  sufficient  Navy. 

In  the  Cartoons  and  Articles  of  Punch,  the  useless  expense  of  doing  things 
by  halves  is  insisted  on. 

The  necessity  of  organising  a  perfectly  complete  system  of  national  defence 
before  going  to  the  further  expense  of  preparations  for  intermeddling  in  our 
neighbours'  quarrels,  is  inculcated  in  the  Cartoons  and  Articles  which  Punch 
contains. 

For  some  idea  of  the  Income-tax  which  will  be  the  consequence  of  a  departure 
from  the  policy  of  non-intervention  in  foreign  affairs,  see  the  Cartoons  and 
Articles  in  Punch. 

NOTES  OF  A  NATURALIST. 
Gad-fly  is  a  rover,  never  staying  long  in  one  place. 
r\t   iaY.ourite  amusement  of  the  Arctic  Bear  is  swarming  up  the  North  Pole. 
-)t  all  the  Mammalia  the  Ounce  weighs  the  least. 

When  I  ask  a  Boy  in  the  street  to  run  after  a  Cab  for  me,  I  call  him  my  Fly- 
catcher. 

The  rarest  kind  of  Shell-fish  is,  undoubtedly,  the  Siberian  Crab. 

Ihe  notes  of  the  Sand-piper  are  especially  appreciated  in  Scotland. 

Ine  Opossum  is  a  quadruped  of  great  ability,  able  to  do  almost  anything 
you  ask  him,  as,  indeed,  his  name  signifies,  for,  translated  out  of  Latin  into 
English,  it  means  neither  more  nor  less  than  "  0 !  I  can." 
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NEAT,    BUT   ALSO    GAUDY. 

PCXCH  has  more  than 
once  signified  hi 
opinion  of  his  con- 
temporary called 
Public  Opinion,  "  A 
gatherer  and.  dis- 
r  of  other  men's 
scraps,"  it  usualh 
implies  a  wallet  of 
acceptable  matter, 
and  is  especially  t< 
be  commended  for  it  s 
extracts  and  trans- 
lations from  foi 
papers.  Even  the 
Turkish  and  Arabic 
organs,  the  Rahul  < 
JIulkain,  and  tin 
ATafetch,  are  looked 
after,  by  some  eru- 
dite member  of  the 
staff,  and  their  Ma- 
hometan mumbling* 
are  translated  for  us. 
Thus  far  we  have 
only  praise  for  P.  O. 
But  it  has  a  depart- 
ment devoted  to  the 
lucubrations  of  amateur  correspondents,  and  truly  we  wisli  that 
ild  be  eliminated,  and  their  place  filled  with 
something  readable.  For  of  all  the  bumptious  bores  who  afflict 
the  public,  /'.  O.'s  correspondents  are  the  biggest.  They  are  ex- 
ceptionally a  nuisance.  Yet  to  the  exceptional*  there  is  exception. 
It  the  following  letter  lias  not  slipped  from  under  its  proper headi 
ing  "Amusing,"  the  vigilant  sub-editor  must  have  been  at  fault 
in  sticking  it  amid  the  pretentious  dulncsses  of  other  correspondents. 
Silt, — The  bombardment  of  Paris  is  a  piece  of  savagery  which  it  i«  the 
sacred  duty  of  neutral  Cabinets  possessing  an  ounce  of  manliness  to  prepare 
themselves  to  avenge  by  a  compact  coalition  against  the  brutal  and  thievish 
stratocracy  of  Germania,  led  on  by  the  accursed  blood-spiller  and  lying  blood- 
hound of  Prussia — now  the  mushroom  Emperor  of  Teutons — and  his  Chan- 
cellor BISMARCK,  the  most  unmitigated  scoundrel  and  blackguard  that  ever 
called  himself,  or  was  called,  a  statesman. — Your  faithful  servant, 
Stratford,  E.  EDMUND  NEATE. 

If  this  style  is  after  the  present  school  of  Stratford  atte  le  Bow, 
we  hope  that  academy  will  long  prosper,  for  the  diversion  of  man- 
kind. And  if  our  friend  P. O.'s  other  correspondents  were  a  tenth 
part  as  entertaining  as  the  impetuous  MB.  NEATE,  we  should  not 
recommend  the  editor  (as  we  respectfully  do)  to  "reform  them 
altogether."  See  what  disturbance  such  a  writer  causes  in  Europe. 
We  Imoir  that  in  consequence  of  his  letter,  the  German  EMPEROR 
has  abdicated,  COUNT  VON  HISSIAHCK  has  gone,  into  a  monastery,  and 
all  the  "  Teutons"  ore  preparing  to  emigrate,  under  assumed  names. 


A  GEM  OF  A  WITNESS. 

WE  admire  Testimonials,  whether  presents  or  letters,  and  we 
believe  implicitly  in  all  the  merits  which  they  reward  or  proclaim. 
Here  is  a  lovely  one,  of  the  literary  kind.  We  take  it  from  a 
chiropodist's  advertisement. 

"Four  or  five  years  ago,  MR.  «  «  «  •  •  «ucce»afuHy  extracted  several  corns 
from  my  feet,  without  pain,  as  also  a  member  of  my  family,  which  have  not 

returned  since  that  time." 

We  have  not  the  least  idea  as  to  what  has  happened  to  this 
gentleman,  but  whatever  it  is  wo  believe  it,  and  especially  con- 
gratulate him  on  the  non-return  of  a  member  of  .his  family.  For 
one 's  relations  arc  often  as  much  bother  as  one's  corns— aii'd  won't 
always  be  cut.  

The  Present  Art  of  Poetry. 

WRITE  a  profusion  of  rhythmical  and  melodious  nonsense,  amidst 
which,  at  distant  intervals,  here  and  there  introduce  an  intelligible 
line.  The  dullest  idea  therein  expressed  will  shine  like  a  star  amid 
surrounding  darkness. 

A  WANT  IX  THE  STATUTE-BOOK. 

A  LAW  should  be  passed  without  any  further  delay,  early  in  the 
coming  Session,  if  possible,  making  the  importation  into  this  afflicted 
country  of  foreign  street  musicians — contraband. 


"CALL  OFF  THE  DOGS!" 

"...    Athuheeli 

Shall  Famine,  Sword,  and  Fire,  leashed  in  like  hounds, 
Crouch  for  employment." 

Shakspcare,  Henry  V.,  CAoriu  Art  I. 

Corxr-HrxTSMAX,  wind  a  mart— Tahaut,  tahaut! 

The  stubborn  quarry  stands  no  more  at  bay  : 
"With  blood-fleck  d  sides,  great  eyes  of  pride  and  woe, 

That  half  disclaim  the  pity  which  they  pray, 
Faint  and  fore-spent,  he  strives,  in  spite  of  wounds, 

T'i  bear  a  brave  show  ol  defiance  still, 
Anil  to.the  onset  of  these  eager  hounds 

Oppoiw  barrier  of  a  desperate  will. 

Had  royal  hunter  e'er  more  royal  game, 

Thau  this  that  these  trained  war-den  have  pulled  down, 
While  his  hosts  crowned  their  master,  by  the  name 

Of  Kaiscv,  with  the  Reich's  Im]>erial  Crown  P 
Was  o'er  preat  hart  more  staunchly  run  to  death, 

After  long  agony  of  hopeless  fight, 
Than  this,  that  now  draws  agonising  breath, 

With  draggled  skin,  and  eyes  of  tearful  light  f 

A  thing  it  seemed  for  pleasance  of  a  Queen, — 

Formed  to  odd  loveliness  of  moving  life 
To  the  still  beauty  of  some  woodland  scene  ; 

Daintily  nurtured,  for  no  sterner  strife 
Than  that  of  white  hands,  vying  which  should  wreathe 

The  stately  crest  or  stroke  the  glossy  side  ; 
No  ruder  breath  than  summer 's  wont  to  breathe, 

Nor  worse  chace  than  fair  ladylove's  to  bide — 

Not  fit  to  face  these  war-dogs,  chested  deep, 

Strong-limbed,  steel-sinewed,  silent,  tough  and  true  ; 
Whose  ranged  jaws  spring-like  shut  and  vice-like  keep  ; 

Muzzled  and  eyed  to  hunt  by  scent  or  view : 
And  the  more  wonderful,  that,  war's  work  o'er, 

More  docile  beasts  ne'er  guarded  house  or  herd  ; 
More  patient  drudges  ne'er  all  labour  bore 

That  masters'  cunning  has  to  dogs  transferred. 

But  nought  save  war-dogs'  training  now  they  show, 

.With  hot  breath  and  hoarse  bay  and  savage  bound 
Circling  their  over-matched  and  out-worn  foe. 

That  rests  a  torn  flank  on  the  bloody  ground, 
Betraying  what  defiance  fain  would  hide, 

That  strength  no  more  can  wage  unequal  strife, 
Yet  to  ill-fortune  scarce  can  conquer  pride, 

And  unto  hounds  or  huntsmen  sue  for  life. 

Well  has  the  quarry  striven,  and,  lacking  skill 

Of  fence,  yet  done  its  best  to  use  its  tines, 
With  thrusts  too  short,  yet  swift  and  sharp  to  kill, 

But  baffled  by  the  hunter's  cunning  lines, 
Tripped  and  entangled  in  the  toils  it  lay, 

And  the  fierce  dogs  leapt  on  it,  one  and  all, 
Which,  blind  and  bleeding,  still  'twould  shake  away, 

Stagg'ring  to  feet  again,  again  to  fall. 

Till  the  strength  wasted,  and  the  raw  wounds  chilled, 

All  the  more,  when  to  aid  the  war-dog  Sword 
Came  his  fierce  fellows,  Fire  that  is  not  filled, 

And  Famine,  hound  of  Hell,  lean  and  abhorred : 
And  for  the  task  that  shot  and  steel  defied, 

Famine  and  Fire  out  of  the  leash  were  sprung, 
And  fixed  their  fangs  in  the  sore- wounded  side, 

And  on  the  bleeding  flanks  and  fore-hand  hung. 

And  now  the  work  is  wrought— the  hunt  is  done  : 

Hunter  and  hunted  both  may  count  the  cost ; 
They,  what  the  strength  or  glory  they  have  won, 

It  what  the  worth  of  all  that  it  has  lost. 
Call  off  thy  dogs,  0  huntsman  stern  and  strong, 

With  life,  at  least,  let  up  thy  bleeding  prey  ; 
Couple  thy  war-hounds— who  knows  for  how  long, 

Or  what  the  chace  that  next  shall  hear  their  bay ! 

There  have  been  hunters,  famous  ones  of  old, 

Rent  by  their  own  dogs,  by  a  master  rash 
Aroused  to  strange  wrath  under  too  tight  hold 

Of  leash,  too  savage  smiting  of  the  lash. 
Kaiser  for  King  thou  art ;  but  they  that  gave 

Imperial  robe  and  crown  can  take  away  ; 
Strength  based  on  fraud  or  force  still  finds  its  grave 

Dug  by  the  hands  that  vied  its  base  to  lay. 
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COINCIDENT. 

Young  Pumpcourt  (not  being  quite  ready  with  his  Rent  when  his' Landlord  calls,  thinks  it  fe<  to  find  fault  with  his  new  House).   "  Now, 
.-    AT  TIIPMK-  Hnnu^  t     Dnv'r  FIT.   voir  SKK  !" 


LOOK  AT  THESE  DOORS  !      DON'T   FlT,    YOU   SEE  ! 

Landlord  and  Builder.  "'OusE  MUST  HAVE  TIME  TO  SETTLE,  YOU  KNOW,  SIR!" 

Young  Pumpcourt  (struck  with  the  idea).   "  All  !  JCST  so.      KXACTLY  !     PRECISELY  MT  CASK,   Mi:.  WEXTSCOTT  ! 


A  SONG  FOR  SMALL   GERMANS. 

AIR — "  Auld  Lang  Syne." 

YE  German  Princes  puir  an'  proud, 

You  sae  do  Commerce  scorn, 

Ye  wadna  hae  LOUISE  allowed 

To  wed  the  LORD  o'  LOKXE, 

In  trade's  honest  line,  you  fools?, 

In  trade's  honest  line  ; 
Because  o'  kinsmen  to  AKGYLL, 
In  trade's  honest  line. 

Your  wealth  and  wits  alike  are  sma', 

Ye  pack  o'  lazy  loons, 
You  that  were  in  your  mouths  born  a' 
\VT  German  siller  spoons. 

In  trade's  honest  line,  you  fools, 

In  trade's  honest  line  ; 
Wad  ye  'd  the  wit  your  tread  to  get 

In  trade's  honest  line ! 
Are  ye  na  hlate,  ye  pauper  chiels, 

Ye  burdens  on  the  soil, 
To  think  ye  're  owin'  for  your  meals 
To  ither  people's  toil  ? 

In  trade  s  honest  line,  ye  fools, 

In  trade's  honest  line ; 
Their  livin'  whilst  your  betters  earn 

In  trade's  honest  line  ? 
They  are  your  betters,  to  nae  man 

Wha  their  subsistence  owe ; 
That  auld-established  CAMPBELLS'  clan, 
MAC  CULLUM  MORE  &  Co. 

In  trade's  honest  line,  ye  fools, 

In  trade's  honest  line ; 
That  wark,  instead  o'  doing  nought, 
In  trade's  honest  line. 


EXTRAORDINARY  BIRTH  OF  TWINS. 

A  CONTEMPORARY  thus  announces : — 

"A  FACT  FOR  NATURALISTS.— A  few  days  ago  the  bear  at  Rosherville 
Gardens  gave  birth  to  two  fine  cubs.  According  to  BUFFOJJ,  this  class,  Ursut 
Arctot,  rarely  have  more  than  one  at  a  time." 

It  is  too  early  to  advise  the  Lessee  of  Rosherville  Gardens  to  get 
the  case  of  extraordinary  fecundity  which  has  occurred  on  his  pre- 
mises made  known  to  the  QUEEN  with  a  view  to  the  probability  that 
Her  MAJESTY  would,  with  her  accustomed  liberality,  be  graciously 
pleased  to  present  him  with  a  gratuity  for  the  poor  bear.  It  is  now 
two  months  to  the  First  of  April. 


VERY  HARD  LATIN. 

SOME  classical  authorities,  calling  for  a  reform  of  our  pronun- 
ciation of  Latin,  urge  that  e  before  e,  cr,  or  t,  ought  to  be  sounded 
like  k,  so  that  deer,  Ccesar,  Cicero,  should  be  pronounced  Inker 
Kasar,  Kikero.  It  is  not  clear  that  c  ought  to  be  kicked  out  of  the 
Latin  language  in  this  way ;  such  violent  kicking  hurts  the  ear 
and  schoolboys  will  perhaps  generally  agree  that  those  who  want  to 
introduce  it  deserve  monkey's  allowance— "  more  kicks  than  half- 
pence."   Let  persons  addicted  to  the  use  of  slang,  in  whose  dialec 
two-and-a-kick  means  half-a-crown,  remark,  if  they  please,  tha 
they  would  twelve  times  rather  have  a  kick  than  a  halfpenny. 

"  Love  Rules  the  Court,"  &c. 

"  ATTACHMENTS  in  the  LORD  MAYOR'S  Court." — In  what  unlikely 
places  do  we  find  all-conquering  Love  assert  his  irresistible  power 
Nothing  now  would  surprise  us  ;  not  even  "  Flirtations  in  the  Ok 
Bailey/'  or  "  Broken  Engagements  in  Basinghall  Street,"  or  Offer 
in  the  Divorce  Court,"  or  "Marked  Attentions  in  the  Queen 
Bench." 
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FACES    ONE    SEES    AT    THE    WINDOW. 

THIS  FACE  BELONGS  TO  PATERFAMILIAS,  wno  HAS  JUST  BEEN  Tou>  THAT  THE  NEW  KITCHEN-BOILER  HAS  BURST.      As  A  CONSOLA- 
TION   IN    THESE    TRYING   CIRCUMSTANCES,   THE   ItAIN   IS   POURING    STEADILY    DOWN,     AN    ORGAN   IS    GRINDING   A    HATEFUL    Tl'NE     I 

THE  CORXEI;,  THE  TAX-(!ATHKREI!  is  JIST  GOING  TO  KNOCK  AT  THE  DOOR,  AND  AN  IMPUDENT  COSTEB  PERSISTENTLY  OFFERS  HIM  rou 
SALE  A  VEGETABLE  WHICH  HE  (PATF.IIFAMILIAR)  PARTICULARLY  LOATHES. 


SONGS  OF  SIXPENCE. 


"OLD  TIM  THE  TEETOTALLER."— After  Hattou. 

OLD  TIM  the  Teetotaller  keeps  a'rare  store, 

Of  black  and  strong  preen  tin. 
Of  Souchong— and  who  can  tell  how  many  more, 
For  a  thirsty  old  soul  is  he — e  ! 
A  thirsty  old  Soul  is  he. 
of  IVkoe  and  Twankay  he  never  doth  fail, 
Which  all  the  day  long  he  drinks  out  of  a  pail. 
Fur  he  never  ale-th,  he  quaintly  doth  say. 
While  he  sticks  to  his  flfiy-twocnpl  in  a  day — 
For  ho !  ho !  ho ! 
Old  TIM  ean't  know 
How  much  of  birch-broom  there  is  in  Pekoe. 

atom*-" For  hoi  ho!  ho!"  &c. 

His  Landlady  sits  in  her  own  still-room, 

Alone  with  the  cat  sits  she  ; 
Except  when  she  asks  in  the  maid  or  the  groom, 
To  join  her  in  taking  tea-e, 
To  join  her  in  taking  tea. 
Now,  TIM  has  a  tea-chest  but  isn't  aware, 
That  his  Landlady  helps  herself  freely  from  there. 
Tho  the  maid  and  the  groom  of  the  Landlady  told, 
Yet  lui  he-Id  his  toncrue. — it  was  no  use  to  scold. 
For  ho  !  ho !  ho  ! 
lie  now  doth  know 
Where  all  his  Itohea  find  Souchong  doth  go. 

(.'hunts— " For  ho !  ho!  ho  !"  &c. 

Old  TIM  he  reclines  in  his  high-backed  chair, 
And  plays  a  few  tunes  on  a  fife  ; 


He  blows  it  for  joy,  for  he  doesn't  care, 
Since  he  puzzled  her  out  of  her  life — 
Yes !  his  Landlady  out  of  her  life. 
For  he  's  got  a  lock  on  his  tea-chest  so  strong, 
And  the  Landlady  tried  it  for  ever  so  long 
With  hammer  and  tongs  till  she  fainted  away, 
And  was  then  handed  over  to  P'liceman  1  A. 
And  ho!  ho !  ho! 
Old  TIM  will  show 
His  Landlady  up  in  the  Court  of  Bow. 

Chorus  nf  Teetotallers  in  their  Cups — 
For  ho !  ho  !  ho ! 
Old  TIM  will  show 
His  Landlady  up  in  the  Court  of  Bow  ! 

[Dedicated,  unthout  permisiion,    to  the  Author  and   Compoitr  of 
"  Old  Simon,"  "  Old  Cyril,"  $c.,  $c. 


A  Card  for  Cad*. 

THE  Republican  gentlemen  of  the  pavement  have  exhorted  the 
Volunteers  to  disobey  orders  by  taking  part  in  a  certain  political 
demonstration.  The  British  Volunteers  will  prove  themselves 
worthy  of  their  name.  A  Volunteer  is  so  called  because  he  is  a 
voluntary  soldier,  choosing  to  be  commanded  by  his  commanding 
officer,  and  not  because  he  is  one  accustomed,  in  matters  of  military 
discipline,  to  be  commanded  by  a  will  of  his  own. 


Divinity  and  Physic. 

IK  an  advertisement  announcing  the  third  edition  of  "  DR.  CUM- 
MIXG'S  New  Work,"  that  production  is  described  as  "  The  Serrnth 
I'inl ;  or  The  Time  of  Trouble  Begun."  In  its  alternative  part  this 
title  might  be  improved.  Had  it  not  better  be  changed  to  "  The 
Sereiith  J'inl ;  or  Another  Duse  from  Dr.  dimming"  '? 
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RUSKIN'S    REMEDY    FOR 


INUNDATION. 

|Y  BEAK  Jonx,  —  Lot's 


begin  at  the  be- 
ginning. First 
catch  your  oracle. 
1  /nice  caught 
two  —  you  and 
THOMAS  CARLYLE 
—  and  I  feel  I 
ought  to be thank- 
ful. I  consult  you 
alternately,  and 
go  by  the  answers, 
lint  the  worst  of 
it  is  no  oracle, 
since  the  Pythian, 
is  good  tor  all 
questions.  Even 
tt  wasn't  always 
clear.  You  are 
always  clear,  you  will  say,  but  then  are  you  always  right  ?  On 
Old  Painters  and  Modern,  Art  and  Nature,  Clouds  and  Trees,  Moun- 
tains and  Minerals,  Ethics  of  the  Dust  and  Glories  of  the  Sky, 
Crowns  of  Wild  Olive,  and  Cestuses  of  Aglaia,  and  Sesamum  and 
Lilies,  and  Lamps  of  Architecture,  and  Stones  of  Venice,  you  may 
be.  Some  of  my  friends  tell  me  you  are;  others  tell  me' you  are 
quite  the  reverse.  But  at  least  all  you  say  on  these  matters  reads 
very  mystical  and  musical,  and  sounds  uncommonly  like  an  oracle  ; 
and  if  I  can't  always  understand.  I  can  always  shut  my  eyes,  and 
open  my  ears  and  swallow  what  KvaaM  sends  me. 
But  then  you  have  lately  insisted  on  starting  an  oracle  for  Political 


a,  v}  niiau  i  vn.ii  aco,  j  uur  uracies  on  mat  point  are  by „ „ 

such  as  I  can  swallow.  I  can  shut  my  eyes,  and  open  my  ears,  but 
I  cant  get  down  what  you  send  me.  ,Jn  short  when  you  come 

unto  this  last  I  feel  you  've  got  be i/ond  your  last :  and  I  take  it 
iif  KHtur  is  one  of  the  best  old  work-a-day  oracles  ever  delivered. 

But  let  Political  Economy  pass.  I  said  I  saw  a  little  daylight 
there,  but  1  admit  there  are  a  great  many  very  nasty  bits  of  thorny- 
brake,  and  sour,  quaking  bog,  in  that  wood,  still,  and  anybody  who 
brings  his  axe,  and  helps  to  make  a  clearing  is  welcome.  Only  he 
must  come  as  woodman  and  workman,  not  as  wiseacre  and 
oracle.  The  worst  of  Political  Economy  sums  is  that  they  have  to  be 
worked  with  men's  interests,  principles,  passions,  and  pockets  for 

ctors,  and  these  are  very  difficult  counters  to  cipher  with.  You 
can  t  prove  your  sums,  as  we  used  to  have  to  do  at  school.  But  when 
it  comes  to  engineering,  and  you  proceed  to  give  oracles  on  that,  I  'm 
down  on  y9u.  We  are  on  safe  and  sure  ground  here  among  figures 


measure  ot  capacity  as  an  engineering  oracl 
at  all  as  it  ought — for  an  oracle. 

You  have  lately  been  teaching  the  Royal  Institution  how  to 
prevent  inundations  of  the  Tiber.  It  doesn't  seem  exactly  our  most 
pressing  business— but  let  that  pass. 

Here  is  your  remedy  in  your  own  words,* 


,,  ,,         -    .     , —          •*•   •-"*    w»w   B*««   vi     IMJAIi     UUU1   HI    LilU    SlUrlll It'SL 

weather— the  higher  uncultivated  lands  being  guarded  over  larger  spaces  with 
bolder  embankments.  No  drop  of  water  that  had  once  touched  hill  ground 
2f£  r°u  TCh  the.Plains  till  "  ™  w^tcd  there  :  and  the  maintenance 
of  the  bank  and  reservoir  once  built,  on  any  farm,  would  not  cost  more  than 
the  keeping  up  of  its  cattle-sheds  against  chance  of  whirlwind  and  snow." 

Now  really,  my  dear  Oracle !  Do  you  know  that  rain  has  fallen 
over  London  at  the  rate  of  four  inches  in  the  hour?  That  about 
Kome,  such  falls  may  take  place  for  several  hours,  and  at  not 
distant  intervals?  That  thirty  inches  of  rain  in  twenty-four  hours 
have  been  recorded  at  Geneva  ? 

Why  how  often  have  you  yourself  noted  the  effects  of  sudden 
mountain  storms  in  Switzerland  and  Italy:  dry  ravines  turned 
bntl  V,yil°  terr^\s'1  beds  of  gravel  dragged  over  great  slopes; 
huge  boulders  whisked  about,  like  shuttlecocks  under  the  battle- 
dore, and  large  areas  left  as  bare  of  soil  as  the  back  of  mv  hand. 

here  would  your  two-foot  dykes  and  conduits  and  tanks  be,  in 
m    s™ash  "  Y  TnoMAS  would  say>  "  Bone  to  evcrlast- 

Seriously,  arc  you  aware  what  an  inch  depth  of  rain  means  ? 

22,400  gallons,  or  one  hundred  tons,  of  water  on  every 

r!rb?f          /  ;  a?d  W03"1*  *<">*  ""=hes  to  come  down  in  an 
ttis  means  four  hundred  tons  of  water  per  hour  per  acre.  And 

*  Sec  letter  in  Pall  Mall  f!a:ftte,  Jan.  19. 


you"  talk  of  tanking  the  maximum  rainfall  for  a  week  !  Have  you 
considered  that  for  the  gat  hering  ground  that  feeds  Father  Tiber,  this 
would  mean  storing  millions  of  tons,  thousands  of  millions  of  gallons, 
each  gallon  weighing  ten  pounds,  and  having  destructive  force  in 
proportion  to  volume,  and  the  depth  and  declivity  of  ravine  dis- 
charging it  ;  that  a  farm  of  one  hundred  acres,  to  accommodate  one 
hour's  rainfall  only  at  the  maximum  London  rate,  would  require  a 
tank  one  thousand  feet  long,  one  hundred  wide,  and  ten  deep,  which, 
make  it  as  rudely  and  cheaply  as  you  can,  would  cost  many  thousand 
pounds  ;  while  larger  reservoirs  in  the  higher  mountain  gorges  would 
swallow  up  hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds,  and  then  might  be 
rilled  to  overflowing  by  the  rains  of  one  week  ! 

My  dear  JOHN,  I  don't  advise  yon  to  go  into  the  City  with  a 
Human  Anti-Inundation  Company;  or,  if  yon  do,  shirk  the 
arithmetical,  and  stick  to  the  oracular. 

The  truth  is,  old  Father  Tiber  is  suffering,  like  other  rivers,  in 
Italy  and  elsewhere,  for  want  of  having  his  bed  made.  He  has  had 
pitched  into  that  bed  the  solid  rubbish  and  detritus  of  centuries  ; 
and  I  doubt  if  any  JPAilc,  from  the  first  on  record  to  MR.  AYBTOX'S 
latest  and  stingiest  contemporary,  has  ever  so  much  as  relieved  the 
poor  old  boy  of  a  barrowful.  Dredging  and  embanking  in  the  right 
places  —  by  the  advice  of  an  engineer,  not  an  oracle  —  mav  do  some- 
tiling  to  keep  the  yellow  old  Father  in  bounds.  But  till  he  has  had 
his  bed  properly  made,  and  his  poor  old  sides  comfortably  padded 
with  cunningly  placed  embankment  cushions,  he  will  kick  over  his 
banks  occasionally,  and  small  blame  to  him. 

But,  that  J.  11.  his  oracle  won't  help  him,  believe  me,  my  dear 
RCSKIX,  on  the  assurance  of  your  constant  reader  and  warm  extra- 
oracular  admirer, 


TEMPTING  ARTICLES. 
THE  Times  quotes  the  following  pleasant  paragraph  :  — 

"  Breakfast  Delicacies.  —  According  to  the  Chemist  and  Prt/ffgist,'  Ameri- 
cans are  manufacturing  golden  syrup  with  sulphuric  acid  snd  starch.  It  is 
said  to  blacken  the  teeth,  and  chaw  up  the  gizzard.  From  the  same  land  of 
innocence  we  read  of  currant  jelly  being  made  out  of  old  boots."—  Jirilish 
Medical  Journal. 

This  is  bad  enough,  but  there  is  worse  to  follow.  The  Chemist 
and  Druggist  has  not  revealed  half  of  what  it  might  have  disclosed. 
We  are  reluctant  to  make  those  of  our  readers  uncomfortable  who 
are  particular  about  what  they  eat  and  drink,  but  private  advices 
from  America  speak  of  the  following  delicacies  as  being  manufac- 
tured in  large  quantities,  both  for  home  consumption  and  importation 
into  this  and  other  epicurean  countries. 

Treacle  from  coal  tar. 

Anchovy  paste  and  sauce  from  old  fishing-tackle. 

Cayenne  from  rusty  tenpenny  nails. 

Preserved  ginger  from  doormats. 

Ketchup  from  old  hats. 

Isinglass  from  shirt-fronts. 

Caviare  from  old  Russia  leather  book  bindings. 

Sponge-cake_from  flannel  garments. 

Other  novelties  are  in  preparation,  and  will  shortly  be  introduced 
into  the  market. 

AN  AFFLICTED  UNDERTAKER, 

UNDERTAKERS  do  not,  as  a  rule,  possess  much  of  Mr.  Punch's 
affections,  but  let  that  pass.  He  is  not  going  to  compose  a  homily 
igainst  extortions,  or  vanities.  Nor,  of  course,  is  he  going  to  be 
iippant  on  a  topic  that  should  repel  flippancy.  But  he  has  to 
announce  a  discovery.  Needless  to  say  that  the  Affliction  usually 
nanifested  by  the  undertaker  is  not  supposed  to  be  very  genuine. 
But  Mr.  Punch  has  lighted  on  an  Afflicted  Undertaker,  a  real  one. 
From  a  newspaper  —  one  of  the  best  and  ablest  of  our  provincial  con- 
temporaries —  he  has  cut  an  advertisement.  The  advertiser  cannot 
?et  nis  money  from  the  representatives  of  some  lady  whose  funeral 
ic  has  performed.  We  have,  of  course,  utterly  altered  all  names. 

MRS.   JACKSON,    DECEASED. 

TAMES  JONES,  Funeral  Undertaker,  *  *  *  *  Street,  *  *  *  *,  would 
O  feel  obliged  to  the  Friends  or  Representatives  of  the  late  MRS.  JACKSOX 
f  they  would  inform  him  who  are  the  proper  parties  to  pay  her  Funeral 
Expenses. 

After  a  detailed  description  of  the  business,  which  appears  to  have 
>een  conducted  in  "a  very  superior  manner,"  the  advertiser  bursts 
out  with  a  mixture  of  sorrow  and  sarcasm,  thus  :  — 

"  JAMES  JON-ES  is  not  aware  that  he  is  in  any  way  connected  with  the 
Tackson  Family  so  as  to  entitle  him  to  bury  her  and  not  be  paid." 

There  !  Have  we  said  that  the  above  appears  in  an  Irish  paper  ? 
Was  it  necessary  ?  Where  but  in  Ireland  could  we  expect  to  find 
such  an  Anomaly  as  an  Afflicted  Undertaker?  MR.  DISRAELI'S 
Melancholy  Ocean  is  a  won  der-  worker,  after  all. 
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FREAKS    OF    NATURE. 

Waiter.  "  Now,  THEN,  LOOK  SHAKP  !  HERE'S  THAT  MUTTON-CHOP  A  BILING 
WITH  RAGE  AT  BEIN'  KEP'  WAITIN',  AND  A  BEEFSTEAK  GONE  AWAY  IN  A 
TOWERING  PASSION  ! " 


PAROCHIAL  BARBARITY. 

AT  Marlborouph  Street  Police  Court,  the  other  day' 
11  H.  NKWTON,  on  the  application  of  Mu.  RICHARD  HARRIS' 
barrister,  instructed  liy  Mu.  <  'MI.AM,  Secretary  of  the.Royal 
Society  for  the  Prevention  (if  Cruelty  t<>  Animals,  granted 
summonses  against  Mil.  <'ii\i:i.i.s  LOWX.  Assistant-Sur- 
veyor of  Marylebone,  and  Mu.  WILLIAM  GKKKN,  fun-man 
of  the  works,  for  causing  cruelty  to  horses.  The  roadway 
extending  from  Regent  Circus,  Oxford  Street,  to  Mar- 
garet Street,  was  stated  to  have  heen  repaired  with  gra- 
nite chips  six  inches  in  depth,  much  larger  than  usual. 
and  laid  down  in  a  rough  state,  nothing  having  been 
done  to  crush  them  so  as  to  enable  horses  to  cross  them 
without  pain.  This  was  contended  to  amount,  under  a 
section  of  an  Act  of  Parliament,  to  the  oil' m  i  <>}'  causing 
horses  to  be  tortured.  Humane  persons  in  general,  and 
particularly  those  who  keep  valuable  horses,  will  be  glad 
to  know  that  Ma.  NEWTON,  in  granting  the  summonses, 
said  he  considered  the  case  a  very  proper  one  to  be  tried. 
In  such  cases,  which  are  disgracefully  numerous,  there 
are  two  questions.  One  of  them  regards  the  culpability 
of  the  accused,  who  may  or  may  not  have  had  it  in 
their  power  to  macadamise  the  parochial  granite.  Bvmbles 
are  parsimonious,  and  steam-rollers  cost  money.  The 
other  question  is  whether  allowing  granite,  by  neglect, 
to  be  laid  down  in  the  state  above  described,  is  indeed  a 
barbarity  equal  to  the  offence  of  causing  the  torture  of 
horses.  If  it  is  not,  then  there  would  be  no  cruelty 
in  paving  carriage  roads,  as  walls  are  fenced,  with  broken 
bottles.  

A  Sad  Discovery. 

IT  is  a  grave  accusation  to  bring  against  a  great  writer 
and  a  famous  poet,  but  we  fear  WORDSWORTH  must  be 
charged  with  favouring  the  horrible  practice  of  Canni- 
balism, for  does  he  not  say  that  a  Woman  (a  Woman, 
mark  ye !)  is 

"  A  creature  not  too  bright  or  good 
For  human  nature's  daily  food  ? " 


Can't  Be. 

WE  read  that  a  Burlesque  had  lately  been  enacted  to 
amuse  the  poor  Idiots  at  Earlswood,  and  that  they  were 
delighted.  Surely  there  is  some  mistake. 


NO    WAR    WITH    AMERICA. 

THE  following  most  important  details  will  be  read  with  an  eager- 
ness amounting  to  avidity. 
This  telegram  arrived  from  the  United  States : — 

"  GENERAL  BCTLER  has  introduced,  and  the  House  of  Representatives  by 
172  votes  against  21  has  passed  a  resolution  welcoming  Mu.  O'DoNOVAN 
ROSSA  and  the  other  recently  arrived  Fenians  in  this  country." 

Snatching  his  Waverley  pen,  but  in  no  wavering  mood  (the  wit  is 
SIR  WALTER'S),  Mr.  Punch  wrote  as  follows  : — 

To  PRESIDENT  GRANT. 

Own  up,  old  hoss,  and  be  spry.  Is  that  message  about  BUTLEB 
fax  P  Don't  snarl,  my  yarn.  PUNCH. 

In  about  five  hours  a  messenger  came  in,  and  brought  back  the 
above,  stating  that  it  had  taken  Mm  all  that  time  to  find  the  Regent's 
Park,  that  he  had  delivered  the  document,  and  that  the  PRESIDENT 
OF  THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY  had  returned  it,  with  his  kindest  compli- 
ments, as  he  thought  that  there  must  be  some  mistake. 

Mr.  Punch  looked — only  once — but  it  was  more  than  enough — at 
the  dawdling  and  blundering  messenger. 

To  make  a  generous  settlement  on  nis  widow,  and  to  dispatch  his 
successor  to  the  telegraph  office,  was  the  work  of  a  moment. 

This  was  the  reply : — 

To  LORD  PUNCH. 

My  sakes  and  gracious  and  deliverance !  You  don't  make  no 
count  of  that  bunkum  ?  Take  half  a  single  squinny  at  it,  and  you  '11 
see  straight.  GEAJJT> 

Then  came  these  exchanges : — 

To  PRESIDENT  GRANT. 

I  don't  know  what  a  squinny  means,  and  I  do  want  to  know  what 
yo"mean-  PUNCH. 


To  LORD  PUNCH. 

Don't  wake  snakes.  What  we  feel  for  you  is  real  nice,  and  we 
are  going  to  send  your  Princess  a  wedding  present.  GRANT. 

To  PRESIDENT  GRANT. 

Snakes  be  scotch'd.  Quite  right  about  H.R.H.  But  no  evasions, 
old  hoss.  What  dew  that  Resolution  imply  '<  Answer  right  away, 
as  I  hear  the  dinner-gong,  and  GBAXVILLE  dines  with  me— do  you 
understand  ?  PUNCH. 

To  LORD  PUNCH. 

Ain't  he  riled  ?  Sir.  The  Resolution  is  a  Faction's  bid  for  the 
Irish  Vote,  which,  moreover  and  moreunder,  the  Faction  won't  git. 
Won't  you  respectfully  ask  your  Monkey  to  come  down  ? 

GRANT. 
To  PRESIDENT  GRANT. 

When  my  Monkey  is  up  he  ain't  easily  down'd.  Faction  is  a  good 
word,  and  so  is  stupefaction,  in  which  1  must  be  to  rejrard  172  votes 
out  of  242)  which  the  Statesman's  Tear  Hook  tells  me  is  the  number 
of  your  Reps.)  as  only  factious.  PUNCH. 

To  LOED  PUNCH. 

You  Britishers  don't  understand  us,  and,  please  the  pigs,  you 
never  will.  Am  I  the  President  of  this  here  free  and  enlightened 
Republic,  or  am  I  not?  And  don't  I  know  my  own  subjects- 
sovereigns,  I  mean  ?  Sum  up  that,  and  pass  _the  bottle  to  GRAN- 
VILLE,  with  my  sentiments  of  estimation.  You'll  spile  your  di- 
gestion if  you  go  on  wobbling,  and  you  ain't  a  young  person. 

GRANT. 

To  PRESIDENT  GRANT. 

ULYSSES,  I  shall  "  wobble  "  as  much  as  I  please,  and  I  scorn  your 
allusion  to  pigs.  GRAJTVILLE  drinks  with  me  and  thinks  with  me. 
Will  you  rescind  that  Resolution,  or  make  your  Senate  pass  an 
opposite  one,  lamenting  that  the  Fenians  were  not  spiflicated,  and 
promising  to  take  an  early  opportunity  of  rectifying  that  error  ? 

PUNCH. 
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Tf>  r.oiiii  Prxrn. 

"  Spitlieatintr  "  ain't  in  f(W»7<r.  7s  dinner  a  time  to  be  sending 
ro-nmulnims  across  the  mighty  Atlantic  :  GRANT. 

To  PKKSII>I:NT  Git  A  XT. 

Is  dinner  a  time  for  sauce  'i     I  have  lieen  consulting  my  friend 

OTTO  Vox  HISMAUCK,  by  telegram,  and  lie  sends  his  love,  and  advises 

me  tn  s:iv  this.     Rescind  that    Resolution,     (iivo  nic>   a  receipt  in 

full  for  all  demands  about  the  .IMinmii,  and  so  on.     Ci'de  your  side 

•••ai-a.      Ueturn   MAni'Moisi'Mi:  tfC&SMir.      And    send   over 

PUNCH:. 

P.S.  Last  article  open  to  modification.  Ho  may  come  by  instal- 
ments. 

To  LORD  PUXCH. 

Terms  inadmissible,  except  the  last  item.     GRAXT. 

To  PRKSITIIIXT  GRANT. 

Qiirin  ru/l  /><;•<!<•>•<•.  Let  me  name  DKI:  BirnmiAXN.  Where  is 
dat  liarty,  now  ':  Why,  in  this  city,  and  at  a  quarter  oi^an^hpur  s 
notice  I  can  surround  Ms  hotel  with  the  Guard 


liiirracks  '•: 


.s  from  the  Albany 
PUNCH. 


To  LORD  PUNCH. 
You  wouldn't? 

To  PRESIDENT  GRANT. 

Wouldn't  I  ?    PI-NCH. 

To  LORD  PUNCH. 

Ain't  no  option.  All  your  terms  are  acceded  to,  and  HORACE 
GREELEY  has  orders  to  pack  his  portmanteau.  He  uses  strong  lan- 
guage, but  we  are  accustomed  to  that,  and  must  bear  it  among  our 
other  afflictions.  I  venture  to  express  a  hope  that  DEK  BREITMANN 
will  not  be  molested  in  any  way.  To-morrow  the  Reps  will  pass  a 
resolution  regretting  that  they  should  have  been  betrayed  into  an 
unworthy  attempt  to  cajole  the  least  respectable  part  of  our  popula- 
tion, especially  as  it  ain't  no  use.  ME.  THORNTON  may  walk  into 
Niagara  whenever  he  likes.  Alabama  receipt  shall  be  mailed.  But 
leave  ns  NILSSON,  or  we  shall  have  a  revolution,  which  would  be 
very  inconvenient  at  this  time  of  year.  She  has  had  a  good  time 
with  us,  and  we  can't  bear  to  lose  her  just  this  very  now. 

GRANT. 

To  PRESIDEXT  GRANT. 

I  natter  myself  that  I  am  not  one  of  those  who  extort  too  much 
from  the  vanquished.  Signify  to  the  great  artist  that  she  may 
remain  as  long  as  she  desires  to  do  so.  As  a  voluntary  concession,  I 
remit  HORACE  GREELEY.  Assure  yourself  that  DER  BREITMANN 
is  held  in  as  much  regard  here  as  at  home,  and  that  if  state  exigen- 
cies had  compelled  me  to  incarcerate  him,  it  should  have  been  in 
one  of  the  towers  of  Windsor  Castle,  and  GRANVILLE  bids  me  add 
that  he  would  have  dined  with  him  three  times  a  week.  1  shall 
send  the  Victoria  Cross  to  the  minority  of  21,  and  you  will  alter 
your  Constitution  so  as  to  permit  their  wearing  it  on  Sundays,  and 
Independence  Day.  For  they  are  truly  Braves.  Your  health,  old 
hoss,  and  never  may  the  American  Eagle,  &c.  PUNCH. 

To  LORD  PUNCH. 
Yours,  old  cow,  and  never  may  the  British  Lion,  &c. 


GRANT. 


Therefore,  thanks  to  Mr.  Punch's  statesmanlike  'promptitude  and 
masterly  adroitness,  not  only  will  there  be  no  row  in  consequence  of 
BUTLER  s  vulgar  faction-dodge,  but  all  the  American  difficulties  are 
cleared  away,  and  the  national  melodies  blended,  they  arise  to  the 
welkin  in  one  grand  chorus  of  "  Hail  Britannia,  Columbia  rules  the 
waves,  Happy  Lands  of  Britons  (more  or  less)  who  never,  never, 
never  will  be  slaves." 


A  New  Accomplishment. 


Ax  advertisement  for  "A  superior  young  person,  required  as 
parlour  maid  and  to  wait  on  lady,  stipulates  that  she  must  "  under- 
stand," alon;*  with  dressmaking, — what  does  the  experienced  reader 
imagine:'  Not  setting  the  table,  not  keeping  plate  in  order,  not 
ushering  in  callers,  not  plain  sewing,  not  getting  up  small  things, 
but — "  chignons ! " 


'  THE  MILK  JOURNAL. 


A  s  i  ITA  HLE  motto  for  this  new  periodical  would  no  doubt  be  found 
in  "  LAC-TAXTIVS." 

[We  are  requested  to  contradict  the  statement  that  the  office  of 
this  publication  is  in  Pump  Court.] 


A    SON-IN-LAW    FOR    A    SOLICITOR. 

in:  subject  of 
Education  is  just 

now  full  of  inte- 
rest, grave rather 
than  lively.  A 
smile,  however, 
may  be  excited 
I iy  the  following 
specimen  of  it: — 

TO    ANY    SO- 
LICITOR. — 

A     Solicitor     that 
,  will  Get   Mo    My 
- ;  Property,  the  valu- 
5  ation    IB    a    Good 
Sum  of  Money,  he 
wmild    Marry   the 
solicitors  daughter 
if  the  solicitor  was 
willing  for  him  to 
ilu,    the    advertiser 

is  from  a  Good  Birth,  Born  a  Respectable  fanner's,  son  out  ove  a  Good  family, 
he  is  pleasant-looking  rather  slender  a  Genteel  appearance,  letter  to  be 
addressed  the  name  and  the  Place  where  the  solicitor  lives,  W,M,  &o.  &c.  kc. 

This  uncommonly  elegant  extract  is  derived  from  the  Staffordshire 
Advertiser.  In  an  educational  point  of  view  it  is  remarkable  as 
presenting  evidence  of  intelligence  developed  by  cultivation  to  as 
high  a  degree,  perhaps,  as  it  is  capable  of  attaining.  One  faculty 
with  which  the  advertiser  may  appear  to  be  eminently  gifted  is  that 
of  self-appreciation,  and  there  may  be  solicitors  and  others  who  even 
think  they  would  like  to  acquire  him  at  their  valuation,  and  dispose 
of  him  at  his  own.  But  that,  as  regards  the  property  which  he  may 
be  really  entitled  to,  is  truly,  perhaps,  as  he  describes  it,  a  "  Good 
Sum  of  "Money."  The  worship  of  the  Golden  Calf  is  an  idolatry  of 
which  a  respectable  Solicitor  would  be  incapable,  but  he  might 
nevertheless  rei'oice  in  the  acquisition  of  a  treasure  which  might,  in 
a.  sense,  be  so  denominated.  Any  Solicitor,  respectable  or  otherwise, 
burdened  with  a  portionless  daughter,  is  offered:  an  opportunity  of 
becoming  possibly  blest  with  an  opulent  son-in-law.  Solicitors' 
daughters  whose  faces  are  their  fortunes,  would,  doubtless,  many  of 
them  like  to  know  more  about  the  author  of  the  foregoing  advertise- 
ment. It  would  be  but  natural  for  them  to  wish  to  have  some  idea 
of  what  he  is  like.  Not  much  is  conveyed  by  his  own  statement  that 
"  he  is  pleasant-looking  rather  slender  a  Genteel  appearance  ;  "  and 
he  might  as  well  have  announced  that,  on  application,  he  would 
send  his  photograph ;  a  word  which  he  very  probably  might  have 
contrived  to  write  in  phonetic  spelling.  We  are  sorry  that  we  have 
not  been  provided  with  the  means  of  surmounting  this  notice  with  a 
Portrait  of  the  Gentleman  whom  it  concerns. 


A  THOROUGH  FRENCH  GAMECOCK. 

FRANCE  always  will  be  France,  as  long  as  she  is  led  by  such  men 
as  M.  GAMBETTA.  The  commencement  of  that  Statesman's  late 
proclamation  is  the  truest  French  possible  for  such  an  appeal : — • 

'Citizens!  The  foreigner  has  inflicted  upon  France  the  most  cruel 
injury  in  this  accursed  war,  in  the  unmeasured  chastisement  of  the  errors  and 
weaknesses  of  a  great  nation." 

"  Errors  and  weaknesses."     What  admirable  euphemisms  for  the 
motives  and  miscalculations  which  caused  the  invasion  of  Germany ! 
M.  GAMBETTA  proceeds : — • 

"  Paris  the  impregnable,  forced  and  vanquished  by  famine,  could  no  longer 
hold  in  check  the  German  hordes.  Oa  the  28th  January  she  succumbed- 
The  city  remains  still  intact,  as  a  last  homage  which  has  been  wrested  by  the 
,,ower  of  moral  grandeur  from  the  barbarians." 

These  noble  words  make  us  feel  ashamed  of  ourselves.  We  had  no 
notion  that  Paris  was  a  city  of  any  moral  grandeur.  On  the 
contrary,  we  always  supposed  its  grandeur  to  be  chiefly  _  of  an 
opposite  description.  Again,  we  imagined  that  the  soldiers  of 
Germany  had  conquered  the  French  armies  mainly  by  their 
superiority  as  to  the  strategy  and  science  of  their  commanders,  and 
also  as  well  by  their  greater  individual  instruction  and  intelligence. 
But  now  we  learn  that  the  conquerors  of  M.  GAMI;I:TTA'S  country- 
men are  "German  hordes,"  and  "barbarians."  The  language  of 
the  Grand  Nation,  as  employed  by  M.  GAMIIETTA  is  as  lofty  as  that 
of  the  Celestial  Empire.  A  German  Mandarin  would  denominate  the 
Germans  and  all  the  civilised  world  besides  by  the  letter  "  I."  This 
may  be  regarded  as  a  peculiar  species  of  national  egotism  ;  but  in 
that  way  M.  GAMBETTA  s  above-quoted,  address  is  the  most  magni- 
ficent thing  perhaps  which  has  ever  appeared  out  of  China. 
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ADVERTISING    VALENTINES. 


-\ 


As  some  people  arc  lazy,  evem  when  in  lore,  there  is  little  doubt 
t-canls  will  in  future  be  used  largely  in  tie  servie,-  of  Saint 
Valentine.  I'<  v,  IO\,TS  nowwill  undertake  to  give  themselves  the 
triiulilc  to  indite  a  sonnet  to  their  mistress's  eyebrow,  or  indulge  in 
any  other  sentimental  form  of  poesy.  The  most  that  young  men  do 
in  this  piv  to  walk  into  a  shop  where  Valentines  are  soW, 

and  purchase  something;  stupid  and  exceed  iir  ive,  which 

they  .scud  oh"'  by  UK  young  lady  they  are  "nuts  on,"  as 

their  horrible  slang  goes.  The  port-Wd  will,  ho-werer,  affordjan 
easy  way  oi  sending  Valentines  about,  being  specially  adapted  for 
anonymous  <  (fusions ;  and,  possibly,  YMngmen  may  take  advantage 
of  the  fact,  and  may  bo  tempted  to  a  ore  of  hours  or  BO  el 

leisure  to  ih,.  concoction  of,  say,  half-a-do/cu  rliyasHUf  nonsease 
\  i  rses.  To  tit  the  limited  dimensions  of  the  posts!  csras,  cioupktl 
and  quatrains  may  possihly  lie  liammrrcd  out.  ait.  i-  an  unwontedly 
protracted  spell  of  head-work  ;  and  young  ladies  will  be  startled  out 
of  their  serene  and  passionless  composure  hy  receiving  an  attempt  at 
original  rhyme-writing,  in  lieu  of  the  stale  poetry  which  is  sent 
them  by  the  acre,  as  soon  as  the  sweet  season  of  Saint  Valentine 
returns. 

Puffing  tradesmen,  doubtless,  with  their  usual  ingenuity  will  imi- 
tate these  post-cards,  for  neither  lovers'  feelings  nor  even  lovers' 
letter-boxes  are  sale  from  such  insidious  and  merciless  attacks. 
Couplets  setting  forth  the  merits  of  MUGGINS'S  cheap  crockery,  or 
BFGGINS'S  jet-blacking,  will  be  scattered  through  the  world  in  the 
shape  of  post-card  Valentines ;  and  we  can  readily  conceive  the 
mingled  wrath  and  indignation  of  a  sentimental  person  at  receiving, 
in  the  lieu  of  a  sentimental  quatrain,  a  scrap  of  prosy  poesy  in  the 
manner  of  the  following,  haply  headed  with  the  picture  of  a  true 
lover's  knot,  or  a  heart  with  one  of  Cupid's  arrows  stuck  clean 
through  it,  still  further  to  keep  up  the  terrible  deception  :— 

i. 

The  rose  is  red,  the  violet  blue, 
The  grass  is  green,  and  so  are  you — 
If,  when  your  Valentine  yon  v, 
You  do  not  go  to  BKOWN  for  bread. 

ii. 

Fair  maid,  were  I  thy  Valentine, 
I  'd  toast  thee  in  the  choicest  wine  : 
Sueh  the  champagne  at  FI/XKK'S  shop, 
'Twill  make  shy  men  the  question  pop. 

in. 

Sweet  Valentine,  pray  name  the  happy  day, 
And  we  forthwith  to  G  mci:  \<  K  will  a'vvay ': 
diMi  KACK,  amid  a  thousand  useful  things, 
Supplies  the  best  and  cheapest  wedding-rii 


nngs. 


IV. 


Saint  Valentine,  thy  votary  bless! 
Aid  all  fond  lovers  in  distress: 
Hid  them,  if  they  would  fain  look  smart, 
To  buy  their  clothes  at  AARON'S  mart. 


v. 


.Say,  wilt  thou  he  my  Valentine  '? 
Then,  sweet,  at  SKINNKK'S  we  will  dine. 
For  what  is  love  without  good  dinners  '•; 
The  choicest  "  spreads''  are  had  at  SKIXXER'S. 


VI. 

To-morrow,  to-morrow  is  Valentine's  I  lay  ! 
And  JKNKINS  will  make  then  his  usual  display 
(II  rugs  and  ot  wrapp'  r-,,  the  eh.  a  pest  e'er  seen, 
All  tit  for  a  journey  to  Grctna  its  Green ! 

MI. 

I  lir-ard  a  gentle  spirit  sing, 

"  do  Imy  of  Ti:\sii  a  diamond  ring, 

And  send  it  to  your  Valentine, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  she  '11  then  be  thine." 

Mil. 

I.  >v   i     i  lire  that  quenchless  burns, 
When  Valentine's  iMvat  day  retinu: 
lint  1'isei-    n.ed,  like  other  souls, 
In  winter  drear  a  lire  of  coalu : 
S.,  lovers,  lose  no  time,  but  go 
Lay  in  your  stock  from  SLATK  &  Co. 

IX. 

I  would  I  were  a  humming-bird, 

How  prettily  I  'd  tin*'. 
And  let  my  little  voice  96  heard, 

And  joy  to  thousand*  bring, 
By  warni»g  tfcem  that  WIG«OM  keep* 
h.  aps. 


IXHUJIAX  TRAFFIC. 


ijr  port  has  •eeeatitated  a  larpc 
•ftbePost-Oftce.   IV  million- 


"TH» 

addition  U  the  rtrfof  the  cireWflttm 

ties  acconBagly  advertise  far  189  boy  sorters.  They  ase  to  be  4Mnrtt  at 
St.  Martin's-fe-Grand  without  delay,  and  sre  to  season  wit  less  than  1  feet 
10  inches  ••eh." 

We  canaot,  we  will  not,  believe  for  an  instant,  or  any  shorter 
period  of  time,  that  the  Post-Office  authorities  have  in  a  public  ad- 
vertisement, paid  for  out  of  the  taxes  levied  on  a  toiling  people,  so 
outraged  the  tenderest  feelings  of  our  common  humanity  as  to  dare 
to  propose,  with  the  eyes  of  all  the  sorters  and  stampers  upon  them, 
that  one  hundred  and  thirty  boys  should  be  "  delivered  (ours  are 
the  mnte  but  indignant  italics)  at  St.  Martin's-le-Grand,  in  the  very 
heart  and  centre  of  this  great,  prosperous,  wealthy,  dirty  City  of 
London.  "Delivered"!  as  though  they  were  bags  of  letters  or 
sacks  of  newspapers,  instead  of  intelligent,  able-bodied,  hungry 
youths,  each  at  least  four  feet  ten  inches  in  height,  sons  it  may  be 
of  citizens,  grandsons,  perchance^  of  freemen,  of  liverymen!  Is 
slavery  about  to  be  introduced  into  this  happy  country,  at  the 
request  of  the  Postmaster-General  ?  Is  serfdom  on  the  point  of 
becoming  one  of  our  cherished  institutions,  with  the  concurrence  of 
the  Lords  of  the  Treasury  ?  Jf ot  even  in  the  worst  and  darkest 
times  before  the  days  of  WII.BEHFOECE  and  CLABKSOS,  not  even  in 
Jamaica  or  New  Orleans,  could  a  more  callous  and  heartless  proposal 
have  been  issued  to  shock  the  public  breast,  and  arouse  feelings  of 
horror  and  indignation  in  the  minds  of  all  right-thinking  ratepayers. 

Is  this  our  boasted  civilisation  and  progress  P  We  wait  impa- 
tiently (at  home  from  ten  to  four)  for  a  reply,  and  shall  not  use 
another  halfpenny  card  until  we  have  received  it. 


FRIGHTFUL  DISSIPATION. 

AN  Antipodean,  a  new  Zealand  "  Grand  Lottery,"  with  its  alluring 
announcement  of  "  All  prizes  and  no  blanks,"  has  an  inviting  sound ; 
but  an  examination  of  the  terms  of  the  speculation  leaves  in  the 
mind  a  suspicion  of  its  desirability  as  an  eligible  investment  for 
their  unemployed  capital  on  the  part  of  those  who  may  have  been 
tempted  to  the  drawing  in  "  the  Goodfellows'  Hall,  Waipawa." 

The  tickets  were  ten  shillings  each.  The  prizes  were  forty  in 
number.  Of  these,  three  were — "A  fat  bullock,  valued  at  £10;  " 
"  horse  (broken  to  carry  a  lady),  saddle  and  bridle ; "  and  "  a  silver 
hunting-watch  and  guard." 

Of  the  other  thirty-seven  prizes,  nine  were  "  two  glasses  of  brandy 
hot  and  cigar,"  nine  more  "  two  glasses  of  whisky  not,"  nine  more 
"  two  glasses  of  rum  hot  and  cigar,"  and  the  remaining  ten  "  one 
glass  of  old  English  ale." 

The  prevalence  of  malt  and  spirituous  liquors  may,  possibly,  be 
accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  the  tickets  for  this  great  venture  were 
to  be  had  "  at  the  bar  of  the  Empire  Hotel,"  but  we  should  like  to 
know  why  no  cigar  was  allowed  with  the  whiskey. 


To  THE  C.VBF.LKSS.—  Be  cautious  how  you  let  fall  a  remark, 
may  hurt  somebody  seriously. 


It 
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A    LUCID    DIAGNOSIS. 

"  WHY,  JARVIS,  AVHERE  HAVE  YOU  BEEN  SINCE  CHRISTMAS  ?    You  SEE  WE  'VE  BEEN  TRYING  TO  Do  WITHOUT  YOU." 

"  WELL,  Miss,  TO  TELL  THE  TRUTH,  I  WAS  TOOK  VERY  HIN-DIFFERENT,  AN'  'AD  TO  GO   TO  THE  AWSPITAL,  WHERE  I  'VE  BIN 

!  siK-riH  1  "  AND  WHAT  WAS  THE  MATTER  WITH   YOU  ?  " 


EVER  SINCE? 


"  WELL,  Miss,  I  DON'T  KNOW  WHAT  THEY  CALL  IT  ;  BUT  THE  YOUNG  MEDICAL  GENTLEMAN  AS  LOOKED  AFTER  ME,  HE  SAYS  :— 
'  WHAT  YOU'VE  GOT  IN  YOUR  'ED,'  HE  SAYS,  '  'IM  AS  LIES  IN  THE  NEXT  BED  TO  YOU,  KE'VE  GOT  IN  'is  HWSWE.'  " 


ST.  GEOKGE  FOE  ENGLAND  ! 

ST.  GEOBGE'S  banner  led  the  van, 

Of  old  in  England's  fight ; 
On  English  gold,  for  Englishman, 

St.  George  upheld  the  right ; 
But  when  to  fight  shy  we  began, 

We  put  him  out  of  sight. 

"Where  pluck  no  longer  sovereign  reigned, 

Why  should  our  sovereigns  show 
The  Saint,  whose  sword  the  fight  maintained, 

That  laid  the  Dragon  low? 
That  Saint,  out  of  JOHN'S  mettle  drained, 

His  metal  ceased  to  know. 

In  vain  some  who  the  loss  deplored, 

St.  George  tried  to  retain  ; 
Striving  the  Dragon  that  he  floored 

In  trade-sense  to  explain, — 
'Twas  Poverty  writhed  'neath  his  sword, 

His  sword  was  Trading-Gain. 

They  proved  no  dragon  else  he  slew, 

Was  no  Saint  famed  in  mills, 
But  a  bacon-factor  cute,  who  drew, 

No  sword,  though  he  drew  bills ; 
His  tale  of  doom— hung  f or  a  "  do  "— 

A  page  of  GIBBON  tills.* 

*  See  GIBBON'S  famous  allegation  that  St.  George,  England's  patron  saint, 
rea  ly  a  Gappadocian  bacon-factor  in  a  large  way.      Let  JOHN  BULL  be 
thankful  that  the  conclusion  of  independent  inquirers  is,  that  GIBBON  was 
wrong  in  the  party.    Hit  bacon-factor  was  not  "  our  GEOKGE  " 


Not  for  fame  won  in  war's  alarms, 

But  prowess  of  the  purse, 
We  first  invoked  St.  George's  charms 

To  guard  us  from  war's  curse. 
Sovereigns  in  our  times  ne'er  bore  arms ; 

St.  George  held  the  "  reverse." 

But  spite  of  proof,  your  bluff  JOHN  BULL 

In  his  Saint  George  believed, 
As  Knight  who  of  knocks  a  belly-full 

Still  thankfully  received : 
And  'gainst  all  odds  out  sword  would  pull, 

So  he  the  oppressed  relieved. 

Such  the  Saint  George  old  England  knew, 

The  Saint  of  righteous  war, 
Whose  falchion  flashed,  whose  banner  flew, 

Still  under  Honour's  star  ; 
Whose  soldiers  won  at  Waterloo, 

His  ships  at  Trafalgar. 

The  Saint  who  never  counted  odds, 

When  right  must  be  upheld, 
Who  conquerors'  claims  and  tyrants'  nods, 

Faced  and  their  fear  dispelled  ; 
Who  knowing  still  the  good  cause  God's, 

In  his  strength  strove  and  quelled. 

That  is  the  Saint,  whose  image  long 

Has  been  missed  on'  our  gold  : 
His  stamp  once  on  our  hearts  was  strong, 

Its  place  there  does  it  hold, 
Still  armed  to  face  the  Dragon  Wrong, 

As  in  the  days  of  old  ? 
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Or  lias  tin-  spirit  of  the  Saint 

In  our  hearts  lust  its  )I|;M,  , 
Its  tlame  --link  to  a  flirkrr  i 

That  warms  nor  hainl  '  laei  '' 

With  (Iain's  alloy  ami  (in-,  ,1\  attaint. 

lias  England's  gold  grown  l>a 

In-  shows 

1  Upon  our  ruin  nun-  i 
( inr  money-makers  an-  his  foes, 

Ili^  t'rii-nils  tin-  fools  of  yore 
Who  in  Lifo'B  game  nc'i-r  Donated  blows, 

So  honours  ih.-y  eoiild  si-orr. 

"  AVilil  dreamer !  lend  thy  ; 

And  learn,"  Koii  l.o\\  i.  p  j.lies — 
"Saint  (ieorire  on  sovei-eiirns  re-;iii]icars 

To  woinh -rim,'  Kritish  eyes, 
.\ol  to  ]>n -aeh  triM  in  s\vonls  and  spears, 

lint  to  IIM-  up  the  old  dies." 

But  rh<ninili'  jn-i'/iiini'  ft    I >'<•<'  <li  , 

Most,  when  'tis  Saint,  tn  Snob: 
And  .IOIIN  Uri.L  may  take  part — who  knows ?- 

With  Sovereign  against  lion, 
And  prove  his  Saint's  return  lie  owes 

To  more  than  a  Mint-job. 

Honour  with  money  ' iritis  to  strive, 

Here  on  Tom  Tiddler's  ground  ; 
The  Saint  iu.loiiN  BILL'S  soul's  alive 

Though  long  in  mum  hound  j 
Not  for  LOWS  ends  will  li 

Nor  but  on  gold  be  found. 

H-|I  s.-date.  and  soul  elate, 

Will  face  the  tijrht  once  more, 
As  when  JOHN  l!i  LI.  twelv  I'm  men's  fate 

On  each  twelve  arrows  hore ; 
When  prouder  soul,  if  poorer  state, 

Abroad,  at  home,  he  wore  ; 

Will  prove,  where'er  the  Bight  'a  at  stake, 

Even  on  the  battle-plain, 
Honour  our  Captain  we  can  make, 

Though  greed  call  out  "  Refrain ! 
Bow  the  head,  and  the  buffet  take, 

And  pocket  wrong  with  gain." 


TOLERATION  FOR  THE  POPE ! 

NOT  a  few  Protestants,  whose  discretion  does  not  exceed  their  zeal, 
have  been  alarmed  by  UK.  GLADSTONE'S  letter  to  Mu.  DBASE,  ex- 
pressing the  opinion  that  Her  Majesty's  Government  would  legiti- 
mately exercise  any  influence  it  might  have  to  secure  the  spiritual 
independence  of  the  POPE.  At  a  meeting  of  Presbyterian  Ministers 
at  Liverpool,  lately,  convened  to  protest  against  tnat  letter,  two  of 
their  number,  says  the  Tablet,  "startled  the  assembly  from  its  pro- 
priety by  their  opposition  to  its  object."  One  of  these  reverend 
gentlemen — 

"  The  KEY.  A.  KENTODL,  rose  and  said,  he  believed  that  the  intention  of 
MB.  GLADSTONE  was  to  protect  this  country  from  the  machinations  of  petty 
States,  under  whose  power  the  POPE  might  be  brought  at  any  time.  For 
example,  it  was  possible  that  the  KINO  OP  ITALY  might  get  the  POPE  under 
his  thumb,  and  then  8,000,000  of  our  fellow-countrymen  would  no  longer  be 
under  the  power  of  the  POPB,  but  in  the  power  of  the  KING  OP  ITALY,  or 
some  other  petty  sovereign." 

The  Tdlili't  quotes  these  remarks  with  gratification  which  is  in- 
telligible, and  approbation  in  which,  for  once  at  least,  it  will  have 
the  concurrence  of  most  rational  persons.  But  one  wonders  that  a 
leading  Roman  Catholic  organ  failed  to  point  out,  for  the  instruc- 
tion of  readers  who  might  possibly  need  it,  that,  desirable  as  the 
I'm'i'.'s  spiritual  independence  is,  it  is  to  be  desired  on  other  grounds 
than  the  reason  assigned  by  MR.  RENTOITL.  An  Infallible  Head  of 
the  Church  cannot  possibly  be  compelled  to  misdirect  his  spiritual 
subjects  by  any  the  severest  amount  of  pressure  which  he  maybe 
liable  to  experience  under  the  thumb  of  any  earthly  sovereign. 

One  More  Experiment. 

FRANCE,  it  is  said,  will  have  to  choose  between  three  forms  of 
Government,  Imperialism,  Monarchy,  or  Republicanism.  There 
remains,  however,  a  fourth  conceivable  /••'</"»<-  under  which  she 
might,  and  should  if  possible,  place  herself— the  rule  of  Psychological 
Medicine.  That,  duly  enforced,  might  keep  a  noble  nation,  if  not 
quiet,  harmless. 


SHODDY    AND    SHOES. 


i  en  excitement  has 
been  recently crcat'-d 
among  the  minor 
mercantile  inhabit- 
ants of  Southwark, 
Lambeth,  and  the 
adjacent  riverain 
territory,  by  a  para- 
graph in  the  Echo 
itn  \n,-il,  of  which 
some  English  i 
have  circulated  a 
translation.  My  ac- 
count thereof : — 

"  The  Procureur  de 
la  lUpublique  of  I. ill- 
has  arrested  and  lodged 
in  the  House  of  Del.  n- 
tion,  M.  CASPBK,  shoe- 
maker and  army  fur- 
nisher. ThU  person,  of 
English  origin,  has  sup- 
plied the  inteudanoc  of 
the  Third  Division  witli 
16,000  pair*  of  shoes, 
the  sole*  of  which  are 
of  pasteboard." 

It  is  indignantly 
denied,  by  the  South 

London  commercial  gentlemen  in  a  limited  way  of  business,  that 
any  army  furnisher  capable  of  supplying  troops  with  shoe*  having 
pasteboard  soles,  could  possibly  be  of  English  origin.  But  they 
say  that,  aware  of  the  prejudices  with  which  tile  minds  of  foreigners 
have  probably  been  imbued  by  certain  calumnious  poli< 
they  cannot  help  feeling  somewhat  seriously  alarmed  by  tin- 
concluding  part  of  the  foregoing  announcement  relative  to  M. 
OASPEB  :— 

"  He  was  arrested  at  the  railway  station  just  an  he  was  about  to  proceed  to 
Calais  by  express  train.  He  is  also  the  contractor  for  large  quantities  of  shoes 
for  the  Government  of  Bordeaux.  The  acts  of  which  M.  CASPER  is  accused 
are  crimes  provided  against  by  penalties  under  Articles  77,  430,  and  433  of  the 
penal  code. 

What  are  those  penalties  ?  Are  they  limited  to  fine  and  simple 
imprisonment,  or  is  the  imprisonment  aggravated  by  hard  labour  ? 
Can  it  be  that  such  an  offence  as  that  of  falsifying  shoes  for  soldiers 
renders,  in  France,  a  delinquent  liable  to  any  corporal  punishment 
of  an  afflictive  and  shameful  character ;  for  instance,  to  a  whipping  ? 
Is  it  even  possible  that,  under  some  one  or  other  of  those  articles  of 
the  penal  code,  a  fraudulent  army  contractor  may  subject  himself 
to  be  shot?  These  questions  disquiet,  indeed,  not  only  the  retail 
dealers  on  the  Surrey  side  of  the  Thames,  but  also  some  extensive 
manufacturers  and  men  of  business  in  other  parts  of  London,  and  in 
many  large  towns  and  centres  of  industry  besides.  They  know  that 
to  give  a  dog  a  bad  name  is  to  hang  him,  and  that  to  call  a 
man  accused  of  cheating  in  commodities  an  Englishman,  is  on  the 
Continent,  in  effect,  to  give  him  a  bad  name.  Not  but  that  M. 
CASPER  might  be  hanged  for  aught  they  care  ;  but  they  feel  that 
if  he  were,  a  new  stain  would  oe  cast  upon  the  honour  of  their 
country ;  inasmuch  as  he  is  said  to  be  "  of  English  origin."  They 
are  also  decidedly  of  opinion  that  such  severity,  exercised  on  a  man 
convicted  of  a  fraud  essentially  no  worse  than  working  up  shoddy, 
adulterating  food,  or  using  false  weights  and  measures,  would  con- 
stitute an  example  which  might  be  followed  by  a  deplorably  retro- 
grade movement  in  civilisation. 


A  SLIGHT  CONFUSION. 

WHEN  London  journals  detail  proceedings  underthe  Education  Act, 
they  should  at  least  show  a  regard  for  the  rudiments  of  grammar, 
and  not  set  at  naught  all  the  traditions  about  genders.  In  the 
papers  of  Friday,  February  the  third,  in  a  notice  of  the  election  of  the 
Bath  School  Board,  we  read  that  "the  following  were  the  eleven 
gentlemen  chosen  : — REV.  PHEBEJTDAHY  REMBLE,  REV.  CAUOIT  BER- 
NABP,  ME.  T.  W.  GIBBS,  ME.  J.  W.  MOBEIS,  the  REV.  A.  DOUGLAS, 
ME.  R.  KING,  REV.  DE.  SWKLXKY,  Miss  Suuji,  Miss  ASHWOKTII, 
RKV.  DAVID  WASSKLL,  REV.  W.  SABGEANT." 

Will  the  ladies  consider  this  a  compliment  or  not  ? 


Paradox  :  to  a  Physician. 

Yor  have  a  practice,  Doctor,  to  be  sure — 
It  is  extensive,  but  a  sinecure. 
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NEGOTIATIONS    OPENED." 

Mamma    "  LOOK  HERE,  GEORGE.    HERE'S  A  NICE  PUDDING.    WILL  YOU  BE  A  GOOD  BOY  NOW,  AND  COME  AND  HAVE  SOME  ?" 
George  (who  has  been  put  in  the  corner  for  misbehaviour).   "  WHAT  SORT  o'  PUDDIN'  is  IT,  MA'  ? !  !  " 


COMPLIMENT  FKOM  CONGRESS. 

THERE  are  working  men,  and  idle  men  whom  working  men  you  call, 
With  leaders,  whilst  their  hands  should  ply  a  needle  or  an  awl, 
Who  choose  to  exercise  their  tongues,  and  go  haranguing  mobs ; 
Thus  quit,  for  barren  politics,  remunerative  jobs. 

The  tailors  and  the  shoemakers,  with  ODGER  at  their  head, 
Together  with  assembled  Roughs,  by  love  of  mischief  led, 
Accustomed  are  to  march  the  streets  and  meet  in  Park  or  Square, 
And  shout  their  indignation,  menace,  wishes,  in  the  air. 

Not  always  to  mere  home  affairs  their  wisdom  is  confined, 
Their  neighbours'  business  too,  at  times,  their  pleasure  is  to  mind, 
They  ever,  on  occasion,  roar,  with,  as,  it  were  one  throat, 
Demanding  intervention  a  Republic  to  promote. 

But  loudly  as  they  '11  greet  a  revolutionary  chief, 

From  them  no  demonstration  wins  the  assassin  and  the  thief, 

The  incendiary,  to  treason  who  his  base  assistance  lends ; 

Had  any  traitors  borrowed  it,  they  'd  ne'er  hail  them  as  friends. 

And  they  who  follow  ODGER,  and  to  MERRIMAN  give  heed, 
Small  part  are  of  the  People — of  the  Londoners,  indeed ; 
Nay,  but  the  smaller  portion  form  of  those  industrious  bands 
Who  work  in  flannel  jackets,  or  in  shirt-sleeves,  with  their  hands. 

But  what  are  those  Americans,  resolved  who  have  to  do 
Honour  befitting  heroes  to  the  pardoned  Fenian  crew  ? 
The  House  of  Representatives,  by  gallant  BUTLER  led ; 
A  body  0  how  noble,  with  a  not  less  noble  head ! 

And  do  they  represent,  then,  that  exeat  Nation  of  the  West — 
Caitiffs,  with  malice  venomous  each  rankling  in  his  breast, 
Dastards,  to  hurl  safe  insult  who  are  moved  by  causeless  hate, 
Unless  its  cause  be  envy  which  the  Snob  doth  actuate  ? 


Pooh !  not  they,  more  than,  Tooley  Street,  thy  famous  Tailors  three 
Spoke  as  "The  People  of  England  "when  they  wrote  themselves 

down  "We." 

Their  Fenian  Demonstration  will  a  mere  intent  denote, 
Whose  failure  is  most  probable — to  gain  the  Irish  Vote. 


INEXPLICABLE. 

(Letter  from  GUSTAVUS  DASH  to  a  friend  at  Canterbury. 

Communicated.) 
MY  DEAR  FELLOW, 

I  hear  that  you  are  laid  up  with  a  very  bad  cold.  Tell  me,. 
have  you  lost  your  voice  ?  I  ask  this  from  no  motive  of  mere  curi- 
osity, but  in  order  to  elucidate  a  most  mysterious  case  (t.  e.  if  you, 
have  lost  it),  and  to  further  the  ends  of  justice.  What  do  I  mean  ? 
Why  this :  This  afternoon  I  met  a  man  in  the  train  who  resembled 
you  in  many  respects,  and — there  could  be  no  two  opinions  about  it 
— he  had  your  voice.  I  couldn't  be  mistaken  about  that.  I  heard 
him  tell  the  cabman  where  to  drive  him  to,  so  telegraph  to  me  if  you 
have  lost  your  voice,  and  I  may  be  in  time  to  get  it  back  for  you. 

Yours  ever, 

GUSTAVUS. 

P.S.  I  don't  believe  in  Spiritualism,  or  in  anything  of  that  sort,. 
but,  'pon  my  word,  the  Shadowless  Man's  loss  was  nothing  to  this. 
G. 

Artillery  as  in  "  Paradise  Lost." 

IT  appears  that  our  national  defences  are  wof ully  incomplete  in 
the  particular  of  Field  Artillery.  In  some  measure  towards  remedy- 
ing this  defect  it  is  proposed  to  convert  the  Inns  of  Court  Volunteers 
into  an  Artillery  Regiment,  on  the  ground  that  the  Legal  Corps 
might  naturally  be  expected  to  manifest  a  special  aptitude  for 
service  in  any  Action  constituting  a  matter  of  Assault  and  Battery. 
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ARCADIA. 

Tin"  a'lvrti-'  ni'  nt   i<  redolent  of  pun-   country  air, 
.  us  in  a.  refiv-hinsr  fashion,  at  this  season  of 
eadeti  ic/h   to   Mr.  l'ni<r/i,   ' 

MIL  .1  :ifti  r  l.y  his  liiend  1)!:.  Hi  SSKLL,  amid  the  viler       ' 
>t 


AN    EYE    TO    BUSINESS. 

1  NOW,    THEN,    SEE  WHAT  YOU  'VK  DONE   Wl'    TOFR   LxilKIS*  !      I  WOOTJ>X'T  CARE 
HUT— R1QHT  AFORE   THE  Cl'STOMglt'S    WlXDgR  I  " 


WANTED,    immediately,     a     respectable    domes'. 
l-'AUMKIl'S  DAUGHTER,  or  one;  uncustomed  to  u  i 
Uuu-r,  t'>  assist  the  mistress  in  the  work,  no  girl  kept,  only  a  boy; 
!  ;i3  a  daughter.  One  that  run  milk  :uid  play 
tlii'  i>i:ui<>  will  be  preferred.    High  salary  not  given,  stating  age, 
silury,  &c.—  Address,  A.B.C.,  Post  Office,  &c. 

To  be  treated  as  a  Daughter,  to  have  no  rival  girl  in 

ards  of  her  mistress-mother,    to  milk  the  cow, 

and  to  play  the  piano.     \Vhatanenviablelifc!     IliVh 

salary  not  Vivcn.     \\<-    should  think   not.     \Vlio  could 

want'  salary  in  a  home  like  this:'     \Ve  have  not   heard 

of  milk  anil  music  in  such  contiguity,  since  the  day*  of 

dear   MRS.    Frmvn.i.Msi  (not   easily  forgotten  are  that 

•  foee  and  s\\.  et  voice)  who  was  wont  to  sing— 

"To  the  fields  I  carry  my  milking-poil, 
On  a  May  day  morning  early. 

A"i«  ft  in  m  in  Amiiliii,  hut  it  was  a  long  time  ago,  and 
now  we  are  told  that  we  ought  not  to  go  even  into  the 
llnvli'iL'ton  Arcade,  I<T  |,ar  of  seeing  unworthy  folks. 
Hut  here  is  "Arcady  again."  Happy  Domesticated 
Farmer's  Daughter  ! 


AND  FASHION. 

AFTER  the  warm  rains  of  summer  the  lawn  is  often, 
within  a  few  hours,  covered  with  crops  of  the  fungus 
(L>/i-<i)M-i-<l<in  i>liniiliriim)  commonly  called  Putt-hall. 
This  globular  member  of  the  mushroom  family  may  sug- 
i  advertising  tradesmen  Puff-balls  of  another 
species.  The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THI:  EXCHEQUER,  or  any- 
one else  who  is  solicitous  for  the  good  of  trade,  might 
give  a  series  of  balls,  at  which  each  article  of  dress  worn 
should  be  ticketed  with  its  price,  and  the  shop  at  which 
it  was  bought.  These  balls  would  he  appropriately  deno- 
minated Putf-Balls. 


AN  IMPORTANT  ABRIVAL. 

"TnE  War  has  brought  to  London"— not  JU.KS  FAVUE,  not 
M.  Tiimt.s,  not  (IKXKKAL  Titoeiir,  not  distinguished  foreign  Musi- 
cians and  Painters — but  "the  Adviser  of  many  ot I  he  ruling  Sovereigns 
of  Europe.  MADAME .  Clairvoyante  and  Chiron  >  i  world- 
wide renown,  5, Street, Square.  From  one  to  five  o'clock. 

1-Ve  I'rom  one  to  three  guineas." 

What  an  opportunity  for  all  those  uneasy  people  who  are  inquisi- 
tive about  the  future,  and  have  a  guinea  in  their  pocket  to  pay  for 
the  perilous  luxury  of  fore-knowledge !  The  street  will  be  impas- 
sahle  from  one  to  five  o'clock.  The  police  will  have  to  attend  to 
preserve  order  amongst  the  struggling  crowd,  and  to  regulate  the 
throng  of  carriages. 

Tli'To  is  one  omission  in  the  advertisement.  The  "  Adviser  "  does 
not  specify  her  Royal  clients  by  name,  or  append  the  testimonials 
she  has  received  from  them  vouching  for  her  skill.  A  chiropodist 
would  have  taken  care  to  do  this.  She  is  wise  to  say  "  ruling  Sove- 
reigns :  "  otherwise  folks  might  have  thought  the  EMPEROB  NAPO- 
I.I:ON,  the  POPE  OF  ROME,  the  QUEEN  OF  SPAIN,  &c.,  were  amongst 
lie  had  counselled,  and  then  even  English  people,  gullible  as 
they  are,  would  hardly  have  swallowed  her  bait. 

WAYS  AND  MEANS. 

Tm-  way  to  get  a  place  worth  having  in  a  Dockyard,  is  to  prove 
by  competition  that  you  are  unfit  for  it. 

The  way  to  get  a  piece  accepted  by  a  Manager  is  to  let  him  know 
that  you  are  "  chums"  with  all  the  critics. 

The  means  vhcrchy  you  may  be  quit  of  a  serious  relation,  who  is 
likewise  a  serious  nuisance,  is  to  take  him  to  the  Derby,  and  send 
his  wife  his  photograph,  as  he  appeared  at  Cremorne  afterwards. 

The  way  (if  you  are  a  critic)  to  find  out  whether  an  amateur 
stage-writer  is  engaged  on  a  new  play,  is  to  ask  him  a  great  favour. 

The  way  to  make  your  wife  entrust  you  with  a  latchkey  is  to 
tumble  over  the  mat,  and  abuse  it  awfully  whenever  she  sits  up 
for  you. 


EDUCATIONAL  LUXURIES. 

THE  next  generation  will  be  well  trained.  Drill  and  gymnastic 
es,  music,  and  swimming,  are  already  proposed  as  very 
desirable  acquirements  for  those  who  come  under  the  operation  of 
the  new  law.  But  this  is  not  all.  "  We  are  in  a  position  to  state  " 
that  it  is  the  intention  of  our  leading  educationists  gradually  to 
propose  the  following  additions  to  the  curriculum  of  all  schools  to 
be  established  under  the  Act : — 


Dancing. 

Etiquette. 

Croquet. 

Logarithms. 

Hiding. 

Water-colours. 


Hieroglyphics. 

Anatomy. 

Bezique. 

Calisthi'iii.  s 

and 
Political  Economy. 


There  are  people  old-fashioned  enough  to  think  that  it  might  be 
as  well  to  give  our  poor  neglected  children  only  plain  joints  at  first 
— reading,  writing,  arithmetic,  &c., — and  to  let  the.  entree*  stand 
over  for  the  present. 

A  TACIT  AGREEMENT. 

THE  London  School  Board  has  been  hotly  discussing  the  question, 
proposed  by  the  REV.  J.  MEE,  and  MR.  SMITHIES,  doubtless  with 
excellent  intentions,  that  each  meeting  of  the  Board,  which  consists 
of  members  who  differ  as  to  theology,  should,  before  proceeding  to 
discussion,  unite  in  prayer.  It  would  be  difficult  to  devise  any  form 
of  words  for  that  purpose  in  which  they  would  all  agree  to  join. 
That  difficulty  might  be  evaded  by  the  arrangement  that,  on  coming 
together,  they  should,  in  the  first  place,  all  stand  or  kneel  a  certain 
time  with  their  faces  in  their  hats.  But  this  expedient  would 
require  that  the  Board  should  be  composed  exclusively  of  gentlemen. 
The  simplest  and  perhaps  the  best  plan  would  be  for  them  simply  to 
sit  still,  in  silence,  for  five  or  ten  minutes.  During  that  time  the 
secularists  present  might  at  least  give  their  minds  to  meditation. 
A  School  Board,  with  a  view  to  efficiency,  should  constitute  itself, 
as  nearly  as  possible,  a  Society  of  Friends. 
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OFFICIAL    STAR-GAZING. 

ME.  PUNCH, 

UP  here  I  had  fancied  Scotland  was  a  well-educated  country, 
one  to  be  held  up  as  an  example  to  your  backward  Old  England,  along 
with  America,  Prussia,  Japan,  and  other  carefully-instructed  states ; 
and  that  every  adult,  nay,  every  laddie  and  lassie  between  the  Che- 
viots and  John-o'-Groat's  House,  could,  when  interrogated,  give 
you  a  lucid  account 
of  the  Works  of  DUG- 
ALD  STEWABT  or 
ADAM  SMITH,  recite, 
without  a  single 
mistake,  long  pas- 
sages from  the iWorks 
of  BURNS,  SCOTT,  and 
OSSIAN,  and  perform 
wonders  in  decimals. 
But  either  I  am 
wrong  in  my  impres- 
sion, or  ignorance 
and  superstition  —  I 
had  heard,  by  the 
way,  that  manuals 
of  physical  geogra- 
phy and  political 
economy  had  not 
altogether  upset  this 
latter  influence  in 
the  North — are  not 
always  routed  by 
schoolmasters  and 
schoolboards ;  for,  to 
my  amazement,  I 
read  (in  the  Civilian) 
of  the  appointment 
of  a  gentleman  to  be 
"  Second  Assistant- 
Astrologer  "  in  the 
1 ;  <  i  y  al  Observatory, 
Edinburgh,  prefer- 
ment for  which  I 
hope  he  thanks  his 
stars. 

Whether  the  ob- 
servation of  the  con- 
junction of  the  hoa- 
venly  bodies  at  the 
exact  moment  of  the 
birth  of  the  infant 
hope  of  some  noble 
Highland  house,  the 
casting  of  nativities, 
and  the  drawing  of 
horoscopes,  is  an 
employment  which 
ought  to  receive  the 
sanction  of  Govern- 
ment, and  be  remu- 
nerated at  the  public 
expense,  I  can  safely 
leave  to  the  common 
sense  of  the  CHAN- 
CELLOR OF  THE  Ex- 
<  NI.UUKR  (I  know 
economy  is  in  the 
ascendant  with  him) 
and  the  conscience 
of  the  LORD  ADVO- 
CATE; but  I  think 
you  will  agree  with 
me,  Mr.  1'unch,  in 
the  opinion  that  if 
the  occult  science  of 
Astrology  is  openly 
practised  at  the  Royal 
Observatory,  Edin- 
burgh, the  superior 
intelligence  of  Scotland  is  open  to  a  very  respectful  doubt. 

THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 

P.S.  It  has  occurred  to  me  that  official  astrologers  may  be  kept  to 
predict  from  their  scrutiny  of  the  planets  whether  Ministerial 
measures  are  likely  to  be  disastrous  or  not. 


THE  CHEAP  DEFENCE  OF  NATIONS. 

WE  are  trying  to  make  some  little  amends  for  not  having  inter- 
fered in  the  War,  and  possibly  protracted  its  horrors,  by  doing  what 
we  can  towards  mitigating  them  in  helping  to  revictual  Paris.  Now 
we  shall  probably  hear  no  more  complaint  of  our  non-intervention  in 
the  quarrels  of  foreigners  until  the  next  quarrel  occurs.  Then  the 

old  taunts  and  abuse 
repeated  over  again. 
European  bellige- 
rents never  clamour 
for  the  intervention 
of  their  Continental 
neighbours  as  they 
do  for  ours.  Austria, 
Russia,  Italy,  Spain, 
maintain  neutrality 
without  incurring 
even  remonstrance. 
But  oiir  aid,  on  de- 
mand, in  quelling  any 
disturbances  abroad, 
even  in  the  United 
States,  appears  to 
have  been  considered 
due.  We  seem  to  be 
looked  upon  by  all 
nations  as  the  Police 
of  the  World.  As 
such,  if  they  really 
want  us  to  act,  they 
should  entrust  us 
with  power  to  en- 
force the  Peace  of 
the  World. 

To  that  end,  they 
would  have  nothing 
more  to  do  than  agree 
to  a  general  disarma- 
ment, leaving  Great 
Britain  alone  to  re- 
main provided  with 
an  Army  and  Navy, 
for  the  purpose  of 
compelling  interna- 
tional justice,  law, 
and  order;  the  ex- 
pense of  keeping  up 
our  land  and  sea 
forces  to  be"  defrayed 
by  mankind  at  large. 


A  CONCISE  ORACLE.— The  Pithy  'un. 


BILL-STICKERS 
BEWARE  ! 

IN  the  course  of  an 
eloquent  sermon, 
preached  the  other 
Sunday  at  St.  Paul's 
Cathedral,  in  aid  of 
the  funds  now  being 
raised  for  that  build- 
ing's completion, 
CANON  LIDDON,  re- 
ferring to  the  Cross 
which  towers  from  its 
' '  mighty  dome  "  into 
the  skies,  observed: — 

"  It  is  a  public  adver- 
tisement, seen  and  un- 
derstood by  all,  of  the 
triumph  and  power  of 
Christianity." 

It  would  very  soon 
become  the  means  of 
advertising  other  things,  if  it  were  only  accessible  to  the  bill- 
stickers,  and  their  employers  among  the  enterprising  commercial 
classes  of  this  great  manufacturing  and  mercantile  country. 


A  Numerous  Class. 


How  would  you  speak  of  a  man  who  was  an  excessive  Irore  ? 
Would  you  not  call  him  a  Hyperborean  P 


; 
e  Precinct  o 
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nri:->'\Y,  February  9,1871. 

The  Session  began. 
"  May  we  not  in-  <  t 
again  till  February." 
prayed  Mr.  J'uiti'/i,  in 
closim:  hi 

llir  lothof  last  August. 
For  there  was  tin  u  :. 
chance —  and  more  — 

- thatthePRKiaxRmight 

In-  compelled  t<> 
c'isc  tin'  power  he  had 
.'•d,  and  to  sum- 
mon tlu;  Legislature'  at 
short  notice.  Kus  ser- 
i-iirit  .i/n>//".  Of  whom. 
in  his  character  of 
J'h.i'lius,  we  should 
like  to  see  a  good  deal 
more.  "  Shine  out,  fair 
Sun,  till  We  can  buy  a 
glass,"  and  it  shall  be 
filled  and  emptied  to 
thine  honour.  "  Born 
and  educated  in  this 
country,"  Punch,  like 
KINO  GEORGE  III., 
"glories  in  the  name 
of  Briton,"  and  a  Bri- 
ton is  nothing  if  he  is 
not  meteorological.  It 
is,  however,  fair  to  Sol 
to  state,  that  the  QUKEN 
had  a  fane  day  for  the 
opening  ceremonial. 

HER  MAJESTY  was 
present.  It  had  been 
noped  that  the  Sove- 
reign would  be  able  to 
deliver  the  Speech.  The 
QUEEN  might  have 

done  so,  had  it  been  of  average  length.  But  the  Ministers  revenged  themselves  for  their 
extraordinary  silence  during  the  recess,  by  composing  an  address  containing  no  fewer  than 
Thirty-Three  Paragraphs.  To  nobody  but  a  Chancery  lawyer  could  such  a  reading  be 
entrusted,  and  the  head  Chancery  lawyer  of  all  had  to  toil  through  it.  HER  MAJESTY  sat  on 
her  throne  and  listened,  and  once  made  a  hasty  movement  of  her  fan."  Mr.  Punch 
suspects  that  this  was  wiien  the  CHANCELLOR  came  to  a  sentence  of  remarkably  queer  con- 
struction. It  was  not  exceptional,  and  HER  MAJESTY'S  indulgent  good-nature  was,  therefore, 
made  manifest. 

Of  Thirty-Three  paragraphs,  eight  were  devoted  to  very  becoming  reference  to  the 

War  between  Germany  and  France,  and  to  a  hope  that  the  Armistice  would  result 

in  a  complete  Accommodation. 

Kixii  WILLIAM  has  become  Emperor  of  Germany,  and  we  have  congratulated  him. 
We  uphold  the  Sanetityof  Treaties.  ( Well  said,  your  Majesty.)    And  hence  the  Black 

Sea  Conference.     We  regret  that  France  is  not  present. 
A  joint  Commission  is  to  endeavour  to  arrange  the  American  questions. 
We  hope  that  KING  AMADEUS  will  be  a  blessing  to  Spain. 

We  have  failed  obtaining  satisfaction  for  the  Greek  murders,  but  shall  persevere. 
The  anxiety  caused  by  the  Chinese  murders  has  ceased.    We  hope  that  Parliament 

will  allow  China  to  be  treated  in  a  conciliatory  manner. 

[Hm,  yunr  Majesty.     Should  not  that  Depend  ? 
We  are  friends  with  the  Sovereigns  and  States  of  the  civilised  world. 


1 1  have  approved  of  a  marriage  between  my  daughter,  PRINCESS  LOUISE,  and  the 
MARQUIS  OF  LORNE." 

[Mr.  Punch,  dear  Madam,  has  shown,  by  a  marvellously  effective 
Cartoon,  that  he  also  approves  that  match. 


Eevenue  nourishes,  as  does  Trade,  with  partial  drawbacks. 
Then  came  what  Mr.  Punch  and  the  Nation  chiefly  desired  to  hear : — 

THIS  IS  THE  TIME  TO  TORN  TO  ACCOUNT,  BY  DECISIVE  EFFORT,  THE  LESSONS  OF  THE 
WAR.  PARLIAMENT  WILL  NOT  GRUDGE  THE  COST  OF  A  MORE  EFFECTIVE  AND 
ELASTIC  SYSTEM  OF  DEFENSIVE  MILITARY  PREPARATION. 

[Loud  cheers  by  Mr.  Punch  and  the  Nation.  They  shall  be  louder 
when  MR.  CARDWELL  shall  have  made  a  satisfactory  statement 
of  the  Government  scheme. 

Notwithstanding  the  interest  attaching  to  foreign  affairs,  we  must  attend  to  Domestic 
Legislation,  and  specially  to  these  points  :— 

1.  Abolition  of  lleligious  Tests  in  all  the  Universities. 

VOL.  LX.  -a 


2.  Ecclesiastical  Titles. 
:;.   Disabilities  of  Trades' Unions. 
4.  Courts  of  Justi*  .•  and  Appeal. 
.'•.   Adjustmc -lit  of  Local  Burdens. 
6.  Liquor  Licence  Laws. 
Government  will  introduce  a  BALLOT- 

HH.I.. 

Scotland  expect:,  a  measure  on  Primary 

Education. 

Ireland,  in  regard  to  agrarian  out- 
rage, hehavi  ^  l»  Her  than  she  did 
last  winter,  hut  there  have  been 
painful  except  ions.  A  period  of 
political  calm  is  desirable  for  her, 
after  the  ^r.at  measures  of  last 
year,  so  no  Irish  question  is  to  be 
raised.  ofuttfnttrtKqf.} 

Thelast  paragraph  was  a  well-conceived 
expression  of  patriotism  and  of 
piety. 

HK.I:  Muixrv  descended  from  Her 
Throne,  embraced  th.  I'IMMI.SS  OK  WALKS, 
shook  hands  with  I'KIXCK.SS  MARY  OF  TECK. 
and  extended  her  hand  for  the  kiss  of 
I'KIM  i:ss  ('MUSI  UN.  Then  all  departed. 


When  the  Lords  met  again,  the  CH  \x- 
CELLOR  actually  performed  the  feat  _of 
reading  the  enormous  Speech  _  again. 
Mr.  Punch  has  much  admiration  for 
gallant  achievement  of  every  kind,  but 
LORD  HATHERLEY  is  a  very  valuable  public 
servant,  and  must  not  risk  his  efficiency  by 
this  sort  of  thing.  We  are  not  pleased 
with  the  Peers,  who  should  have  stopped 
it,  and  cried  "  Taken  as  read." 

The  MARQUIS  OF  WESTMINSTER  made  his 
first  speech  in  the  House  of  Peers,  and 
moved  the  Address,  lie  wore  the  uniform 
of  the  Cheshire  Yeomanry  Cavalry.  LORB 
ROSEBEKY  (whose  name  is  also  PRIMROSE), 
who  wore  the  uniform  of  the  Scottish 
Archers,  seconded  the  Address.  The  DUKE 
OF  RICHMOND,  for  the  Opposition,  com- 
plimented the  former  on  nis  "  admirable 
speech,"  and  the  latter  on  his  "conspi- 
cuous manner."  Mr.  Punch  records  that 
both  the  Cheshire  Yeoman  and  the  Scottish 
Archer  discharged  their  tasks  with  much 
ability  and  grace.  Hugo  Lupus  may  be 
proud  of  the  first,  and  ftuentin  Durward 
if  he  be  an  ancestor  of  the  second  (which 
we  have  not  the  least  reason  for  supposing) 
may  applaud  the  younger  peer. 

The  DUKE  OF  RICHMOND  had  to  make  a 
speech,  and  to  assume  a  certain  amount  of 
formal  discontent  with  the  Government. 
Which  he  did  in  as  civil  and  gentlemanly 
a  way  as  possible,  and  LORD  GRANVILLE'S 
answer  was  about  as  agreeable.  But,  in 
speaking  of  the  War,  he  said  that  he  was 
connected  with  both  Germany  and  France 
by  close  ties,  had  sympathies  with  both, 
and  had  displeased  both  by  the  "  cordial 
neutrality"  which  was  his  duty.  He 
stated  that  LORD  DE  GREY,  President  of 
the  Council,  was  to  sail  for  America  that 
week,  accompanied  by  MR.  MONTAGUE 
BERNARD,  to  attend  the  Commission  men- 
tioned in  the  Speech.  Replying  to  the 
Duke,  about  the  released  Fenians,  he  in- 
sisted that  political  offenders  ought  not  to 
be  regarded  as  habitual  criminals.  To 
which  Mr.  Punch  retorts  that  there  be 
offenders  and  .offenders,  and  that  with  all 
tolerance  for  misguided  enthusiasm,  he 
has  none  for  armed  rebellion  whose  parti- 
sans blow  up  prisons. 

The  Address  was  agreed  to,  and  LORD 
GRANVILLE  proposed  the  re-appointment 
of  LORD  REDESDALE  as  Chairman  of  Com- 
mittees. We  regretted  to  read  that  his 
Lordship  had  been  severely  bitten  by  a 
savage  dog,  and  the  Lords  were  glad,  as 
was  Mr.  Punch,  to  learn  that  SIR  WILLIAM 
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~>o.v,  the  great  surgeon,  gives  a  favourable  account  of  his 
patient. 

In  the  Commons,  MAJOR  HAMILTON,  in  a  Scottish  Yeomanry 
uniform,  and  Mn.  SAMCHI,  MORLEV,  in  what  Mu.  DISRAELI  once 
called  "the  unaccustomed  and  magnificent  array"  of  a  Deputy— 
I.ieiitenant,  moved  and  seconded  the  Address.  The  latter,  who 
represents  tlir  moderate  bisseiitcrs,  said  that  their  list  of  grievances 
would  be  exhausted  wlien  the  Tests  Hill  and  a  Burial  Bill  should  be 
>  -a^scd.  Perhaps  they  will  instruct  their  representatives,  when  these 
n  forms  have  been  granted,  to  imitate  the  "  0.  P."  malcontents  at 
the  close  of  The  How,  and  stretch  across  the  House  a  long  scroll 
inscribed,  "  We  an-  Satisfied."  It  might  not  be  Parliamentary,  but 
i!  would  be  amusing,  especially  if  ill:.  MI.LLL  tried  to  snatch  the 
thing  down, 
ill:.  I>IM:A>:U  ar<rued  that  the  Ministers  might  have  prevented 

r  by  telling  Napoleon  that  we  should  observe  an  Armed  Neu- 
trality, though  perhaps  L.  X.  would  have  retorted  that  we  had  no 
Army  or  Navy  to  justify  the  declaration.  He  condemned  the  policy 
"i  Deduction,  and  talked  <>i  "  I  i  arum  Scarum  liiidgets."  Touching 
the  Conference,  he  said  that  Jlussia.  as  usual,  would  get  all  she 
wonted.  The  Treaty  guaranteeing  Itome  to  the  Pope  had  been 
violated.  The  Americans  were  rude  to  us  because  they  knew  that 
they  could  be  so  with  perfect  safety. 

The  PBXUTER  believed  in  the  good  sense  of  the  Americans.  He 
could  not  understand  an  Armed  Neutrality.  LORD  PALMERSTOW 
had  not  thought  much  of  Black  Sea  neutrality.  There  was  no  real 


diminution  in  our  Army.  He  was  not  for  a  rigid  rule  of  non- 
intervention. We  could  not  isolate  ourselves.  In  the  course  of  hi 
speech  he  said  that  there  had  been  Four  or  Five  Millions  of  taxa- 
tion taken  off. 

MB.  LOWE.  "  Eight  Millions." 

Perhaps  those  two  words  were  the  speech  of  the  night. 

MR.  NEWDEGATE  took  the  first  opportunity  of  disagreeing  with 
the  leader  of  his  party.  (Observe  that.)  And  the  House  agreed  to 
the  Address. 

Friday.  LORD  EVERSLEY  was  made  Chairman  of  the  Lords  Com- 
mittees until  LORD  REDESDALE  should  have  recovered,  and  tin 
Royal  Message  about  a  provision  for  PRINCESS  LOUISE  was  delivered. 

A  similar  message  was  sent  to  the  faithful  Commons,  who  heart 
it  with  their  hats  off.  There  was  some  speaking  on  the  Report  o; 
the  Address,  MR.  TORREXS  especially  urging  the  Government  to 

S 'event    Germany    from,  exacting   EXCKS^ME  HAIL  from    France, 
inisters  did  not  reply.     MR.  GLADSTONE  introduced  the  Abolition 
of  Tests  Hill,  which  is  the  same  as  that  of  last  year,  and  MR.  HARDY 
admitted  that  the  Lords  had  not  decisively  rejected  the  Bill,  and  he 
hoped  that  they  would  duly  consider  it. 

^EDILK  AVRTOX  stated  that  the  foundation  of  the  New  Law  Courts 
would  be  finished  by  the  1st  of  February  next.  We  can  but  add, 
with  Dogberry,  "Save  the  Foundation!'  The  quotation  is  the 
more  exquisitely  felicitous  in  that  the  JEdile  in  proud  of  the  enor- 
mous saving  he  has  effected  in  the  cost  of  the  Building. 


A    VISIT    TO    THE    OLD    MASTERS. 

•AWT  THOUGHT. — Go  and  see  the 
i  ild    Masters.     Suggest    it   to 
M  n.i;ruD,  who  says  he's  like 
MR.  SAM  WELLER  at  Bath,  and 
would    propose    the   "  Young 
Missises  !  "    That 's  the  worst 
of    MILBUHD;   can't    treat   a 
subject    seriously.      BOODELS 
has  come  to  town,  on  purpose 
to  see  the  Old  Masters.    Last 
time  I  saw  BOODELS,  ever  so 
long  ago,  he  was  engaged  to 
be  married.     Haven  t    heard 
from    him    or    seen    him  for 
ages.  Wonder  if  he  is  married. 
If  he  is,  he  will  think  it  very 
neglectful  of  me  not  to  ask 
after  his  wife.     If  he  isn't,  it 
might  touch  a  tender  chord. 
Very     awkward.     Wish    he 
hadn't  turned  up;  only, hat-ing 
turned  up,  I  '11  leave  it  to  him, 
and  perhaps  he'll  allude  to  it 
himself.    BOODELS  says  we'd 
better  lunch  before  we  go.    He 
says  this  on  the  steps  of  my  Club,  where  I  have  gone  to  ask  for  letters. 
Sappy  Thought— To  regret  to  BOODELS  that  my  Club  doesn't 
Uow  strangers  to  come  to  luncheon.    Absurd  rule,  but  so  it  is.    I 
dd,  unguardedly,  that  if  you  lunch,  my  Club  puts  it  down  as 
tamer.    MLLBURD  says,  carelessly,  "0,  never  mind  what  they  call 
t,  as  long  as  they  give  it  us." 

In  order  not  to  seem  inhospitable  or  mean  (only  I  know  at  my 

lub  no  one  lunches  under  ten  shillings  a  head— at  least,   so  a 

member  once  informed  me  who  had  tried  it),  I  say,  "  Well,  old 

1  seethe  butler,  and  try  to  persuade  him  into  letting  us 

Ilappy  Thoiight.—Ks\L  them  to  wait  in  the  hall  while  I  see  the 

butler  in  the  dining-room.     "  Here's  the  butler,  Sir,"  says  the  haU 

Mter,  to  whom  COKER  (OUT  Sutler)  has  been  speaking  behind  the 

s  screen,  and  I  didn't  see  him.    Should  like  to  take  COKER  aside 


.          tv.7    j.     VY  u  ill __„ 

^«u  „.„  both  listening.    "  Strangers,"  I  say  emphati- 

•allyto(oKi:i:,  who  stares  at  me  stolidly,  never  moving  a  muscle. 

t  lunch  here.       I  say  this  as  announcing  a  truism  to  COKER 

replies,  "  }  cs,  Sir,  certainly.    Do  you  wish  to  take  luncheon 

lioodels  and  Jlilburd.  0  yes,  at  once. 
-%«•//.  Something  very  light.  I  suppose. 

JOODELS  replies  that,  as  for  himself  he  doesn't  want  more  than  a 

ick.     JNow,  that  s  just  the  annoying  part ;  the  "snack"  (unless 

could  give  them  bread  and  cheese  and  the  Club  beer  for  nothing 

T  •  Cx°n  ?£°r    ilcra  {hl!$  wil1  cost  Just  as  much  as  if  I  'd  ordered 

choice  bill,  three  days  before.   MiLiinii)  says  he  doesn't  care  what  he 

ias;  cold  partridge,  pheasant,  game-pie,  anything  on  the  side-board. 

re  is  game  pie,"  says  COKEH,  very  seriously,  deprecating  MIL- 


BURD'S  levity.  A  soup^  is  ready  it  appears.  BOODELS  would  like 
soup.  "That  won't  be  five  minutes,"  COKEU  informs  us,  and  orders  it 
at  once.  "  Well,"  says  MILBTHRD,  "  ii'I  might  suggest,"  he  puts  this 
knowingly;  "while  we 're  eating  the  soup,  they  might  be  doing  a 
sale  au  yratm,  and,  if  ordered  now,  it  would  be  ready."  I  ask 
BOODELS  how  this  will  suit  him,  because  as  he  professed  only  to  want 
a  "  snack,"  this  would  be  too  much.  "0,"  says  UOODKLS,  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders;  "  I  never  take  lunch,  but  if  it's  there,  why " 

Htt/ppU  Thought  (useful  far  another  time  in  similiir  circumstances.} 
—To  say  "I  never  take  lunch  myself ,"  the  friends,  then,  couldn't  force 
themselves  and  their  luncheon  on  a  man  who  never  takes  lunch  him- 
self. _  I  say  it  now ;  MILBUKD  agrees  with  me,  that  it  is  a  bad  thing, 
and  it  appeal's  that  he  too  never  takes  luncheon,  only  sometimes  a 
mere  "snack."  BOODELS  says,  "  Yes,"  that 's  his  way  precisely ; 
"  Only  a  mere  snaok,  but  never  luncheon." 

Here  we  are,  three  men  who  never  take  any  luncheon,  only 
"  snacks  "  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  sitting  down  to  mock  turtle 
(this  is  the  soup  which  happens  to  be  ready  ;  it  was  prepared,  it 
appears,  by  order,  for  some  one  who  had  since  counter-ordered  it),  soli: 
au  gratin,  game-pie— they  think  they  can  just  take  a  mere  soupoun 
of  game-pie— and  a  "  finisher,"  as  MILBURD  calls  it,  of  Stilton.  ' 

Happy  Thought.— To  "  suppose  they  '11  have  a  light  wine — we  've 
some  capital  claret " — (at  fourteen  shillings  a  dozen,  and  really 
first-rate)— or  "would  they  prefer  beer?"  BOODELS  doesn't  care 
about  beer  when  going  to  see  pictures.  MILBUHD  is  rather  afraid 
of  claret.  They  '11  leave  it  to  me. 

Happy  Thought. — Some  sherry  to  begin  with.  A  pint.  (And 
they  can  put  water  to  it  if  they're  really  thirsty.)  MILBURD  says 
that  punch  goes  as  well  with  mock  turtle  as  with  turtle.  I  can't 
avoid  offering  them  punch.  BOODELS  says  not  for  him.  MILBUKD 
says  0,  not  on  any  account  for  him.  ^  Well,  I  don't  take  it  myself. 
(So,  thank  goodness,  there 's  an  item  off.)  MILBURD  asks  "  may  he 
be  permitted  to  change  his  mind  ?"  0,  certainly.  No  sole  to 
follow?  No' 
what  a  mere 
host,  and  ret 

tone.  BOODELS  changes  his  mind.  I  change  my  mind^  Three 
punches.  We  drink.  Very  good.  Really,  remarkably  good.  MIL- 
BURD, again  interrogatively,  puts  it  that  just  half  a  nip  more— merely 
half  a  nip— wouldn't  be  too  much,  eh?  "By  all  means.  Three 
more  punches."  After  this  I  find  myself  offering  them  champagne, 
which  COKER,  the  butler,  can  recommend — and  a  recommendation 


.,  . .  _-_ , BOODELS  says 

it  'spast  two,  and  we  ought  to  go  to  the  pictures.  "  Won't  they  have 
a  petit  verre,  ch  ? "  Thev  hesitate.  1  actually  press  it  on  them. 
Chartreuse,  eh?  Yes.  Three  Chartreuses.  MILBURD  would  like 
a^  cigar.  Hasn't  got  his  case.  Order  cigar- waiter  with  cigar-box. 
The  prices  are  labelled  on  the  cigar  department.  Which  can  I  recom- 
mend ?  Before  luncheon  I  should  have  said  that  the  threepences 
were  justly  prized  by  our  Club,  but  after  two  punches,  a  bottle  and 
a  half  of  GUM'S  superior  old  Sillery,  sherry,  and  one  Chartreuse,  I 
am  above  giving  my  guests  anything  but  the  large  shilling  ones,  not 
one  quarter  of  which  will  they  be  able  to  smoke  before  reaching  the 
Academy. 

While  they  are  putting  on  their  coats,  COKER  presents  me  with — 
The  Bill.    Ahem !     Two  pounds  seven  shilliugs  and  cightpence ! 
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This  awakes  me  from  my  haeehanalian  <ljv;im,  and  F  pocket  my 
shilling  eigar,  to  I"'  nnoked  at  leisure.  ConM  along!  to  tin-  Old 

Ma   1 

At  the  Academy .  \V,  MILBUHD  ha»  Aw  plan  for  seemg 

it  ;  Boonri.s  and  1  ha\e  eaeh  our  own.  Mini;  is  to  commence  with 
Koom  N'o.  I. 

//,//,/,;/  Thought.— Xo.  Commence  with  Koom  Ml.,  and  \»ork 
back  to  No.  I. 

11, IT  v.  .'.I  VII.    Nuial.fr  marked   up  "v«-r   taa 

Now  : 

//»/>/>'/  Thought.  -  Tind   No.   VII.  in   Catalogue,   and.  there 
we  are.     WhattrveRHMj  -  plan,  it  can't  be 

In  tier  I  linn  /Aw. 

In  tin  .  Xo.  VII.     I  n-i'iT  to  tile  wall  again. 

eirtitodoon,  Xo.  VII.     Ket'er  to  Catalogue.     SoUnng-beyond 

No.    VI.,  .  "iv   lloom.       Atmosphere  in 

she.     Warmed  with  hot  air,  which  comes  up,  I   limey,  through  the 
gratings  in  tin-  Moor.     Standing  over  one  of  these  reminds  me  of  the 
:i.     Keel  my  hat  m-adually  becoming  too  \\otaxy 
lor  me.     I  tliinl.  'd  Musters  in  the  morniiiL-. 

that  is,  l*J'i,n>  lum-heoii.      Me,  HIIL-    lUmri.s,    he    Hays  ho    tl 
luncheon  before,  pictures  a  mistake. 

I  walk  iibout,  [nuking  at  the  numbers  of  the  rooms,  in  order  to 
throw  some  light  on  No.  VII.  not  being  in  tlie  <  and  come 

upon  MiMirun.     lie  is  on  a  sofa,  fast  asleep.     I  jog  his  arm,  and 

asking  him  "  How  he  can  explain ,"  but  lie  only  looks  up 

in   instant,    smiles   placidly,   shakes  his  head,  and  is  off'  again, 
utly    snoring.       I     MM    him.     Can't    tind    >'n.     VII.    in   tile 
ratal- 

//»/,/).'/  rri'»ir/lif.~.\-  I  can'l  tind  NV  YTT.,  to  go  back  tn  X 
Koom  and  look  at  the,  number  on  the  pictures,  and  see  where  tktf 
eonii  in  tli  .ike  one  at  hap-ha/ard,  it  is  a  full  length  ^rooum- 

bent  ligui'  i  under  hanging  drapery,  something  like  Ti  i 

I'l-in/x,  with  an  sitting  in  tho  corner.     BOOUKI,- 

'-taniliiiL'  i  i.ksit's  not  a  do.!,'  hut  a  bird.     We  differ. 

He  n  hook.     I  refer  to  what  appears  to  n 

same  nmnl  :i  VI.  in  Catalogue.     I  read  out  title  : — 

"376.-  '.ing  in  tht  Wildernm       .     .     .     Oforoo  RENT." 

BOODELS  says,  "  It's  impossible)!  "  I  agree  with  himuttiiM.  hut'on 
considering 'the  matter  over,  am  inclined  to  take  a  larstr  and  more 
artistic  view  of  the  matter.  "  "'.  :y.  pointiir  ..ture, 

may  have  been  (iriiio's  conception  of  St.  John  in  the  Wildei 

"'  What  !  "  cries  BOODELS,  lfon  a  sofa,  with  a  lap-dog,  and  cur- 
tains !  pooh ! " 

He  insists  on  taking  my  Cataloge  (MXLBTTBD  has  got  Kfs),  and  is 
sure  that  I  must  have  got  the  wrong  number.  I  deny  it.  He 
;i ss,  its.  I  deny  it  -warmly.  I  put  my  ringer  on  the  spot,  and  say, 

"  There  !  see  for  yourself,  :{?(!,  St.  John  Preaching "  1  suddenly 

discover  that  it  is  L'7t;  L  have  been  looking  at  in  the  Catalogue.  I 
tind  376  (which  is  numbered  down,  also,  in  Koom  VI.,  and  we  are 
in  Koom  VII.),  it  is — 

A  Venus PAINTER  UNKNOWN. 

I  say  1  thought  it  was  a  Venus  from  tho  first.  Am  glad  to  find  I 
was'  right.  After  this  I  sit  down.  We  (that  is,  BOODELS  and  I) 
don't  tind  the  light  particularly  good,  and  the  atmosphere  is  so 
stilling  that  we  wish  we'd  taken  our  greatcoats  off.  Having  sat 
down,  I  don't  feel— neither  of  us  feel— very  much  inclined  to  get  up 
again. 

Ilupwi  Thought.— To  see  all  the  pictures  wo  can  sitting  down.  As 
people  get  in  tlie  way,  wo  can  onlv  "  do  "  the  top  line. 

Another  Jl<tpi>>/  Thought  (ichieh  strikes  BOODELS  and  myself  at  the 
same  lime).  Do  the  top  line. 

We  notice  a  smart  policeman  walking  about.  He  never  stops 
before  any  pieture,  and  "seems,"  1  say  to  BOODELS,  "to  care  for 
none  of  these  things"— like  GALILEO,  I  am  going  to  add,  only  I 
think  I  'm  wrong  in  the  name.  [Mem.  To  get  right  on  this  point, 
as  it  's  useful  for  quotation.] 

llnmnj  Thought.— The  policeman  belongs  to  the  Collection  of 
'',>}}  Masters  as  "a  Constable."  HOOPKI.S  sees  it,  and  laughs. 
1  laugh,  too.  BOODELH  says,  thoughtfully,  as  if  tryingto  recal  some- 
thing: "Let  me  see,  whose  was  that,  SVDNKV  SMlTll'sor  JEHKOLD'S?" 
I  tell  him  it  is  mine.  He  says  ho  can  show  it  me  in  a  book.  I 
answer,  "Indeed!"  and  depreciate  1hej>«  tie  mot  by.'1  adding, 
"  \Vell,  of  course,  it 's  a  very  evident  joke  on  the  name."  BOODELS 
proposes  visitimr  No.  V.  I  prefer  sitting.  He  goes  to  No.  V. 

Happy  Thuityht.—"  Left  sitting." 

Legislative  Misnomer. 

IN  tho  Queen's  >P.  ..li,  lli:u  MAJKSTT  was  made  to  announce  a 
Bill  "  on  the  Licensing  of  Houses  for  the  Sale  of  Intoxicating 
Liquors."  Her  Ministers,  if  they  proposed  to  license  butchers' 
shops,  might  as  well  describe  them  as  "Shops  for  the  Sale  of 
Inflammatory  Food."  Beer  is  no  more  correctly  named  from  the 
effect  of  excess  in  it  than  Beef. 


SOCIETY    OF    FEMALE    PAINTERS. 


THKHK  has  been  established  at  11,  •!!• 
ilenoniiiKit.il  a  Pumao  Qlnh«.   Uu^oaiawfim- 
it  refuses  to  adinit  3E..  Virrrrm  Hfrnn  and 


. 

too  faint  a  ilvn,  and  domuread! 
himself,  until  ;i  patriot  remind 

claimed  himself  a  regicide.   We,  might  '  ?e  Club  of  another 

Kind  at  a  British  llellevillc  ;  any  town  in  England  abounding  in 
belles,  of  whom  there  are  some  who,  not  knowing  what  creatures 
they  make  themselves  look  like,  have  adopted  the  ridiculous  and 
revolting  practice  of  painting  their  faces.  The  reputation  of  belong- 
ing to  a  well-regulated  Kongo  Club  might  prevent  mistakes  which 
are  sometimes  caused  by  appearances. 


"  I  'D  RATHER  BE  A  KITTEN,  AND  CRY  '  MEW.'  " 

AT  a  recent  Conservative  banquet,  we  read  that  MB.  H.  MEW 
(Mayor  of  Newport)  said  that 

"  He  wag  born  a  Conservative,  bred  a  Conservative,  and  saw  no  cause,  as  far 
as  he  could  observe  at  present,  for  altering  his  opinion,  and  he  hoped  he 
should  die  a  Conservative." 

Of  MB.  MEW'S  breeding  we  have  nothing  to  sav ;  probably  it  was 
very  good  breeding.  About  the  last  event  to  .wnich  he  alludes  we 
would  say  only  that  wo  trust  it  is  as  far  off  as  his  friends  dcsine. 
But  his  being  born  a  Conservative  teas  remarkable.  Fancy  a  Baby 
pledged  to  Protection,  Bishops  in  Parliament,  anti-Refonm  in  Army 
and  Navy,  and  the  exclusion  from  the  emoluments  of  the  Uni- 
versities of  all  who  decline  to  subscribe  to  the  Thirty-Nine  Articles 
of  the  Establishment !  MK.  MEW  may  have  been  (as  no  doubt  the 
doctor  declared  was  the  case)  the  finest  Baby  ever  seen,  but  he  was 
certainly  the  funniest. 

Modern.  Depravity. 

DB.  LYOW  PLATP AIR'S  address,  as  President  of  the  Birmingham  and 
Midland  Institute,  has  been  published,  and  an  admirable  discourse 
it  is.  We  are,  therefore,  all  the  more  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  add, 
that  a  highly  respectable  maiden  lady  of  our  acquaintance,  of  inde- 
pendent means  and  scientific  tastes,  has  been  compelled  to  deny 
herself  the  pleasure  of  reading  the  Doctor's  paper,  on  account  of 
its  objectionable  title,  "  The  Inosculation  of  the  Arts  and  Sciences." 
She  looked  into  the  dictionary,  and  found  that  "  inosculation  "  meant 
a  most  reprehensible  and  silly  practice — one  which  she  has  done 
her  best  to  discountenance  all  her  life  long. 


LA  SAGE. 


Mns.  PARTINKTOX  hopes  (with  HER  MAJESTY)  that  all  will  go 
well  in  Spain,  but  does  not  see  a  good  omen  in  the  placing  Kiso 
ASMODETS  on  the  throne. 


Tin:  P.!>T  M  M;  \ZIXKS.—  Cereals  for  France. 
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ROGUES    FALLING    OUT. 

Mamma.  "  WHAT  is  BABY  CRYING  FOR,  MAGGIE  ?  " 

Magpie.      "  I  DON'T  KNOW." 

Mamma.  "  AND  WHAT  ARE  YOU  LOOKING  so  INDIGNANT  ABOUT  ? " 

Maggie.     "  THAT  NASTY,  GREEDY  DOG  's  BEEN  AND  TOOK  AND  EATEN  MY  'PUNGE-TAKE  ! " 

Mamma.  "WHY,  I  SAW  YOU  EATING  A  SPONGE-CAKE  A  MINUTE  AGO  !" 

ir — .-.     i,  o— THAT  WAS  BABY'S  !  " 


MERRIMAN'S  MYRMIDONS. 

IN  a  paragraph  entitled  "The  Volunteers  and  the  War  Office  " 
a  contemporary  some  few  days  since  stated  that  "a  meeting  of 
Volunteers  and  of  men  lately  serving  as  such,  but  who  had  been  dis- 
missed for  appearing  at  certain  assemblies  in  uniform,  took  place  at 
the  Lamb  and  Flag,  in  Rose  Street,  Covent  Garden,  on  Saturday 
night.  The  company  thus  described  were  no  doubt  equally 
numerous  and  select,  but  probably  the  reverse  of  numerous.  The 
well-affected  majority  of  Her  Majesty's  subjects  need  hardly  fear 

it  many  V  olunteers  would  associate  with  *'  men  lately  serving  as 
such,  but  who  had  been  dismissed  for  "  unsoldierlike  conduct.  The 
party  of  ODGER  has  reason  to  be  afraid  that  the  number  of  those 

m^ni8JmvOI191^ra^le-JThe,con^re.ss'therefore.  °f  ex-  Volunteers 
who  had  been  dismissed,  and  of  existing  Volunteers  who  ought  to 
be  dismissed  which  took  place  on  the  night  and  at  the  publichouse 
above-named,  must  have  been  what  may  be  denominated  a  small 
turn-out.  That  is  to  say,  unless  it  was  supplemented  by  a  large 
ndance  ot  the  gentlemen  of  the  pavement  who  have  lately  aecus- 
omed  themselves,  on  occasional  pretexts,  to  menace  the  institutions 
with  the  connivance  of  the  Government,  of  the  country,  by  "demon- 
strations" in  Hyde  Park  and  Trafalgar  Square.  At  fthis  gathering 
however,  great  or  little  :— 

"Letters  of  dismissal  were  read  by  one  or  two  Volunteers,  and  after  some 
le 


uneers,  an    aer  some 

nl  8,,re8£uUon  w»8  Pa88e<J  Pledging  the  meeting  to  bring  before  the 
public  and  the  House  of  Commons  the  unsatisfactory  state  of  thl  Volunteer 
bervic*  arising  through  the  recent  dismissals,  and  instructing  a  Committee  to 
make  arrangements  for  a  deputation  to  wait  on  the  Secretary  for  War  to  lay 
before  him  certain  facts  rekting  to  the  Volunteer  Service." 

It  is  too  probable  that  if  the  proposed  deputation  from  the  mal- 
contents above  specified  do  wait  on  the  Secretary  for  War  to  inform 
their  grievances,  they  will  not  receive  the  attention  they 


merit.  That  Right  Honourable  Gentleman  is  not  legally  empowered 
to  place  them  on  a  footing  suitable  to  their  demands  and  their 
deserts,  by  causing  them  to  be  dismissed  therewith  from  his  presence 
by  the  muscular  agency  of  powerful  men-servants.  Nor.  should  he- 
consent  to  receive  such  delegates,  is  there  much  hope  that  he  will 
have  been  enabled  to  inform  them  that  the  only  possible  improve- 
ment of  the  regulations  at  present  affecting  Volunteers,  who,  in 
character  as  such,  attend,  or  take  part  in,  seditious  meetings  or  pro- 
cessions, is  that  any  member  of  a  Volunteer  corps  convicted  of  so 
oftendmg,  shall  be  drummed  out  of  the  regiment. 


LULU. 

(Lore  Rhymes  under  Difficulties.*) 

UNLESS  you  're  sceptic,  as  COLENSO'S  Zulu, 
In  revelations  fresh  she 's  sure  to  school  you — 
That  fair  Circassian,  acting  in  this  new  lieu, 
The  plastic  LULU  ! 

From  other  admirations  she  may  cool  you, 
She  's  just  the  girl  whom  Nature  forms  to  rule  you, 
And  with  her  acrobatic  feats  to  fool  you — 
Bewitching  LULU  ! 

You  'd  like,  you  say,  to  see  the  female  who  '11  you 
Enchant,  and  gently  down  life's  roadway  tool  you. 
Now,  please,  don't  brag,  you  obstinate  old  mule,  you, 
Go  and  see  LULU. 

*  Although  the  fame  of  many  a  public  performer  has  outlasted  that  of  many 
divine,  poet,  doctor,  scholar,  and  statesman,  it  may  be  convenient  to  a 

remote  posterity  to  know  that  LULU  is  a  marvellous  lady-acrobat,  of  the  cream 

ol  the  cream  of  Circasaia,  Asia,  and  of  Circussia,  Holborn. 
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EXCESSIVE   BAIL. 


JUSTICE  (to  BISMAKCK).  "  YOUR  CLIENT  WAS  ASSAULTED,  AND  YOU  ASK  THAT  THE  DEFENDANT  '  SHALL 
BE  BOUND  OVER  TO  KEEP  THE  PEACE  FOR  MANY  YEARS.'  BUT  I  CANNOT  SANCTION  A  DEMAND  FOR 
EXORBITANT  SECURITIES." 
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CAPE    DIAMONDS    AND    DRINK. 


of  Drinking,  Smoking,  Snuff-taking,  Scandal,  Whkt-plmyin*,  Sleep- 
in   cither   House  oi    r.irli.imeiit,    and   Sitting  up    later   than 


AX£    all     precious 
ui.'s ;      from 
,t      India 
those    brought 
are 
Its  high- 

nidi     for 
<  ndour 

lit   shillc. 

South  African  dia- 
monds sii  rank 
in  v 

That  they  corre- 
•nd  to  South 

African  wine. 


BEAUTIFUL 

PAULS. 

DOES  any  Chris- 
.vith  a  spare 
tiye-yound  note  in 
his  possession  need 
any  urging  to  sub- 
it  to  the  fund 
now  feeing  raised  to 
feat  Ae  starving 
poor  of  Paris  ?  If  so,  let  him  read,  what  it^gladAens  Punch  to 
.(note  from,  an  interesting  letter  in  the  Jlaily  AVirj.-  . — 

"  Ti  •  >!  beautiful  fraturu  of  the  siege  ha*  been  tlie  absence  of 

crime.     J<<>  iminl-  rs,  nu  robberies,  Init  u  virtue  iii  which  to  me  there  is  some- 
..-.     The  half-lit  street*  arc  umjity  by  hulf-jiast  nine." 

iioul  a  policeman   in  ; 

\\Y11,                                                     irivolity;  but  there  is  some- 
thin                                                          that   for  four  months  can  keep 
ur  by  merely  moral  force.     How  should  we  fare 
in  London  were  our  policemen  all  withdrawn,  and  half  the  gas- 
lamps  loft  unlit  '-     We   fear  that  London's  difficulty  would  be  BILL 
•'s  opportunity,  and  our  burglars  and  garotters  would  have  a 
jolly  time  of  it.       

FORTHCOMING  LEGISLATION. 

THE  Queen's  Speech,  having  so  much  to  say  about  the  affairs  of 
foreign  nations,  could  only  mention  a  few  of  the  measures  relating 
to  our  own  concerns  which  are  understood  to  be  ready  for  introduc- 
tion this  Session. 

Mr.  Punch,  having  been  favoured  with  a  private  view  of  some  of 
the  more  important  of  these  Hills,  hastens,  while  the  cold  weather 
makes  brisk  exercise  a^n  cable,  to  lay  them  before  his  constant 
readers. 

A  Bill  to  restrict  the  Number  of  Portraits  in  the  Annual  Exhibi- 
tion of  the  Itoyal  Academy. 

A  Hill  for  tlie  Kstablishinent  of  a  Cheerful  Newspaper. 

A  Hill  for  tin  Introduction  of  Uniformity  in  the  Length  of  the 
Months  of  the  Year.  [This  is  a  measure  which  will  do  away  with 
much  uncertainty  and  confusion,  and  render  unnecessary  many 
milliards  of  questions  at  present  of  annual  recurrence.] 

A  Bill  for  the  better  Regulation  of  the  Practice  of  asking  Eminent 
Characters  for  their  Autographs. 

A  Bill  for  the  Total  Abolition  of  Encores,  Fees,  and  Gratuities  at 
•  of  Public  Entertainment. 

A  Bill  to  reduce  the  Exorbitant  Price  of  Oysters. 

A  Bill  to  render  Women  liable  to  Serve  on  Juries  in  Courts  of 
Law,  on  Coroners'  Inquests,  &c.  [The  principle  of  this  measure  is, 
that  as  women  claim  to  share  with  men  the  privilege  of  the  franchise, 
&c.,  they  should  also  be  called  upon  to  take  their  part  in  more 
disagreeable  duties.] 

A  Hill  for  Knrtin.u  another  Opera  House  in  London — two,  one  of 
which  has  never  yet  been  used,  not  appearing  sufficient. 

A  Bill  to  restrain  Photographers  from  putting  Likenesses  in  their 
Windows,  against  the  express  Wish  and  Injunction  of  the  Persons 
misrepresented. 

A  Bill  for  the  better  Regulation  of  Pennv-a-lying. 

A  Bill  for  the  Supervision,  by  Salaried  Official  Inspectors  appointed 
after  open  Compel  it  ion,  of  the  Costume  of  Public  Waiters. 

A  Bill  to  provide  Costermongers  and  other  Itinerant  Vendors  with 
Vocal  Instruction. 

A  Bill  to  subject  all  Young  Men  wearing  an  Eye-glass  to  Surgical 
Examination.  And, 

A   Jiill  for  the  Total,  Immediate,  and  Unconditional  Abolition 


ing    .~ 

'JVcKv     '>Vlocl;     at     Ni'jli!.     .   V  <  pt    by  a 

iv  of  CAXTKUWLY. 


.Special  Licence  from  the 


TOUCHOra 

Tin:  \V.  a!h<  r  wa.-.  lirst   introduced  into  conversation  at  a  dinner 
party  at  St.  Switliin's. 

After  many  weeks  of  frost,  snow,  sled,  ice,  aurora  borealis,  chil- 
blains   cutting  wind*,   falls    on  the    pavement,   rise  in  the 

,  and  miucity  of  cabs  and  onmibuM  s,  wa! 

by  the   bucket,  ]mi  ooldfi,  rheumatism,  and  a  diurnally  growing 
reluctance  to  get  w>  sauiiave  in  the  morning— one,  or  at  the  nx-i 

MI  usually  mild  days,  oawes  grumbling,  discontent,  i- 
of  winter  clothing,  ingratitude  towards  good  h'res,  und  even  torget- 
ss  of  the  extraordinary  behaviour    of    the  plumber,    in  not 
ug  the  moment  you  (simultaneously  with  about  sixteen  other 
furious  houscbcUerx  him  when  the  pipes  hurst,  the  night 

uoe. 


of  your  wife'*  little  . 

(Vice  versa..)  AfUr  an  unusually  hot  Summer,  horror  of  bed- 
clothes, abuse**  bkt-k  hats,  general  looseness  of  attire,  head-gear 
gracefully  festooned  with  white  handkerchiefs,  abandonment  to  cool 
Irinks,  "not  a  dry  thread"  on  yon,  and  incessant  quotation  of 
SMI  i  n's  aphorism  about  talcing  off  your  flesh  and  sitting  in 


your  bones — one,  or  at  the  outside  two  coldish  days,  produces  shiver- 
ings,  shakings,  shards,  «nd  shrugged  shoulders,  longings  for  a  fare, 
thoughts  of  overos«ta.  and  reegfiHiwis  for  another  blanket. 

They  have  no  wniAinr  in  Ae  Moon— consequently  little  or  no 
conversation. 

The  Clerk  of  the  Weather  is  of  the  same  family  as  JACK  FROST, 
HOYLE,  COCKER,  MBS.  OBOTTDT,  MKS.  HAHRIS,  MRS.  MALATROP, 
and  the  Oldest  InhAitaat.  Hk  fciography  yet  remains  to  be  written. 

Derangement  of  IheifcesliWfrgans,  irritability  of  temper,  family 
differences,  sulkinest  «Uepi*M«.  sleeplessness,  suicide,  '  shooting 
corns,  shirts  of  indifferent  oclBor,  pains  in  the  joints,  hair  out  of 
curl,  tough  mutton,  and  inability  to  fulfil  an  engagement  to  join  a 


, 

slow  party,  are  all  the  W* 
The  next  Census 

" 


'show  how  many  persons  were  talk- 


ing about  the  Weather  on  the  night  of  Sunday  the  2nd  of  April, 

Meteorology  is  a  most  useful  science ;  it  would  be  still  more  so,  if 
we  could  rely  on  it  always' to  tell  us  what  is  in  the  wind. 

Who  was  the  gay,  witty,  brilliant,  volatile  Frenchman  that  said 
we  had  one  sauce  and  many— weathers  ?  Was  it  TAILEYBAKD,  or 
MARMONTEL,  or  AKACHARSIS  KLOOTZ  ? 

If  there  was  no  uncertainty  about  our  Weather,  if  it  was  always 
monotonously  fine,  with  no  fogs,  no  protracted  absences  of  the  sun, 
no  heavy  showers  to  be  caught  in,  no  equinoctial  gales,  no  hailstones 
the  size  of  pullets'  'eggs,  and  no  east  wind— what  would  become  of 
small  talk !  We  should  have  to  invent  new.openings  forjconversa- 
tion,  as  they  do  for  chess. 

The  Weather  exhausts  us,  but  we  shall  never  exhaustthe  Weather. 
Blessings  on  the  Weather ! 

"  CONCERNING  PRINCESSES." 

HER  MAJESTY  is  stated  to  have  ordered  that  the  mark  indicative  of 
shortness  shall  be  placed  over  the  second  vowel  in  the  name  of  the 
PRINCESS  HELENA  (thus,  "  HELENA  ")  in  the  Peerages.  Loyal  to  the 
utmost,  Mr.  Punch  takes  leave  to  promote  his  Sovereign's  intention 
by  presenting  her  subjects  with  a  mnemonic  rhyme,  though  one 
W.  SHAKSPEARE  has  already  indicated  the  proper  accent,  in  the  line, 
"  Not  HEBMIA,  but  HELENA  I  lore." 

Persons  are  not  to  pronounce  H.R.H.'s  name  as  they  would  do  in 

this  couplet, 

"  Never  in  England  was  seen  a 
Prince*!  more  kind  than  HELENA," 

But  as  they  would  in  this  one — 

"  CHRISTIAN  declares  there 's  a  spell  in  a 
Song,  when  'tis  sung  by  his  HELEXA." 

This  duty  discharged,  this  pleasure  enjoyed,  may  Mr.  Punch, 
with  the  utmost  respect,  ask  whether  the  Peerages  ought  not  to  make 
another  alteration?  He  reads  in  Debrett,  and  in  Dod,  that  the 
18th  March,  1848,  was  the  birthday  of  PRINCESS  LOUISA  CAROLINE 
ALBERTA,  in  whose  happiness  all  her  Royal  Mother's  subjects  are 
rejoicing.  The  Court  Circular  has  varied  H.R.H.'s  name  to 
"LotnsE,"  so  that  when  we  have  come  on  the  former  name  in  the 
books,  we  may  say  with  the  late  MR.  WORDSWORTH, 

"  I  met  LOUISA  in  the  shade." 

If  the  Court  Circularian  acts,  as  he  doubtless  doth,  jutsu,  a  second 
order  will  probably  be  addressed  to  the  editors  of  the  invaluable 
volumes  to  which  Mr.  Punch  has  referred.  [Are  7231  Correspondent* 

satisfied  r  P.] 
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GRATITUDE. 

fastidious  Vagrant.  "  AND  THEY  AIN'T  'ALF  BUTTERED  !    I  COULD  'A  DONE  AS  WELL  IF  I  'D  GONE  UP  THE  LANE  TO  THE  'UNION  !'" 


THE  MASTERS  OF  THE  MILLION. 

WHEN  Louis  NAPOLEON  such  wisdom  had  shown 
As,  firstly,  at  Strasbourg  and  then  at  Boulogne, 
As  some  may  remember  that  ere  then  were  born, 
For  a  hare-brained  pretender  men  laughed  him  to  scorn. 

But  when,  having  first,  upon  Satory's  plain, 
His  soldiers  with  sausages  bribed,  and  champagne, 
They  saw  him  high  perched  on  an  Emperor's  throne, 
They  gave  him  great  credit  for  brains  of  his  own. 

He  having  an  army  his  will  to  enforce, 
They  owned  that  he  must  be  a  great  man,  of  course ; 
With  trembling  and  fear  they  awaited  his  nod, 
And  weighed  his  least  words  as  the  words  of  a  god. 

But  after  some  blunders,  when,  making  the  last, 
And  greatest,  down  headlong  he  came  to  be  cast ; 
He  seemed  in  their  eyes,  that  had  witnessed  his  faH, 
To  be  no  such  very  great  man,  after  all. 

'Tis  BISMARCK  that  now  for  a  lion  doth  pass 

With  those  who,  not  long  ago,  thought  him  an  ass. 

He  holds  Blood  and  Iron,  they  see,  at  command, 

To  work  out  the  schemes  which  his  genius  has  planned. 

Whilst  Iron  is  ductile,  and  Blood  will  obey, 
So  long  will  be  BISMARCK  the  man  of  his  day  ; 
Should  Iron  grow  stubborn,  Blood  choose  not  to  flow, 
As  BONAPARTE  went,  BISMAECK  likewise  may  go. 

Blood,  spent,  Iron  helps  to  crush  muscle  and  bone, 
Commanded — but  they  have  a  will  of  their  own. 
Thy  Chancellor's  bidding  to-day  they  attend — 
New  C.ESAB  of  Germany—"  Look  to 'the  End." 


THE  JOURNALISM  OF  PEACE. 

MR.  PUNCH, 

THE  papers  of  late  have  been  lively  reading  for  those 
readers  who  like  sanguinary  sameness.  When  the  war  is  over  what 
matter  will  journalists  find  to  replace  the  narratives  of  special  cor- 
respondents, and  the  suggestions  of  spontaneous  ones?  Horrid 
murders  will  not  occur  in  sufficient  number,  nor  can  any  murder,  as 
to  its  details,  exceed  those  of  the  battle-field  in  the  horrors  with 
which  we  have  been  regaled  to  repletion. 

Proposals  for  improving  the  means  of  destroying  human  life  will 
probably  go  on  for  some  time,  and  it  may  be  long  before  we  see  the 
end  of  the  case  "  Muzzle-loaders  v.  Breech-loaders."  It  may  be 
expected  that  these  will  be  accompanied  by  communications  of 
devices  for  the  improved  construction  of  gibbets  and  instruments  of 
bodily  punishment.  Considering  the  torments  which  good  citizens 
have  been  compelled  to  incur  in  battle,  people  will  naturally  begin 
to  think  little  of  inflicting'  any  amount  of  pain  on  criminals.  Accord- 
ingly crimes  will  be  made  generally  capital,  and  torture  will  be 
revived.  Then  we  shall  be  entertained  at  breakfast  by  controversial 
letters  in  the  newspapers,  headed,  "  The  Wheel  versus  the  Gallows," 
for  instance,  or,  "Wire  r.  Whipcord,"  or  "Cow-hide  i:  Cat  o' 
Nine  Tails.1' 

Others  will  advocate  peculiar  points  in  the  construction  and 
employment  of  the  rack,  the  thumbscrews,  the  boots,  the  scavenger's 
daughter,  the  branding  iron,  the  stocks,  and  the  pillory.  The  moral 
effect  of  the  War  may  be  anticipated  to  be  a  return  to  the  humanity 
of  the  Middle  Ages.  Sir,  I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  Sign  of  the 
Zodiac,  symbolising  Progress  in  the  direction  wherein  Europe  is  at 
present  moving.  Your  obedient  servant, 

CANCER  (THE  CKAB). 


Artistic. 

OUR  friend  MAUXSTICKE  so  devotes  himself  to  the  Study  of  Cos- 
tume that  his  brother  Artists  say  he  has  abandoned  the  Fine  Arts,  in 
order  to  pursue  the  calling  of  a  Costume-monger. 
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"A    NIGHT    OF    IT." 

1IV/1'  (2  A.M.).  "  DINNER  AT  THE  ALBION  !  THE  THEATRE!  AND  SUPPER 
AXI>  A  KriaiKi;  AT  THE  CLUU  !  WELL,  HENRY,  I  WONDER  YOU  DID  NOT  Go 
10  AI.I,  TIIK  PLACES  OF  AMUSEMENT  IN  LONDON,  AND  (sobbing)  NOT  COME  HOME 
ALL  KIGHT  ! " 

Henry.  "  MY  DEAR,  ALL  TH'  OTHER  PLASHES  SHU'  aur  ! ! " 


SONGS  OF  SIXPENCE. 


"THE  HIKLAN1)  BEAUTY." 

M  ii  hi.i:  did  I  love  my  .1  I:\MK, 
she  wa'  a  iieekle  weanie,1 
Kittlin'-  owre  the  tlattit  gr> 

A'  sae  winsom', 

A'  sue  liin 
Dainty  skirrock:l  .!I.\MI.. 

How  I  coodled4  in  her  eekit, 
Dooiiinir"'  wha'  nae  booties  ci 
Till  hertwa  bright  ecu  they  leckit, 

A'  sae  hinsom'. 

A'  sae  winsom , 
Watting  sair  her  cheekit. 

Says  she,  "  Let  lassies  fash  their  streeps 
Wi'  drummie  stick  an'  i>audy  peeps, 
Gic  me  my  TAM  wi'  Mquee/y-grecps,"' 

A'  sae  win 

A'  sae  hiuspm', 
whiskey-toddy  on  fowie  leeps."7 

Wull  ye  be  my  am,  my  la 
Pibroeh-peeps  wi'  jug  and  glas 
Plaiddie,  too,  wi'  ribbon,  sawie", 
A'  sac  hinsom', 
A'  sae  winsom', 
All  I  gie,  but  hae  nae  braasie. 

Says  she,  "  Sin  ye've  nae  brassie-jingle, 

lie  rest  is  sandie-shingle  ; 
Sae  wi'  ye  I  winna  mingle," 

A'    crtf,   ^»intir»m 


sae 

A'  sae  winsom', 
"  Steppit,9  TAM,  I  '11  stoppit"  single." 

Noo  I  seep  ma  whiskey-toddy, 
Takin'  speerits  wi'  nae  boddy : 
Sup  for  ane  's  nae  sup  for  twoddy," 

A'  sae  winsom', 

A'  sae  hinsom', 
Carls,  gude  night,  I  '11  niddy-noddy.13 

1.  Alittle  pickle.  2.  Sporting  like  a  kitten.  3.  The  Lowland 
language  has  no  equivalent  for  this  word,  which  in  itself  is  so 
peculiarly  expressive.  4.  Whispers  soft  things.  6.  Sitting. 
6.  Arm  round  my  waist.  7.  Four  lips.  8.  Jaunty.  9.  Go  away. 
10.  Remain.  11.  Hieland  proverb  signifying  that  enough  for 
one  is  not  sufficient  for  two.  12.  Sleep. 


MORE  DISAPPOINTMENTS  FOIt  PATERFAMILIAS. 

\V  ii  >:.v,  but  a  short  time  ago,  it  was  our  painful  duty  to  dispel  the 
Impes  of  parents  and  guardians,  i  specially  Scotch  parents  and 
guardians,  by  breaking  to  them,  as  gently  as  we  could,  the  dis- 
heartening announcement  that  the  situations  in  one  of  the  great 
Public  Departments  of  Scotland — "  the  General  Register  of  Sasincs, 
ami  the  Register  of  Homings,  Inhibitions,  &c." — had  been  with- 
drawn from  open  competition,  and  were  no  longer  to  be  reckoned 
•  those  glittering  pri/es  of  the  Civil  Service  which  every 
healthy,  intelligent,  -well-conducted  youth  might  reasonably  look 
forward  to  winning,  we  little  thought  that  it  would  soon,  too  soon, 
be  our  still  niore  unwelcome  office  to  make  a  communication  to  the 
public  infinitely  more  important  than  the  intelligence  from  Edin- 
burgh— and  that  was  serious  enough — affecting,  as  it  must  do,  a  far 
larger  body  of  youthful  aspirants,  and  causing  the  demolition  of  a 
much  greater  number  of  castellated  and  aerial  edifices — indeed,  so 
many,  that  we  hardly  like,  in  this  severe  weather,  to  think  of  the  dis- 
appointment and  dismay  awaiting  hundreds  of  happy  English  homes. 

BO  i  ontcmporary  domestic  event,  nut  even  MK.  ATRTOX'S  recep- 
tion by  his  constituents  at  the  Beaumont  Institution,  Mile  End,  can 
compare  in  importance  with  the  notification  by  the  Board  of  Inland 
Revenue,  thrniiirh  the  medium  of  the  Lamlnii  fritzcfte,  without  a 
word  <>1  apology  or  explanation,  without  a  syllable  of  compunction 
or  compassion,  that  "with  the  concurrence "  (would  not  "con- 
nivance "  be  the  more  fitting  expression  '?)  "  of  the  Lords  Commis- 
sioners df  Her  Majesty's  Treasury,"  the  situation  of  "Junior 
Stamper"  is  withdrawn  from  Schedule  A.  of  the  Order  in  Council 
of  the  1th  of  .lune.  INTO,  and — what  is  still  worsi — that  the  situation 
of  "  Machine-boy"  is  included  in  Schedule  B.  of  the  same  Order. 

The  public  attention  will  soon  be  lixrd  on  Foreign  Affairs,  Army 
Rel'iirm,  the  Licensing  System,  tFniverstty  Tests,  the  Ballot,  the 
Budget,  and  many  other,  we  admit,  important  matters  ;  but  surely 
the  wrongs  of  those  who  had  hoped  to  become  "junior  stampers  " 


and  "machine-boys."  by  their  own  unaided  industry  and  ability, 
without  the  demoralising  intervention  of  patronage  and  influence, 
will  not  be  overlooked  t>y  a  generous  and  sympathising  people,  or 
fail  to  find  a  powerful  champion  in  the  hour  of  need. 

GOOD  SPECULATION. 

EXHIBITION,  1871.— TO  BE  SOLD,  a  first-rate  GLASS  SHOW- 
CASE (glass  all  round),  designed  for  the  accommodation  of  a  Repre- 
sentative." 

This  ought  to  prove  the  most  attractive  sight  in  the  whole  Exhi- 
bition. Only  one  thing  is  required  to  make  it  a  perfect  success. 
Let  the  "Representative"  be  a  Lady,  young  and  good-looking, 
and  then  this  Show-case  will  never  be  without  a  crowd  of  people 
round  it,  who,  if  they  come  to  stare,  cannot  possibly  do  less  than 
remain  to  pay. 

'Change  for  the  Better. 

IN  the  City  News  of  a  contemporary,  a  few  days  since,  there  was  a 
remark  that'"  As  the  day  advanced,  the  resignation  of  M.  GAMBETTA 
was  known,  and  the  English  and  foreign  quotations  improved." 
It  may  be  imagined  that  among  the  foreign  quotations,  '  Mourir 
pour  In  I'ntrii-  "  was  changed  to  "  J'ii-re  puur  la  Patrit,"  and  that  the 
English  included'passages  from  SIIAKSI'KAKI.,  for  instance,  such  as 
"  Grim-visaged  War  hath  smoothed  his  wrinkled  front,"  constitu- 
ting, likewise,  a  great  improvement  upon  any  that  have  been 
quotable  for  some  time. 

AN    UNSUSPECTED  INFIRMITY. 

MILTON  nmst  have  been  conscious  of  a  disposition  in  himself  to 
yield  to  the  pleasures  of  the  table ;  otherwise  he  would  not  (as  in 
'L'A lli'gro)  have  desired  a  preventive  "  against  eating  carts." 
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ONE    TOO    MANY. 

SCENE— Corner  of  Wood  from  which  Fox  is  supposed  to  have  broken.     Hounds,  on  emerging  from  covert,  suddenly  throw  up,  and  seem  undecided. 
General  disappointment  and  disgust  of  Master,  who  rides  up  to  Yokel  standing  near.   "  DID  YOU  SEE  THE  Fox  BKEAK  AT  THIS  CORNER, 

MY  MAN?" 
Yokel.  "SEE  UN  ?    YAAS,  I  SEED  UK  OOOM  DOT,  BUT  (looking  cunning] /  DRUV  car  BACK  AQEN /" 


THE  CENSUS. 

0  SIB— Mr.  Ptincli—Sa 

It 's  awful  to  think  of.  I  've  just  read  the  announcement  in  the 
papers,  and  what  England,  as  a  free  Briton's  country,  is  coming  to, 
or  where  it's  going  to,  is  more  than  I  can  imagine.  Look  here, 
Sir:— 

'The  time  fixed  for  the  enumeration  is  midnight  of  Sunday,  April  the 
2nd." 

If  they  'd  have  said  April  the  first,  one  would  have  seen  the  joke 
of  it  at  once. 

"  And  every  person  there  living  is  to  he  recorded " 

(like  DAVENPOBT  brothers,  who  used  to  be  tied  up  several  times  a 
night)— 

"  in  a  schedule " 

(Why  as  bankrupts  ?) 

"  to  be  gathered  in  on  Monday,  the  3rd." 

Now,  Sir,  are  our  houses  to  be  broken  into  at  midnight  on  the 
second  of  April  ?  Will  the  police  come  with  schedules  and  pocket- 
books,  almanacksj  and  parish  registers,  into  one's  bedrooms  at  twelve 
o'clock  Sunday  night  ? 

Isn't  Sunday  a  day  and  a  night  of  rest  ?  Of  course.  But  indig- 
nation and  indigestion  choke  my  utterance.  I  am  astounded. 

On  that  night  I  shall  double-bar  my  front  door,  and  treble  lock 
my  bedroom,  and  defy  the  Registrar-Generals  and  Captains  and 
Colonels,  and  all  their  works.  I  won't  have  my  age  taken  at  tha 


time  of  night,  except  under  protest. 
Old  Maida  Vale,  N, 


that 
Yours, 

PEISCILLA  SPYNSTER. 


A  "LIQUID  MEASURE."— The  new  Licensing  Bill. 


TOM  TIDDLER'S  'TATURS. 

THE  Gardens  of  the  Hesperides  are  generally  supposed  to  be 
mythical ;  but  the  equivalent  of  them  appears  to  exist  in  reality  at 
the  Cape.  According  to  the  Natal  Mercury,  reports  from  the 
diamond  fields  lately  have  been  numerous  and  favourable,  and — 

"The  news  from  the  Tatur  Gold  Fields  was  also  improving,  and  men  and 
machines  were  stated  to  he  wanting  there." 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  these  fields  yield  golden  fruit,  con- 
stituting a  certain  description  of  apples  which  may  be  named 
piimmes  de  tcrre.  The  narratives  of  the  ancient  poets  respecting  the 
golden  pippins  which  they  relate  to  have  been  won  by  Hercules  may 
be  erroneous ;  but  there  is  no  mistake  about  the  produce  of  the 
Tatur  Gold  Fields.  

The  Infallible  Entire  Animal. 

No,  no  it  won'f  do,  HYACINTHITS,  my  son  ! 
Aut  Pius  aut  nullus — tho  Whole  Hog  or  None. 
As  I  say  to  the  wearers  of  waistcoats  "  M.B." 
Swallow  bristles  and  all,  or  you  won't  do  for  me. 

A  Nondescript. 

JONES'S  opinion  of  the  Ritualist  clergyman  in  his  neighbourhood 
is,  that  he  is  neither  fish,  nor  flesh,  nor  good  red  herring.  Surra 
declares  that  the  latter  part  of  this  definition  must  be  wrong,  for 
the  reverend  gentleman  is  certainly  erring.  (N.B.  Surra's  aspirates 
are  not  always  in  perfect  order.) 

JUST    THE  CONTRARY. 

SOME  people's  bark  is  said  to  be  worse  than  their  bite,  but  it  is 
not  so  in  the  ease  of  the  Jesuits— their  Bark  is  better  than  their  bite. 


Pri°6treet  'to  tKt  j>J-cla«of"l  hfiJ?';L™r<l,n<'?h"rr-,in  V1,'  PT"h  "'  ?'u  '"""..ClerlKiiwc.il,  In  th*  County  of  Mlddle.«,  at  the  Printing  Office,  of  Mewr,.  BMdbuir,  Ev»n»,  &  Co.,  Lombard 
of  *  hittfuar.,  m  the  City  uf  Loniloa.  »nl  ruUiihed  by  him  at  No.  BS.Fleet  Street,  in  the  Parish  of  St.  Bride  City  of  London.-  SArcaDiv,  February  18, 1871. 
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HOMAGE  TO 
VICTOR  HUGO. 

Poou  VICTOR  HUGO  !  A  te- 
legram respecting  the  National 
Assembly  at  bordeaux,  the 
other  day,  announced  that : — 

"On  leaving  the  House  the 
Deputies  \\I-IT  n-iTniil  with  louJ 

;tnd   rn:  '  ut.s    ol"    '  \  lif 

la  S^pn  in   the   crowd 

outside,  and  M.  VICTOR  HUGO  was 
the  (subject  of  a  wurin  ovation." 

From  this  statement  it  would 
appear  thai  I  lie  author  of 
.\ntrc  1  In  mi  was  pelted  by  his 
countrymen  with  eggs  which 
Kail  In,  n  limn  n  -Airily  cooked. 
Nobody  woulil  throw  Ire.sli 
eggs  at  a  man,  espenalU 
when  food  is  uncommonly 
scarce,  and  it  is  wholly  impro- 
bable that  -M.  Vn  ink  llu.n 
had  omelets,  sweet  or  savoury, 
east  at  him.  llisuvutionmust 
have  been  an  unsavoury  one, 
inflicted  with  addled  eggs ; 
and  is  that  the  reward  which 
he  has  received  for  his  pa- 
triotism 'i 


A    MODEL. 


Officer  (lately  returned  from  Foreign  Service). 
WHAT  '»  THE  CORRECT  FASHION,  EH  ? " 
Pompous  Tailor.  "  As  I  STAND,  SIR/" 


"  LOOK    HERE,    I   SAY.        HOW     DO     PEOPLE    Dr.ESS   NOW  ? 


On  Convocation. 

(By  I)EAN  ST-NL-Y.) 

CONVOCATION  is  vexation, 
Revision  is  as  bad  ; 
Its  Theorcc,  it  puzzles  me. 
Its  practice  drives  me  mad. 

A  CAUTION. 

THE  man  who  can't  resist 
"  just  a  thimbleful "  of  brandy 
will  sometimes  find  the  thim- 
ble holds  enough  to  sew  him 
up. 


ANTI-PHOTOGRAPH  DEMONSTRATION." 

A  MEETING  of  the  Government  Intimidation  Society  was  held  last 
night  at  the  Donkey's  Head,  to  concert  measures  for  expressing  the 
indignation  of  the  People  at  the  tyranny  practised,  on  convicts,  in 
prisons  at  Liverpool  and  elsewhere  in  compelling  them  to  sit  for 
their  photographs.  The  chair  was  occupied  oy  MR.  SLACKJAW,  who 
announced  himself  as  a  representative  of  the  Working  Man.  He 
was  not  a  thief,  hut  advocated  equalisation  of  property,  and  sympa- 
thised with  his  fellows.  Prison  authorities  had  no  rignt  to  photo- 
graph a  man  who  had  not  been  sentenced  to  undergo  that  process, 
which  was  a  gross  indignity.  The  People  must  assemble  in  their 
thousands,  and  tell  their  tyrannical  Rulers  that  they  would  not 
stand  it. 

MR.  RUFFLES,  an  habitual  criminal,  said  that  he  had  his  self  been 
photographed  in  gaol.  But  he  had  done  the  beggars.  He  had 
shammed  conwersion.  pretendin'  to  be  apenitent  thief,  and  pulled  a 
mug  accordingly  whilst  he  was  took.  He  didn't  much  fear  ne  'd  be 
knowed  if  he  was  lagged  again.  He  was  a  man  of  few  words,  and 
so,  to  conclude,  would  move  a  resolution  that  this  here  meetin'  take 
immejate  steps  to  "old  a  demonstration  in  Trafalgar  Square,  with  a 
view  to  overawe  the  Ome  Office,  and  demand  pertection  of  coves  in 
quod  from  bein'  photographed  agin  their  will. 

The  resolution,  having  oeen  seconded  by  another  thief,  was  then 
put  from  the  Chair,  and  carried  by  acclamation.  Although  the 
photographic  grievances  may  seem  exclusively  a  thieves'  question, 
the  demonstration  against  it,  about  to  come  off  in  Trafalgar  Square, 
is  not  expected  to  differ,  as  to  those  who  will  take  part  therein,  from 
other  customary  displays  of  menace  in  respectability. 

Bis  dat  qui  cito  dat. 

SOME  of  JOHN  BULL'S  consignments  for  the  relief  of  the  siege- 
starved  Parisians  have  found  their  way,  we  are  told,  to  the  Parisian 
shop-windows.  If  this  is  true  it  is  a  case  of  decided  double-dealing. 
Not  only  have  the  goods  been  sold,  but  the  givers. 


ANIMAL  MAGNETISM. 

A  SUDDEN  crowd  impeding  me 

Upon  my  walk  through  town, 
I  know  the  cause  before  I  see — 

A  Horse  has  tumbled  down. 

Though  but  the  veriest  hack  should  drop, 

And  not  directly  rise : 
Forthwith  the  British  Public  stop, 

And  on  him  fix  their  eyes. 

Assistance  to  the  prostrate  Steed 

They  none  attempt  to  bear ; 
But,  he  from  harness  being  freed, 

They  stand,  meanwhile,  and  stare. 

I  wonder  if,  in  case  there  fell 

A  Donkey  to  the  ground. 
They,  open-eyed  and  mouthed,  as  well 

Would  stand  that  Creature  round. 

I  do  not  know,  was  never  yet 

Obliged  to  force  my  pass 
Through  a  dense  throng,  whose  gaze  was  set 

Upon  a  fallen  Ass ; 

Yet  special  sympathy  then  should 

The  gaping  concourse  sway, 
Who,  whilst  they  do  no  kind  of  good, 

Obstruct  a  Thinker's  way. 


LEGAL  QUESTION. 

WHAT  are  the  "  Benchers  "  of  our  Inns  of  Conrt  ? 

Persons  so  called  from  their  persistent  adherence  to  legal  forms. 


TOL.  LX. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

• 


MONDAY,  Feb.  13. — On  the  reception  of  the  Royal  Acknowledgment  of  the 
Address,  LOBD  ORANMOEE  made  occasion  to  express,  with  the  utmost  respect, 
iis  conviction  that  the  people  would  be  gratified,  if  the  QUEEN  would  appear 
among  them  more  frequently. 

MB.  GLADSTONE,  in  a  long  speech,  proposed,  and  MB.  DISEAELI,  with  a  gesture, 
;conded  the  proposal  for  granting  £30,000  as  dowry  to  PBINCESS  LOUISE,  and 
£6000  as  H.R.H.'s  annuity.  There  was  loud  acclamation  from  all  parts  of  the 
House,  and  when  ME.  PETER  TAYLOR  rose,  hat  in  hand,  to  oppose  the  grant,  the 
•esolution  had  been  carried.  Here  it  may  be  convenient  to  add  that,  at  a 
ater  stage,  MB.  TAYLOR,  rising  amid  groans  from  all  sides,  opposed  the 
^rant,  and  SIB  ROBERT  PEEL  expressed  regret  that  a  Princess  had,  by 
he  advice  of  Ministers,  been  allowed  to  contract  herself  to  the  son  of  a 
Minister.  MB.  DISRAELI,  as  might  be  expected,  treated  the  matter  in  a  much 
re  graceful  way,  paid  a  pleasant  compliment  to  the  MARQUIS  OF  LORNE,  and 
.  _3  glad  that  a  PRINCESS  had  accepted  a  Member  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
tfB.  GLADSTONE  corrected  SIB  ROBERT,  saying  that  deviation  from  the  esta- 
blished rule  of  Royal  marriage  had  been  advised  upon  about  eighteen  months 
ago,  and  long  before  the  engagement  to  the  Marquis.  The  division  was  the 
most  amusing  which  Mr.  Punch  has  ever  chronicled.  There  were,  for  the 
irant,  350 ;  against  it,  1.  This  unit  was  MR.  FAWCETT,  but  there  were  really 
Ihree  against  the  grant,  namely  himself,  and  two  Tellers,  SIR  CHARLES  DFLKE, 
and  MB.  PETER  TAYLOR.  The  Commons  roared  lustily,  and  the  nation  echoed 
he  roar. 

A  Scotch  Education  Bill  was  introduced,  as  was  also  a  Bill  for  the  Regulation 

Lnildren  s  work  in  Mines  (into  which  no  boy  is  to  enter  until  he  attains  the 

IPf,  a££  °f  7™),  and  a  Committee  was  appointed  to  inquire  into  the  operation 

rf  the  Vaccination  Act.    As  there  is  a  private  Committee  just  now  sitting  on 

e  same  subject  in  nearly  every  family  in  the  land,  it  is  a  pity  that  there 

hould  not  be  a  fusion. 

The  Commons  paid  high  compliment  to  SIR  DENIS  LE  MABCHANT,  on  his 

esigning  the  Clerkship  of  the  House,  which  he  has  served  with  the  greatest 

lity  tor  many  years.     Heraldically  speaking,  Mr.  Punch  supposes  that  the 

:ellent  officer  in  question  is  happier  "marehtmt"  out  of  the  House  than 

egardant  that  eternal  old  clock. 

Tuesday     Mr.  Punch,  whose  eye  fixes  everything,  mentioned  in  his  Essence 
ast  week  that  on  the  first  night's  debate  MB.  GLADSTONE  had  stated  that  LORD 
N  had  not  thought  much  of  the  Neutralisation  of  the  Black  Sea     He 
also  attributed  similar  sentiments  to  LORD  CLARENDON. 

-night,  in  reply  to  LORD  CAIRNS,  LORD  GRAKVILLE  was  obliged  to  own  that 
;f  T  ™    £°  CLA1'ENDOlr.  MR.  GLADSTONE  had  been  misled,  and  that,  as 
rds  LOBD  PALM  HUSTON,  such  off-hand  remarks  of  his  as  can  be  remembered 
to  have  little  weight.    LOBD  PALMERSTON  is  represented  to  have  said 
ime  and  so' forth0  *  neutralisatio11  could  not  last  long— might  last  his 

But  it  is  quite  certain,  first,  that  the  Judicious  Bottleholder  (as  he  was  named 
Mr .  1  unch,  0  Rising  Generation !  from  a  phrase  used  by  his  Lordship  about 
ie  judicious  bottle-holding"— the  bottle,  0  Rising  Generation  f  being 


an  image  borrowed  from  the  usages  of  the  now  defunct 
Prize  Ring)  would  not  have  allowed  any  nation  to 
Violate  a  Treaty  to  which  England  was  party,  for 
PALMEHSTON  made  much  of  treaties. 

Secondly,  and  this  is  the  point.  While  a  Conference 
was  sitting  to  discuss  a  Treaty,  the  "Judicious"  would 
certainly  not  have  played  into  the  hands  of  the  antago- 
nists of  England  by  citing  the  supposed  opinions  of 
English  statesmen  in  support  of  the  cause  of  those  an- 
tagonists. MB.  GLADSTONE  thought  proper  to  adopt  this 
plan  of  most  Injudicious  Bottloholding  (the  Bottleholder's 
art  being  to  refresh,  console,  and  support  his  own  man, 
not  the  other),  and  Mr.  Punch's  supernatural  eye  beheld 
a  Vision  of  the  Night,  and  he  hath  engraven  the  same,  as 
a  hint  to  his  friend  the  PREMIKH.  ( Vide  Cartoon.) 

The  HOME  SECRETARY  brought  in  a  Bill  for  amending 
the  Laws  of  Trades'  Unions.  They  are  recognised,  their 
legal  disabilities  are  done  away,  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
Intimidation  and  Molestation  are  made  crimes.  As  MR. 
HUGHES  and  ME.  MUNDELLA  thanked  the  Government, 
it  may  be  supposed  that  the  Bill  is  acceptable  to  all  par- 
ties coneerned.  And  the  ATTOUNKY-GKNKKAL  brought  in 
a  BUI  for  repealing  the  Erd<>>ia.-.jir;il  Titles  Act,  anil 
MR.  NEWDKOATK,  normally  discontent  with  the  plan, 
declared  it  abnormally  inopportune. 

Wednesday.  Again  came  xip  the  Bill  for  enabling  a 
man  to  Marry  the  Sister  of  his  Departc  d  Wife.  MB. 
THOMAS  CHAMBERS  observed  that  the  Commons  had 
ivided  Forty  times  on  the  question,  and  had  as  often 
affirmed  that  such  marriage  ought  to  be  lawful.  Relying 
on  MR.  CHAMBERS'  accuracy,  Mr.  Punch  declines  saying 
more  than  that  the  Second  Reading  was  carried  by  125 
to  85. 

Yes,  one  word  more.  It  was  cleverly  said  in  an 
article  in  the  Times,  that  if  the  Bill  became  an  Act,  it 
would  have  the  effect  of  "suggesting"  a  sister-in-law 
as  a  man's  second  choice.  Against  this  disadvantage 
nay  be  set  what  LOBD  PALMKKSTON  pointed  out  as  the 
mmano  feature  of  the  Bill,  namely,  that  it  would 
>revent  many  men  from  having  two  mothers-in-law. 
Jut  if  it  is  to  pass,  there  ought  to  be  an  understanding 
n  families,  where  there  are  several  sisters,  that  a  man 
who  takes  one,  and  does  not  take  another,  means  nothing 
rude  by  not  accepting  the  Suggestion  of  the  Act. 

Thursday.  The  Lords  had  an  acrid  Admiralty  debate, 
o  which  the  DUKE  OF  SOMERSET  contributed  a  peculiarly 
crid  but  able  speech,  and  His  Grace  obtained  a  Com- 
mittee of  Inquiry  into  recent  changes.    LOBD  HALIFAX 
vanted  the  motion  postponed  because  of  MR.  CHILDERS'S 
bsence,  but  the  Duke  said  that  other  people  had  feel- 
ngs  besides  ME.  CHILDEES,  and,  "  having  friends  at  the 
dmiralty,"  the  Duke  "meant  to  stand  by  them." 
MVTIM  AYRTON  complained  of  "ridiculous  criticism 
n  him,  in  reference  to  the  New  Post-Office,  which  had 
een  designed  by  MR.  LAYARD  and  MB.  FERSUSSON," 
nd  added— to  the  satisfaction  of  all  who  really  under- 
tand  architecture — that  the  latter  gentleman  had  just 
een  recommended  for  the  Gold  Medal,  by  the  Institute 
f  Architects.    One  to  the  .^Edile. 
MR.  SECRETARY  CARDWELL  presented  the  Government 
oheme  for  the  Re-organisation  of  the  British  Army — 
he  one  important  measure  for  which  the  British  Nation 
as  impatient. 
These  are  the  principal  features  of  the  Scheme  : — • 

IT  IS  PROPOSED  TO  UNITE  ALL  THE  FORCES  OP  THE 
COUNTRY  INTO  ONE  DEFENSIVE  AEMY,  THE 
WHOLE  TO  BE  UNDER  THE  COMMAND  OF  GENERAL 
OFFICERS  OF  DISTRICTS,  SUBORDINATE  TO  ONE 
COMMANDEB-IN-CHIEF,  AND  AiL  TO  BE  UNDER 
THE  SUPREME  CONTROL  OF  THE  GOVERNMENT. 

The  Horse  Guards  move  into  the  War  Office. 

Lords  Lieutenant  are  no  longer  to  grant  Commissions 
in  the  Auxiliary  forces.  That  is  to  be  done  by 
the  QUEEN. 

Places  of  training  are  to  be  established. 

Staff  Colonels  are  to  look  after  the  Auxiliaries. 

The  Volunteers  are  taken  in  hand  by  the  authori- 
ties. No  more  playing  at  soldiers ;  every  man 
must  learn  to  be  a  nlle  shot,  and  every  man  must 
attend  regularly.  The  officers  are  to  be  in- 
structed, so  that  they  may  be  really  officers. 
The  Volunteers  will  often  be  brigaded  with  the 
Regulars,  and  at  such  times  will  be  under  the 
same  discipline  as  the  Army.  They  are  calcu- 
lated at  170,000. 
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The  Militia  to  be  improved  and  enlarged. 
Tin     l'iii-r/i,i.M'    of   Commissions    in    the  Army   is  aboutMtk 
Compensation  thus  occasioned  will  cost   Eight  Millions. 
MS  will  be  obtained  by  competitive  examination. 
NI>  tin  in   <  'unii  Is  ;  mi  inure  I'.nsigns. 
•  ution  is  to  be  by  Selection. 
T/U'i-i  ix  /"  I"-  it"  Compulsory  Ilnt/ot,  at  pre^-nf,  but  in  01 
iiii  Kmerjreiiev  the  UIKKN  can  summon  Parliament,  and  tints 
such  a  !'•  .                              n  d. 
We  an-  t»ld  tlmt   tint  1'nitcd  Army  of  the  country,  that  is,  the 
lleifiilars.  Militia.  Yeomanry,  Two  Uocncs,  and  Volunteers 
will  amount  to  470,717  men. 
That  is  what  MAKS  proposes  to  do,  in  compliance  with  Ni  nr  NI;'S 
day,  n'<2  Cartoon.  In  it  enough  ?    «SVi. 
,,ui/i/  a/  "it    fimcrgt'tic!/'.'     That  is   the  Question  to  be  MEM. 
There  is  no  i]iiestic.n  as  to  the  details  oi'  Mi:.  I'ARDmELL'l  measure, 
all  of  wlii'                    1  and  some  of  which  are  admirable. 
The   ('ominous  had    high   debate    on  the    War.     Ms.  AUBEBON 
HI:I:III  i;i  iii"\i  .1   that  we   ought    to   interfere  to  obtain  moderate 
terms    for    France.     Other   speakers,    especially  SIR   KoiiEKT  PEEI, 
said  that  this  country  was  humiliated,  and  he  was  severe  upon  the 
frequent    use  <>l     the  word  "  Ventured"  (to   suggest,  &e.),  in  our 
despatches.     Sn:   HINKV  I'.u.wru  and  others  considered  the  motion 
ill-timed.     Mn.G  I.UISTUNE  said  that  deferential  language  was  use- 
ful in  public  as  in  private  transactions,  defended  the  Government, 
and  thought  that  an  extorted  peace  would  be  unfortunate,  and  that 
tin   i                    mimity  shown    by  the  Germans  after  their  splendid 
victories,  tin'  (utter  for  France,  Europe,  and  indeed  Germany  her- 
self. Neither  side  desired  interference.    The  motion  was  withdrawn. 

HOW    THEY    DID    NOT    ADVERTISE    WHEN 
THERE    WERE    ACTORS. 

THEATRE  ROYAL,  COVENT  GARDEN.    1803. 

OTHELLO.—  The   Play  of  Plays  !    Mammoth  Success.      Book  yonr 
lire  months  in  advance. 

OTHKI.LO.—  '•  Hlnek  .luck"  (the  Great  John  Kemble)  was  never  so 
splendid  us  in  th«  Black  General.     Vide  public  Prc«. 

OTHELLO.—  Come  and  hear  George  F.  Cooke  in  the  screaming  comic 
»ong  of  "King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  Peer."     Triple  encore  nightly. 

OTHELLO.—"  Drunk  all  over  is  Charles  Kemble  as  Cassio.   His  very 
legs  seem  to  stutter." 

OTHELLO.—  Farley's  Roderigo  is  sublime.     His  expression  when  he 
declares  that  he  should  like  to  hang   Othello  ia  intensified  fatuity. 
"  The  house  docs  not  laugh.,  it  roars  like  a  volcano." 

OTHELLO.—  The  Management  emphatically  denies  the  statement  that 
Mr.  Kemble  docs  not  black  himself  all  over  for  the  part  of  the  Moor. 
He  does,  and  a  certificate  (signed  by  the  eminent  Warren)  of  the  supply  of 
blacking  may  be  eeen,  gratU,  at  the  Box-office  from  10  to  4. 

OTHELLO.  —  The  Management  respectfully  apprises  the  twenty-seven 

PUNCH'S  fOLK-LORE. 

ladies  of  title  who  fainted  with  excitement  at  the  murder-scene  on  Tues- 
day, and  had  to  be  removed,  that  their  money  shall  be  returned,  or  other 
watt  firen  them,  on  application  at  the  Box-office. 

SHROVE  TUESDAY. 

OTHELLO.—  "The  majestic  John,  the  powerful  George,  the  graceful 
Charles,  teen  on  the  Stage  at  the  same  time,  constitute  a  trio  of  talent 
which  ha*  never  been  equalled  since  the  days  of  Thespis.     When  it  becomes 
a  quartette  by  the  addition  of  the  gifted  Sarah,  language  fails  to  describe  the 
effect.     Witness  it." 

OTHELLO.  —  "  Not  a  jot"    These  seven  letters  are  a  whole  Alphabet 
of  Agony  ;  and  when  enunciated  by  glorious  John,  in  the  Great  Scene  in 
the  Third  Act,  it  may  be  doubtful  whether  the  superb  Artist  is  justified  in 
this  supreme  onslaught  upon  our  emotions.     It  is  fearful. 

hoSeeplg.Tlced 

OTHELLO.—  7-10.  Row  at  Brabantio's.     7  "15.  Fight.     7  30.  Grand 
harangue.    8-5.  "Drown  cats."    8-25.  lago  chaffs  Desdemona.    8-40. 

HsSSl 

Tipsy  chant.    8-46.  Tipsy  6ght.     9-5.  Green-eyed  Monster.    9-25.  "  Where's 
my  handkerchief  >"     10.  Row  with  Desdemona.     10-20.  "  Willow,  willow." 
10-45.  Stabbing,  smothering,  suicide,  and  Shakspearian  triumph. 

SrSaASt 

OTHELLO.—  "The  Poor  Soul  sat  sighing."     Any  one  would  be  re- 
warded for  "  walking  barefoot  from  Palestine  "  by  hearing  Mrs.  Siddons 
warble  this  exquisite  ditty.    The  audience  would  applaud,  but  are  drowned 
in  tears.    The  Song  may  be  had  at  the  Box-Office,  price  Two  Shillings  plain, 
Three  Shillings  coloured,  with  the  signature  "  Sarah  Siddons." 

to  the  outbreak  of  the 

talented  Homer. 
Few  of  those  who  sit  downTin  the  lap  of  luxury  and  the  bosom  of 
their  family  to  their  annual  indulgence  in  that  composition  of  eggs, 
Hour,  and  milk,  fried  in  the  melted  fat  of  swine,  which  at  this  par- 
ticular season  of  the  calendar  is  consumed  in  enormous  quantities 
wherever  cookery  has  planted  its  standard,  and  the  art  of  working 
in  metal  is  firmly  rooted,  give  a  moment's  thought,  as  they  court 
the  stimulus  of  the  genial  orange  or  seek  the  zest  of  its  more  acid 
connection,  the  pulpy  lemon,  to  the  sobering  reflection  that  in  their 
tempting  Pan-cake,  they  may  recognise,  if  they  possess  sufficient 
classical   acumen   and   acquaintance  with  the  productions   of  the 
Benedictine  Friars,   the  very  same  delicacy  that  the  Greeks  and 
Romans  introduced  into  their  festivals  helu  in  honour  of  the  least 
prepossessing  of  all  the  heathen  divinities,  the  god  Pan. 
It  remains  to  be  added  that  a  still  higher  antiquity  than  the 
Lycwa  of  the'  Greeks  and  the  Lupercalia  of  the  Romans  has  been 
claimed  for  this  popular  article  of  consumption  and  commerce  ; 
many  of  the  greatest  scholars,  both  of  ancient  and  modern  times, 
headed  by  the  Corporation  of  London  in  their  official  robes,  being  of 
opinion  that  the  savoury  cooked  food  mentioned  in  one  of  the  long-lost 
books  of  An.rs  J  EI.I.I  is,  as  having  sharedwith  ambrosia,  and  nectar, 
and  pickled  walnuts,  the  distinction  of  always  forming  a  part  of  the 
entertainments  given  by  the  gods  on  Mount  Helicon,  was  no  other 
than  the  unctuous  and  indigestible  Pan-cake  of  modern  cookery-books. 

OTHELLO.—  Covent  Garden  Theatre  can  be   reached  without  the 
slightest  difficulty.     Plenty  of  hackney-coaches  to  be  had  at  all  hours, 
and  a  table  of  your  Jarvey's  fares  it  hung  up  in  the  entrance  hall. 

OTHELLO.—"  What  shall  we  say  of  Mrs.   Lichfield  as  Emilia  t 
Simply  that  so  perfect  a  pereonation  of  a  very  difficult  character  has 
never  been  set  before  a  British  Public.     Power,  force,  strength,  might,  zeal, 
contrasted  with  archness,  softness,  kindness,  gentleness,  tenderness,  and  yet 
all  artistically  blended  into  an  alternation  of  exalted  heroism  and  womanly 
devotion.    How  G.  F.  Cooke  brings  himself  even  to  seem  to  wound  her,  panes 
our  imagination." 

QTHELLO.                                  DO                                  OTHELLO. 

riTHELLO.                                 NOT                                 OTHELLO. 

QTHELLO.                                OMIT                                OTHELLO. 

rvTHELLO.                              SEEING                              OTHELLO. 

QTHELLO.                                 THE                                OTHELLO. 

MIRACLE   OF   THE   MODERN   STAGE!!! 
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SIGNS    OF    THE    TIMES    EVERYWHERE,    EVEN    IN    HIGH    LIFE. 

THEY  HAD  NOT  MET  ron  YEARS.  His  GRACE  WAS  SILENT,  AND  EVIDENTLY  ILL  AT  EASE.  LADY  BANJOLINA  BRABAZON  WAS  THE 
FIRST  TO  BREAK  THE  IOB  : — "  YES,  DEAR  DUKE,"  SHE  EXCLAIMED  (tenderly  squeezing  his  OTHER  arm),  "  IT  is  MOST  IRRITATING,  MOST 
INSUPPORTABLE,  I  KNOW  !  BUT  DO  NOT,  0  DO  NOT  SCRATCH  IT  1" 


BOTTLE-HOLDING. 


JUDICIOUS  AND  OTHERWISE. 


(A  Lesson  read  by  PAM'S  Ghost  to  W.  G.} 

WHEN  I  was  in  the  flesh,  BILL, 

And  followed  the  P.  R.  ring, 
My  holding  of  the  bottle,  BILL, 

The  fancy  thought  the  thing. 
And  holding  of  the  bottle,  BILL — 

This  let  me  whisper  you — 
With  winning  of  the  fight,  BILL, 

Has  a  plaguy  deal  to  do. 

You  've  got  to  nurse  your  man,  BILL, 

Keep  him  in  heart  and  wind, 
To  see  he  don't  waste  strength,  BILL, 

Lose  temper,  or  go  blind. 
To  play  your  own  game  dark,  BILL, 

See  through  the  other  side's, 
And  to  keep  your  pecker  up,  BILL, 

Whatever  luck  betides. 

And  if  your  man  gets  weak,  BILL, 

Or  shaky  on  his  pegs. 
You  've  to  see  and  not  let  him  sneak,  BILL, 

With  his  tail  between  his  legs, 
But  take  care  he  comes  up  smiling, 

And  clean  as  a  new  pin. 
Its  half-way  to  winning  a  fight,  BILL, 

lo  look  as  if  you'd  win. 

And  don't  be  too  free  o'  your  chaff,  BILL, 
But  keep  your  red  rag  still, 


You  've  too  much  o'  the  gab  by  half,  BILL, 

For  the  foreman  in  a  mill. 
Above  all,  never  pass  remarks,  BILL, 

On  parties  as  isn't  by, 
Or  say  what  they  thought  or  felt,  BILL, 

Who  says  what  he  thinks  ?    Did  I  ? 

And  when  you  talk  about  fights,  BILL, 

As  I  held  the  bottle  through, 
Be  careful  you  do  it  to  rights,  BILL, 

And  mind  who  you  're  talking  to. 
I  may  have  said  foolish  things,  BILL, 

As  who  hasn't  now  and  then  ? 
But  I  don't  see  what 's  your  call,  BILL, 

To  be  diggin  'em  up  again. 

There's  the  party  you've  got  in  tow,  BILL,  ] 

The  lloosian  Pet,  I  mean, 
His  backers  I  ought  to  know,  BILL, 

They  're  anything  but  green. 
I  bottle-held  agin  'em 

In  the  tight  with  their  old  Pet,  NICK, 
And  you  know  if  we  didn't  lick  him, 

Though  he  took  a  deal  to  lick. 

Then  you  called  me  a  quarrelsome  cuss,  BILL, 

But  now  you  're  on  the  floor, 
A-hqldin'  the  bottle  for  us,  BILL, 

'Gin  the  lloosian  Pet  once  more, 
Just  you  take  a  word  of  advice,  BILL, 

From  one  as  that  party  knows, 
The  less  do  you  show  the  white  feather,  BILL, 

The  louder  that  party  crows.J 

He 's  used  to  the  game  o'  brag,  BILL, 

And  believes  in  lookin'  big, 
But  the  stiffer  you  stand  up  to  him, 

The  less  he'll  come  that  rig. 
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THE   IN-"  JUDICIOUS   BOTTLE-HOLDER." 

GHOST  OF  PAM.  "  AHA,  DEAR  BOY !   WE  MANAGED  THINGS   RATHER  DIFFERENTLY  WHEN  /  WAS  BOTTLE- 
HOLDER  !  " 

"  I  hare  been  told  that  LORD  PALMERSTON  always  looked  on  the  Neutralisation  of  the  Black  Sea  as  an  arrangement  that  might  be  maintained  for 
limited  number  of  years,  but  which  it  was  impossible  to  maintain  permanently.    I  have  been  told  LORD  CLARENDON  never  attached  value  to  that 
neutralisation.'  —MR.  GLADSTONE  (WHILE  THE  BLACK  SEA  CONFERENCE  w\s  BITTING) 
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I5ut  once  let  your  man  give  ground,  BILL, 
And  he's  down  on  you,  hot  and  hard, 

And  you'll  find  him  a  rum  'un  to  stop,  BILL, 
If  he  gets  within  your  guard. 

And  if  you  're  for  quoting  me,  BILL, — 

Which  1  'd  rather  you  did  not — 
Mind  its  always  the  right  sow,  BILL, 

As  by  the  ear  you  've  got — 
Words  to  keep  up  your  own  side's  pluck,  BILL, 

And  take  the  other's  down, 
And  bring  home  the  old  colours  a  winner, 

As  I  did,  to  the  Old  Crown! 


EVENINGS    FROM    HOME. 

HT,  yes,  wo  have  seen  MR. 
TOOLE  in  what  is  left  of 
MR.  THOMPSON'S  Japanese 
Extravaganza,  and  "  Yet 
we  are  not  happy."  After 
which  preface  we  will  at 
once  proceed  to  the  Gaiety. 

Time :  any  time  between  7 
and  9.     Place  :  Stalls. 

Fascinating  Stall-keeper 
(to  Elderly  Gentleman  and 
Party.)  Book  of  the  words, 
Sir? 

Young  Lady  (of  the 
party).  0,  get  a  book, 
Uncle. 

Uncle  (generously).  Ah, 
yes,  1  '11  have  two— (ex- 
plaining) I  always  like  to 
follow  the  words  of  this 
sort  of  piece  or  an  opera. 

[They  seat  themselves. 
^  Swell  (to  Friend). 
TOOLE  's  doosid  funny  in 
this,  I  'm  told. 
'  .  Friend  (lounging  well 
back,  and  apparently 

smoking  a  toothpick).   Ya-as — (pauses  and  'considers) — Ya-as,  he  's 
doosid  funny;    he's  always  saying,  "Yet  I  am  not  happy." 

[At  this  exquisitely  humorous  idea  both  smile. 
Insouciant  Gentleman  from  Club  (enters  during  overture  and  re- 
cognises an  acquaintance  in  Stall  behind  him).  How  do  ?  (Pause.) 
Any  news  to-night  ? 

Acquaintance  (wondering  why  on  earth  he  should  be  asked  this). 
No,  nothing  particular. 

[By  which  he  means  that  he  hasn't  seen  any  of  the  evening 

papers. 

Large  Midtllf-aged  Lady  (superbly  attired,  sees  distinguished  friends 
in.  private  box,  and  inwardly  wishes  that  distinguished  friends  would 
,iir  her  :  inn/yes  her  husband.)  There  are  the  GBIGSONS.  (Husband 
looks  up  at  the  GBIGSONS,  and  prepares  to  nod.)  I  wonder  who  's  with 
them? 

Mi.i.i  Grigson  (in  private  box,  sees  their  friends  below,  and  whispers 

her  mother).   Don't  look  down,  Mamma, -there  are  those  SMITH- 

K  I  s  si  s,  and  if  they  meet  us  here  we  must  ask  them  for  next  Tuesday. 

[They  both  carefully  look  the  other  way  during  the  performance, 

and  take  care  to  leave  while  the  SJHTHKINSES  are  intent  on 

the  stage. 

The  piece  continences.  Beautiful  dresses,  and  the  whole  thing  ex- 
cellently well  put  on  the  stage. 

Musical  A  inu/i-iir  (critically).  It's  called  an  Opera  bouffe.  There's 
precious  little  music  in  it. 

His  Companion.  HEKYE'S  isn't  it?  Ah!  not  up  to  Chilperic,  or 
Le  Petit  Faust. 

Well-informed  Musical  Amateur.  And  nowhere  near  La  Grande 
Duchesse.  [Which  is  the  only  Opera  bouffe  he  knows. 

Jfts  Companion  (correcting  him).  That  was  OFFENBACH'S. 
Well-informed  One  (not  in  the  least  disconcerted).  Of  course. 
Elderly  Gentleman  (who  has  bought  the  books,  in  order  to  follow 
the  worth  closely).  I  can't  make  out  where  they  are.  (Ms.  TOOLE  has 
MM  mi  the  stage  for  some  time,  fa/king.  Elderly  Gentleman  continues 
in  despair)  I  ve  been  turning  over  the  pages,  and  I  can't  find  any- 
thing he 's  saying. 

[Great  rustling  of  books.  People  trying  to  find  out  what  MR. 

TOOLE'S  talking  about,  but  "  Yet  they  are  not  happy." 
Purchasers  of  Books  (all  ore/-  the  house  shutting  them  up).   It's 
no  good. 


[They  devote  themselres  to  listening.     MB.  ToOLB  continues  hit 

Japanese  I'.ntertninment — roars  of  laughter. 
Mr.  Toote  (to  audience).  You'll  excuse  my  taking  off  my  glove. 
[More  roars.     This  is  repeated  something  under  fifty  times,  one 

is  laughed  at  inure  nnd  more. 

Mr.  Tonic's  nest  Wiitieism.  I  know  that,  &c.,  &c. — (anything  that 
comes  into  his  head) — and  yet  I  urn  not  happy. 

[Convulsions  of  laughter. 

Mr.  Toole.  Waggery  baggery  wum  pum  Shoreditoh  howareyou- 
to-morrow  up  a  choupehey  please  remember  the  grotto  wally- 
mauwoky  Bismarck,  and  two  pennuth  of  nuts  by  balloon  posl 
ipaehi •>;  pa  woo  bang-  squash. 

[Hhnut*  of  laiujhter.    Further  search  in  the  books,  after  which 

they  are  rinsed  anil  pocketed,  and  an;/  tit/em/it  at  ascertaining 

what  is  saiil.  ej-ee/it  hy  listening  in  it,  (and  the  theatre  is  not 

a  place  in  which  tu  read  but  to  hear  n  play)  it  giren  up. 

Mr.  Took  (apjii -iirinii  in  n  private  box).  Here  I  am — yet  I  am  nol 

happy.     (Cnmes  out  irit.hu  raijue  pun,  u prnpna  of  nothing  in  par- 

.•/•)    I  know  what  ime  will  do,  now  you  '11  see  what    Two  'II 

(TOOLS)  do.     Excuse  me  taking-  off  my  glove.    Yet  I  am  not  happy. 

Excuse  me  taking  off  my  glove— yet  I  am  not  happy,  Ac.,  &c.,  ad 

libitum. 

Then  some  wonderful  tumbling  by  MESSUS.  DAUBAX  AND  WAHD 
eeri/bodif   unnnimoiish/  p/ensed  with  Mii.  Tootz's  Entertainment 
entitled  "  Aladdin  the  Hecond,  or  a  Nicht  id'   Toole." 

Xu-ell  'cnminii  out).  Why's  it  called  Aladdin  the  Second? 
l[m  Friend  '.mining  out  stronger).   Because  it's  TOOLE  the  first, 
and  Aladdin  afterwards.     But  (quotes)  "  Yet  I  am  not  happy." 

[Exeunt  Omnes. 

A  propos  of  Theatres  generally,  the  new  Court  Theatre  (in  which 
Court  it  is  we  hare  not  yet  been  able  to  ascertain)  issnes  a  novel  kind 
of  play-bill.  It  is  in  four  pages,  which  are  three  too  many,  and  on 
the  first  is  a  Red  Lion  guarding  an  almanack.  Red  Lion  Court  is, 
we  fancy,  in  the  Strand,  so  this  figure  is  evidently  not  intended  to 
symbolise  the  locality.  The  two  middle  pages  give  the  programme 
which  commences  with  Turn  him  Out  (when  you  've  only  just  taken 
your  seat)  is  continued  with  Randall's  Thumb  (the  four  fingers  being 
thrown  in,  probably  after  the  fashion  described  by  the  sexton  in  one 
rf  the  Ingoldsby  Legends)  and  ends  with  It  '*  ail  a  Mistake,  which 
last  will  not  be,  we  hope,  the  summing  up  of  either  the  audience  or 
the  highly  enterprising  management.  But  the  second  page  of  the 
programme  is  its  gem.  It  proposes  to  place  before  the  reader  the 
'  Distances  for  Hackney  Carriages  "  from  the  Royal  Court  Theatre 
io  various  places  (or  rice  rersd)  which  are  carefully  catalogued  under 
;he  headings  of  1,  Churches  ;  2,  Exhibitions ;  3,  Newspaper  Offices  ; 
4,  Railways ;  and  5,  Theatres. 

To  commence  with  No.  1.  Nothing  is  more  likely  than  that  the 
greater  part  of  every  audience  is  either  going  to  or  coming  from  a 
Church.  So  far,  so  (food.  But  how  far  ?  Let  us  take  up  the  first 
2hureh  which  the  pious  gentleman  who  drew  up  the  Court  pro- 
gramme has  placed  on  his  list.  It  is — 

"  Clapham  Common — The  Plough  (over  Vauxhall  Bridge)." 

There  may  be  a  Plough  Church,  but  it  sounds  uncommonly  like  a 
avern.  Let  us  take  Church  No.  2 : — 

"  Covent  Garden,  Great  Russell  Street." 

There  is  a  church  in  Covent  Garden,  and  there  may  be  one  in 
Jreat  Russell  Street,   but  the  first  is  not  called  Covent  Garden 
3hurch  (perhaps  he  was  thinking  of  the  choristers  at  EVANS'S)  nor 
the  latter,  if  it  exists,  known  as  Great  Russell  Street  Church. 
The  Third  Church  named  in  our  Court  Theatre  Guide  is — 

"  CREMORNE  GARDENS,  KING'S  BOAD." 

Ah,  yes,  Incumbent  the  REV.  E.  T.  SMITH,  pew-openers  by  a 
corps  de  ballet,  Clerk  MB.  FRIEND,  Beadle  by  M.  MTLANO. 

After  this  it  will  not  surprise  any  one  (though  we  pity  the  country 
cousin  on  his  first  visit  to  town  falling  in  with  the  Court  Theatre 
programme  and  general  guide)  to  be  informed  that  under  the  head 
of     Exhibitions   — we  again  quote  verbatim — are  included 
"  Hammersmith— North  End  Road, 
"  Hyde  Park  Corner— The  Lamp  Post." 

What  a  charming  Exhibition,  and  how  inexpensive—"  The  Lamp 
Post  at  Hyde  Park  Corner."  No  Paterfamilias  should  neglect  to 
;ake  his  children  to  see  this  exciting  spectacle.  The  other  exhibi- 
tions, though,  of  course,  not  equalling  in  attractiveness  the  afore- 
said Lamp  Post,  are  very  well  in  their  way,  and  are — 

"  Kennington  Gate  (orer  Vauxhall  Bridge)." 

"  Leicester  Square."  (.'  !  !  ) 

"  Maida  Hill— Aberdeen  Place."  (!  .') 

Under  "Railways"  Temple  Bar  is  given,  and  under  "Theatres," 
.s  placed  "  Whitehall,  Horse  Guards.  This  last  is  perhaps  satirical. 
The  Programme,  as  it  lies  before  us  now,  issued  on  the  first  night  of 
;he  Court  Theatre's  career,  is  well  worth  preserving. 
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GOSSIPS. 

First  Gael  (just  come  ashore  from  the  Berrin'  Fushiii1).  "  Hoo  's  A'  wi'  YOU,  DONAL'  ?     HAE  YE  ONY  NEWS  YONDER  ? " 

Second  Gael.  "NA,  I  HEAR  NAETHING,— oo,  AYE,— THEY  WERE  SAYIN'  MAC  CALLUM  MOHR'S  SON'S  COIN'  TO  GET  MAKM'T  ! 

First  Gael.  "AY!  AY!    AN'  WHA'S  HE  COIN'  TO  GET  MAKRI'T  ON?" 

Second  Gael.  "  YE  KEN  THE  QUEEN— E-CH  2 " 

First  Oael.  "  AY— A  KEN  THE  QUEEN." 

Second  Gael.  "A— WEEL,  IT'S  ON  HER  YOUNG  DOCHTER  HE'S  GOIN'  TO  GET  MAREI'T." 

First  Gael.  "  E— CH  !     DOD  !  THE  QUEEN  MUN  BE  THE  PROOD  WoxAir/f/" 


"POOK  JOHN." 

(As  he  appears  in  the  eyes  of  Europe.) 

POCKET  your  buffets.  MA STEB  BULL  ! 
Give  it  him  well,  Herr  Prussian ; 

Abuse  him.  do,  man  cher  Mossoo  ; 
Tear  up  his  bonds,  my  Russian ! 

He  '11  smile  on  snubs,  with  force  if  backed  ; 
Bear  all,  to  stave  off  strife ; 

Put  up  with  anything,  in  fact- 
Poor  John !— for  a  quiet  life. 

Though  bete  comme  tout,  he 's  well-to-do, 

Thanks  to  his  Channel  ditch : 
He  sows  and  spins,  trades,  works  and  wins, 

By  shopkeeping  grows  rich. 
Once,  with  a  foe,  'twas  word  and  blow ; 

Now,  there 's  the  till  to  guard ; 
Who  strives,  must  spend  ;  he 's  got  no  friend ; 

Who  likes  may  hit  him  hard. 

What  praise,  if,  rich,  he  acts  as  sich, 

Piles  his  gifts  high  as  Alp-hill — 
Best  ambulance-appliances, 

Splint,  bandage,  saw  and  scalpel, 
Sends  chloroform  to  deaden  pain, 

And  lint  to  plug/oramma, 
And  Liebig's  Extract  to  sustain, 

And  Port  to  keep  up  stamina  ? 


If  "  Homo  est,  humani  nil 

A  se  alienmn  putat," — 
Above  all  Gallic  humans  whom 

Teutonic  humans  shoot  at. 
If  "  Tros  Tyriusque  "— Prussor  French 

He  holds  at  no  discrimen  ; 
Will  help  tuck  either  in  a  trench, 

Or  pull  up  on  Death's  limen. 

Since  starved  French  peasants  to  relieve, 

This  BULL  on  BULLOCK  blundered, 
What  if  his  Daily  News  has  been 

"  Subscribed  another  hundred"  ? 
If  CROSS  and  MILDMAY,  pity-fired, 

Have  to  this  BULLOCK  yoked  them  ? 
If  night  and  day  no  work  has  tired, 

No  snubbing  off  has  choked  them;?. 

If  haggard,  hopeless  JACQUES  BONHOHME 

Sighs  by  an  unsown  furrow — 
For  der  Herr  Preusser  has  ploughed  there, 

And  his  share  sheareth  thorough — 
Straight  there  is  BULL,  top-boots  and  all, 

Has  tapped  both  poke  and  pocket, 
Finds  seed  for  field,  for  shed  and  stall, 

Finds  hoof  and  horn  to  stock  it. . 

When  Paris  comes  to  end  of  her 

Hippophagous  resources, 
When  rats  tail  off,  and  cats,  for  hares, 

Can  run  no  more  their  courses  ; 
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When  glad  for  bread,  and  that  bad  bread, 

Kit  (/'"•'"'  she  dresses  daily, 
Ami  on  tlic  slimiest  commons  fed, 
Admits  their 


Till  tlie  Proud  City,  cynosure 

Of  Earth's  civilisation, 
Suddenly  stands  aghast,  a-stare 

In  the  face  of  Starvation  — 
Up  jumps  JOHN  HULL,  with  Lor'-Maire  power, 

Out  the  stored  sovrn  -ivus  rattle, 
And  in  the  truck*  pour  meat  and  flour, 

And  corn  and  eoals  and  cattle  — 

Still,  spite  of  all  that  you  have  done 

To  make  both  pain  and  need  I< 
r'or  soldiers  rotting  in  their  wounds, 

For  peasants  starving  seedless, 

ainst  sharp  famine's  coil 

Swift  strengthened  by  your  guineas, 
Who  A  'hat  your  bounty  vile 

-  Shop-keepers  !  —  worth  a  pin  is  ? 

Your  charitable  feeling  !—  Stuff  ! 

Say  your  long-headed  cunning, 
That  keeps  the  neutral  six-foot  line, 
ar  of  both  war-trains  running. 
When  rolling-stock  comes  to  a  crash, 

You  make,  mend,  sell,  and  fleece  us  ; 
And  whosoever  goes  to  smash, 

You  still  pick  up  the  pieces  ! 

Neutral  indeed  !     Humbugs,  that  blow 

Still  hot  and  cold  together  ; 
Muddy  as  your  own  porter-beer, 

Ard  dull  as  your  own  weather. 
Now  Vainst  the  French  you  talk  and  write, 

1  1.  s(  ant,  anon,  'gainst  German; 
And  on  our  \\  iekedness  that  tight 

Drone  your  self-righteous  sermon. 

With  whites  of  eyes  that  whiter  grow, 

And  nose-twang  ever  louder, 
The  more  converted  guns  you  sell, 

And  segment-shells,  and  powder. 
For  each  pound  profit,  'twill  not  hurt 

To  give  a  penny  charity  ; 
While  you  pile  up  the  yellow  dirt, 

And  groan  o'er  our  barbarity. 

Rich  JOHN  !  —  Poor  JOHN  !  —  in  money  rich, 

But  poor  in  pluck  and  pride  too  ; 
To  Honour  dead,  'tis  Mammon's  sun 

You  turn  a  sentient  side  to. 
In  pocket  who  has  head  and  heart, 

Will  also  have  his  hands  there, 
While,  with  back  dull  to  insult's  smart, 

A  snubbing-block  he  stands  there. 

Give  him  hard  words  for  his  hard  cask  : 

Huckster  and  humbug  dub  him  ; 
Abuse  him  roundly,  —  one  step  more, 

Is  it  not  safe  to  drub  him  ? 
The  time  has  been  that  he  had  pluck, 

That  was  when  he  was  poor  : 
Since  then  in  business  he  s  had  luck, 

And  so  fights  shy—  and  sure. 


Thiers  the  First, 

HIMSELF  a  great  author,  Mr.  Punch  is  delighted  at 
the  accession  of  a  brother  author  to  the  Throne  of  France. 
The  mere  title  is  a  form,  but  whether  the  new  Sovereign 
is  to  be  the  President,  Vice-Consul,  or  Emperor,  Mr. 
Punch  respectfully  salutes  him,  and  hastens  to  recognise 
the  Dynasty.  His  Majesty  has  waited  long  for  the 
crown — but  "  the  world  is  to  him  who  knows  how  to 
wait  "—and  to  work.  The  new  Sovereign's  health  in  a 
bottle— aye,  of  Bordeaux. 


HEROICS   ON  HIOH   TREASON. 

WHO  grudges  the  PHINCESS  LOUISE'S  dower? 
Convey  that  shabby  caitiff'  to  the  Tower. 

ESSENCE  OF  NATIONAL  ASSEMBLY. — GKETY. 


A    REASONABLE    COMPLAINT. 

Old  Gent.  "  WELL,  CHARLIE,  WHAT  SOET  OF  BOOK  is  THAT  !— INTHJWTINO, 
EH?" 

Bloodthirsty  Young  Rascal.  "  NOT  A  BIT.  IT  's  A  GREAT  Murjr.  I  'n  BEAD 
SIXTY  PAGES,  AND  THERE  is  ONLY  ONE  MAN  KILLED  YET." 


EXCITING. 

THE  following  notice  has  been  issued,  and  ere  this  appears  the  event  may 
have  come  off: — 

"THE  POLICE  AND  VACCINATION.— All  the  members  of  the  Metropolitan  Police  Force 
are  to  be  vaccinated  at  once." 

This  is  a  really  healthy  mode  of  dealing  with  an  arm  of  the  Civil  Executive. 
We  trust  that  the  Police  will  be  mustered  in  full  force  in  Hyde  Park,  and  that 
no  solemnity  will  be  wanting  to  render  the  ceremony  thoroughly  impressive.  If 
not  too  late,  we  would  suggest  the  presence  of  the  Police  Band,  to  play 

'  tg  day."    The 
vaccination  is 
done 

'Field  and  battery 

review,  with  cows  in  the  distance,  gazing  placidly  on  the  scene.  Aux  armes, 
citoyens  !  Lancets  to  the  front !  and  be  our  war-cry  on  that  day,  Vaccination 
and  Victory ! 

A  CLERICAL  ENCOURAGEMENT. 

WILD  horses  should  not  draw  us  into  the  admission  that  the  Scotch  are 
not  the  very  pleasantest  of  people.  Yet  possibly  a  child  might  venture  to  think 
otherwise,  at  least  after  any  such  experience  as  the  following : — 

"  At  a  children's  tcnrie,  held  in  a  village  in  the  county  of  Kincardine,  the  other  night, 
a  clergyman,  addressing  nearly  300  young  people,  checked  the  exuberance  of  their  youthful 
spirits  by  forbidding  them  to  applaud,  telling  them  'there  would  be  nothing  of  that  kind, 
and  no  laughter,  in  heaven,'  and  that  these  manifestations  of  feeling  were  '  inconsistent 
with  religion.' " — Dundee  Advertiser. 

The  Scottish  clergy  may  be  supposed  to  know  their  own  people  better  than  we 
do.  But  it  would  not  occur,  we  think,  to  an  English  parson,  that  a  statement 
like  that  the  reverend  Scot  is  said  to  have  made  (the  allegation  about  him  may 
be  as  unfounded  as  that  attributed  to  him)  was  a  very  ready  means  of  creating 
a  desire,  on  the  part  of  children,  for  the  locality  to  which  they  are  destined. 
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INNOCENCE. 

Husband.  "  YOITK  FIKST  DAY  WITH  HOUNDS!    I'M  AFRAID  IT'LL  BE  A  BLANK  DAY,  MY  DEAR!" 

Young  Wife  (shocked).  "  A  -  -  DAY  !  0  CHARLES,  DON'T  SWEAR  !  I  'it  SURE  IT'S  DELIGHTFUL  !  JUST  NOW,  WHEN  yon  WERE 
TALKING  TO  THAT  OLD  GENTLEMAN  IN  THE  WOOD,  I  SAW  A  LITTLE  RABBIT,  AND  I  TRIED  TO  SHOW  SOME  OF  THE  DOGS  WHERE  IT 
HAD  GONE;  AND,  CHARLES,  THE  MAN  is  THE  CAP  CAME  UP  AND  BEAT  THEM,  AND  LOOKED  so  CROSS  AT  ME  !  I  COULD  NOT  HELP 
ITS  ESCAPING  ! " 


SONGS  OF  SIXPENCE. 

A  Trifle  from  Yarn  Own  Cockalorum,  DTNGWELL  the  Dragoon,  %*  Very 
much  adapted  by  him  from  a  German  festive  chant,  and  sung  with 
much  applause  by  Yours  Truly  before  the  EMPEKOR,  the  Hereditary 
Grand,  SINGYMAKINGY,  BIZZY,  $c.,  during  recent  events  at  VenaiUti 

COKE  round  me,  my  gay  Cockalorums, 

And  list  to  your  own  Militaire, 

Who  '11  stand  you  a  dozen  of  jorums, 

And  sing  you  a  rum-ti-tum  air. 

Chorus  (quite  the  gay  German} — 
Drink  about,  drink  about, 
Nothing  to  think  about ; 
Drink  about, 
Drink  about- 
Long  live  the  Queen ! 

(Repeat  ad  lib.) 

This  Light-hearted  Soldier  is  joyful, 

As  long  as  there's  plenty  01  stuff; 
So  fill  ev'ry  glass,  my  dear  boy,  full, 

And  chaunt  me  the  "  Crow  and  the  Chough." 
Chorus — "Drink  about,"  &c.  (as  before}. 

Till  past  any  time  we  will  sit  up, 

When  empty  is  every  stoup, 
Then  let  us  go  in  for  a  tittup, — 

This  Warrior 's  out  on  the  scoop. 

Chorus — "  Drink  about,"  &e.  (as  you  was). 

Ach!  while  the  pale  student  of  Aachen 

Is  grinding  away  at  his  book, 
This  Noble  young  Marquis  is  larkin', 

And — "  Where  are  we  now  ?"  says  the  Dook. 
Chorus — "  Drink  about,"  &c.  (as  you  teas). 


Let  who  will  go  in  for  the  Forum, 

And  be  of  the  Law  quite  a  lamp, 
The  choice  of  Your  Own  Cockalorum 

Is,  give  me  the  swagger  and  camp. 
Chorus— "  Drink  about,"  &c. 

Regardy  this  calm,  peaceful  forrid, 

Ihis  anti-macassary  hair, 
Though  trouble  may  bustle  him  horrid, 

Yet,  when  the  bell  rings,  he 's  all  there ! 
Chorus— "  Drink  about,"  &c. 

Then  here 's  to  that  bootif  ul  houri, 

The  Lovely  LOUISET,  PRINCESS  : 
Just  come  to  Your  Own  for  a  dowry, 

And  nuggets  are  yours,  nothing  less. 
Chorus — "  Drink  about,"  &c. 

And  here 's  to  ourselves,  Cockalorum — 
That 's  me,  who  my  country  adorns '. 
Bibyty !    Bibyty !    More  rum ! 
A  Health  to  the  Festive  Young  LOBNES. 
Loyal  and  Matrimonial  Chorus — 
"  Drink  about,"  &c. 

A  Change  for  the  Worse. 

La  France  says—"  The  Prussians  have  no  right  to  march'throngh 
Paris.  The  Prussians  have  not  taken  Paris— it  is  Famine."  Let  us- 
hope,  if  La  France  is  right,  that  Famine  mayn't  insist  on  marching 
into  the  city,  instead  of  the  Prussians.  She  is  too  near  the  gates  to 
be  pleasant,  already.  


T 


Gratifying  Advertisement. 

HE  THEATRE  OF  WAR  is  Closed  for  the  present.     A  Peace  is 
in  preparation  which  we  hope  will  have  an  unprecedented  run. 
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"WHIST,  WHIST,  0  WHIST!" 

MR.  PI-NTH,  Si  it, 

PUBLIC  attention  having  been  lately  much  at- 
tracted to  the  Game  of  \Vhist,  you  will,  ptHMHL  allow 
me  toisupplement  the  article  in  the  (luartrrly  by  six 
golden  rules,  which  beginners  will  find  very  useful. 
Tlu-y  were  drawn  up  l>v  a  luti1  Prelate  of  the  Irish 
Church,  and  luivr  been  habitually  practised  by  myself 
and  my  friends,  with  great  success.  Believe  me,  yours 
faithfully,  TEN-ACE. 

1 .  If  your  Partner  leads  the  Kin?  of  a  Suit,  of  which 
VDii  have  the  Ace  single,  play  it,  and  at  once  lead  from 
,  another  suit. 

:.'.  Having'  only  two  small  trumps,  say  the  seven  iintl 
five,  all  the  other  cards  being  exhausted,  either  lead 
trumps  or  rough. 

3.  Should  your  Partner  on  your  first  lead  of  trumps 
'Imp  a  card  of  another  suit,  and  on  your  second  lead  pi  a  y 
a  trump,  keep  silent,  and  mix  up  the  tricks  as  quickly  as 

ible  after  the  hand  is  played  out.      Should  your 
iiihi  Txaries  adopt  this  style  of  play,  point  it  out. 

4.  Should  you  happen  to  see  your  adversaries'  cards, 
adopt  the  dummy  frame,  leading  through  the  strong  and 
up  to  the  weak  hand. 

•").  If  your  Partner  should  deal  out  of  his  turn,  say 
nothing  about  it,  but  try  and  obtain  the  next  deal. 

ii.  With  four  honours  and  ten.  nine,  and  eight  of 
trumps  in  your  hand,  you  generally  win  the  trick  ami 
tin  LMIIII-,  it  you  do  not  forget  to  count  honours.  Quart 
major  makes  a  pint. 


THE    SERVANTS. 

Old  Lady.  "THEY'RE  AM,  AMKE,  MY  DEAR.  THERE'S  OUR  SUSAN  (IT'S 
TRUE  SHE'S  A  DISSENTER),  BUT  I'VE  ALLOWED  HER  TO  oo  TO  CHAPEL  THREE 
TIMES  EVEJIY  SUNDAY  SINCE  SHK  HAS  LIVED  WITH  ME,  AND  I  ASSUKE  YOU  SUB 
DOESN'T  COOK  A  BIT  BETTER  THAN  SHE  DID  THK  FIRST  DAY  ! ! " 


A  MEAN  ADVANTAGE. 

Artless  Woman.  HENEY,  dear,  I  want  to  go  a  little 
farther,  to  do  some  shopping.    Let  us  take  a  cab. 

Wretch.  Yes,  my  love,  and  pick  out  one  with  a  nice 
respectable-looking  driver,  who  we  are  quite  sure  hasn't 
just  been  carrying  any  patient  to  the  Smallpox  Hospital. 
Artless  Woman.  0,  what  a  horrid  idea!  Ugh! 
It  never  occurred  to  me.  Rather  than  run  such  a  risk  as 
that,  I  would  walk,  if  it  was  ever  so. 

[The  deluded  Wife  walks  a  mile  and  a  half,  and  her 
deceitful  Husband  sore*  eighteenpence. 


A  SPORT  ALWAYS  nr  SEASON.— Tuft-hunting. 


UNFASHIONABLE  INTELLIGENCE. 

(Which  possibly  may  prove  quite  as  interesting  to  some  people  as 
other  social  news  may  be  to  other  people.) 

MR.  SMITH  of  London  has  returned  to  town. 

Mit.  ]<u(i(iiNs  is  at  present  on  a  visit  to  MR.  BUBBS  of  Birmingham. 

MR.  JEREMIAH  DIDDLKU  has  been  travelling  in  the  country  for 
the  purpose  of  enjoying  the  sport  of  hunting  greenhorns. 

MR.  CLYFAKER  is  staying  with  the  Governor  of  Newgate. 

MESSIEURS  TAG  and  RAO,  in  company  with  ME.  BOBTAIL,  went 
last  evening  to  the  gallery  of  the  Whitechapel  Theatre. 

MR.  BROWN  has  arrived  at  the  Minories  Hotel. 

MRS.  ROBINSON  is  visiting  her  newly  married  son-in-law,  who 
spends  his  evenings  chiefly  at  his  club  in  consequence. 

Mn.  BILL  SIKES  has  recently  been  photographed  at  Government 
expense. 

MR.  BOB  SAWYER  has  been  elected  to  the  chair  of  the  Convivial 
Corkscrew  Club. 

MR.  BENJAMIN  BOLT  is  preparing  for  next  quarter-day,  when  he 
purposes  to  indulge  in  the  sport  of  lunar  shooting. 

MR.  JONES  of  Wales  has  arrived  on  a  week's  visit  to  his  cousin, 
MR.  GRIFFITHS. 

Mu.  HUOOINS  has  honoured  the  Adelphi  with  his  presence  in  the 
pit,  attended  by  his  wife  and  his  wife's  mother,  MRS.  MUGGINS. 

MR.  WILLIAM  PHUNKY  has  recently  been  vaccinated. 

MR.  CRIIIB  CRACKER  has  quitted  his  residence  in  town,  en  route  to 
spend  some  years  with  the  Governor  of  Portland. 

MR.  HARDUPP  has  left  his  lodgings  somewhat  suddenly,  and  with- 
out giving  any  notice  to  his  landlady. 

MR.  BAWLER,  postermonger,  has  lately  sold  his  donkey,  and  in- 
tends next  week  to  retire  from  the  profession. 

A  handsome  piece  of  plate,  of  the  rare  old  willow  pattern,  was 
yesterday  presented  to  MR.  PLUSH,  of  Westbourne  Square,  for  his 
services  as  Chairman  of  the  Harmonious  Flunkies. 

VOL.  LI. 


MR.  MOSES  MELTEE,  better  known  to  the  police  as  "  Melting  Mo," 
has  been  at  length  arrested  at  his  official  residence,  and  presented 
with  an  order  to  a  private  box  in  Newgate. 

MR.  LARKER  bagged  last  night,  being  out  upon  the  loose,  as  many 
as  six  bell-handles  and  eleven  door-knockers. 

MB.  BUMBLE  put  on  his  new  uniform  last  Sunday,  and  was  kissed 
by  his  wife,  who  vowed  that  he  looked  "  bootiful." 

MASTER  GUTTERCHILD,  having  come  into  possession  of  a  six- 
pence, on  Tuesday  entertained  a  couple  of  his  friends  at  a  convivial 
banquet,  consisting  of  hot  periwinkles. 

MRS.  DOWDIE  paid  a  flying  trip  to  town  last  week,  for  the  purpose 
of  purchasing  a  secondhand  chignon. 

MR.  JERRY  SNEAK,  alias  "  the  Nobbier,"  has  returned  to  his  town 
residence,  after  spending  six  months  of  retirement  in  a  pleasant  part 
of  Suffolk,  where  he  had  his  hair  cut  at  the  cost  of  the  county. 

MR.  and  MRS.  LOVEYDOVEY  have  entertained  themselves  in  a  hos- 
pitable manner,  on  the  occasion  of  the  anniversary  of  their  day  of 
marriage. 

Miss  GUSHER  has  received  exactly  ninety-seven  Valentines. 

A  matrimonial  alliance  is  said  to  have  been  contracted  between 
the  eldest  son  and  heir  of  the  wealthy  MR.  SCRAGGS,  ex-chimney- 
sweep, of  Wapping,  and  Miss  AGNES  ARAMINTA,  only  child  of  MR. 
CHTTTERLING,  cats  -meat  merchant,  ISLINGTON. 

MR.  SPOUTER  has  been  paying  a  visit  to  his  Uncle. 

MR.  JOLLIDOG  of  Houndsditcn  is  suffering  from  the  gout. 

MASTER  DOWNIE  has  begun  the  cultivation  of  moustaches.  As 
many  as  eleven  hairs  already  are  apparent. 

MR.  SCAMP  was  yesterday  presented  at  the  Court  in  Bow  Street, 
on  the  occasion  of  His  having  picked  a  pocket  at  the  Opera. 

MESSIEURS  DUNDEEHEAD  and  BOOBY  have  been  elected  members 
of  the  Allfools  Sparrow-Slaughter  Club. 

MR.  SKINFLINT,  to  save  paying  sixpence  to  a  hairdresser,  tried 
yesterday  to  cut  his  hair  off  with  a  shilling. 

MR.  FUNNIMAN  has  been  entertaining  a  select  circle  of  his  friends 
by  his  humorous  impersonation  of  the  Whistling  Oyster. 
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First,  it  is  un-English.   For 

i  i      -n      -.-.      .  _      °    •%-, 


introduced  as  a  Government  measure. 

We  hasten  to  denounce  the  Scheme, 
the  word  Ballot  is  derived 

is  not  all.  Jiallotte  means  a  Ball  used  in  voting.  Therefore, 
Secondly,  the  ballot  is  a  falsity.  No  ball  is  to  be  used.  The  people 
are  not  allowed  tifffragia  /><:,-  aphterulis  mittcre— there  is  no  ballota- 
tion.  The  vote  is  to  be  given  on  a  piece  of  paper. 

These  objections  are  stronger  than  any  which  were  advanced  in 
answer  to  MR.  FORSTER.    But  stop,  we  have  not  explained  his  plan. 

Ballot  is  to  be  used  both  in  Parliamentary  and  Municipal 

.Elections. 

Voting  paper  to  be  an  official  paper. 
Not  to  be  given  to  the  Voter  till  he  enters  booth. 
No  mark  to  be  made  on  it,  except  what  indicates  the  way  he 

votes. 
No  signature. 

\_Yun  think  this  .iiirnliiiidtji;  do  you?     The  head  of  a 
most  i-,ni,ii',it  tinii  of  solicitors  sianed  a  rotiiia  IWIXT 
for  the  School  Board  liallot. 
Personation  to  be  punished  as  Treating  is. 


PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

ONDAY,  February  20.  The 
BISHOP  OF  Wix<H]:sn;i; 
promoted  a  Bill  for  allow- 
ing aared  or  infirm  1  'arsons 
to  retire  on  a  moderate 
pension,  deducted  from  the 
income  of  the  benefice.  1  )n. 
WILBEEFOECE  advocated 
the  measure  with  his  usual 
ability.  LORD  UO.MII.I.V 
opposed  it,  eonsiderinir  that 
it  would  work  hardly  as 
regarded  aired  clergymen, 
and  unfairly  towanls  the 
patron.  But  LOUD  SALIS- 
BURY explained  that  it 
would  not  work  at  all  unless 
the  clergyman  himself  set 
it  going,  and  even  LORD 
CAIKXS  thought  the  patron 
sufficiently  protected.  Head 

uid  Time. 

"CAPTAIN  STACPOOLE 
asked  ME.  GLADSTONE  whe- 
ther Government  would  not 
propose  to  Parliament  to 
give  the  UUEKN  a  Palace  in 
Ireland.  The  PREMIER 
could  not  return  a  definite 
answer,  but  said  that  the  question  had  been  for  some  time  "  in 
the  view  "  of  the  Cabinet.  It  may  be  as  well  to  bracket,  with  this 
intimation,  another.  The  Irish  Secretary  asks  for  a  Select  Committee 
to  inquire  into  the  state  of  a  portion  of  Ireland,  and  feels  oliliuvd 
to  demand  that  this  Committee  should  be  Secret.  That  is,  Irish 
witnesses  would  be  afraid  to  speak  the  truth  openly.  These  fuels 
beinfr  prosaic^  you  shall  have  another,  which  is  not.  At  the  Galway 
election  a  priest  sent  for  soap,  a  towel,  and  a  basin,  and,  in  token  of 
his  repudiation  of  the  proceedings,  vehemently  washed  his  hands 
before  the  people.  Everybody  was  amused,  except  those  who  stood 
near  his  reverence,  whose  name  is  CONWAY.  For  he  splashed  them 
mightily,  and  they 

"Frowned  'under'  Conway's  foaming  flood." 

The  University  Tests  Bill  in  Committee.  Incidents  worth  note 
occurred.  MR.  STEVENSON  proposed  that  Degrees  in  Divinity  should 
be  obtained  without  subscription  to  formula,  that  is,  that  the  Divine 
should  not  be  asked  what  sort  of  divinity  he  believed  in,  but  only 
how  much  divinity  he  knew.  Fight,  and  ME.  GLADSTONE  victorious 
by  the  aid  of  the  Conservatives  —  numbers  185  to  140  —  majority, 
observe,  45.  Significant  cheering  from  the  trans-gangway  men  on 
the  Liberal  side.  Then  MR.  FAWCETT  proposed  that  the  taking  of 
Holy  Orders  should  not  be  a  condition  of  being  elected  to  office  in 
the  Universities.  Fight,  and  again  ME.  GLADSTONE  victorious  by 
the  aid  of  the  Conservatives—  numbers  182  to  160—  majority,  observe, 
only  22.  Still  more  significant  cheering  from  trans-gangway  men. 
MR.  FAWCETT  then  pointed  out  how  these  triumphs  had  been  ob- 
tained, and  bade  ME.  GLADSTONE  Ponder.  The  PREJIIEE  said  that 
he  had  pondered,  and  that  the  decision  of  the  Government  was  irre- 
vocable. MR.  CAVENDISH  BENTINCK  moved  that  where  a  donor  or 
founder  had  declared  that  an  office  should  be  held  only  by  a  Church- 
man, the  will  of  that  benefactor  should  be  respected,  but  MB.  GLAD- 
STONE declined  to  see  this.  The  Bill  has  passed  the  Commons. 
Then,  by  ME.  FOKSTEK,  was  the  enactment  of  VOTE  by  BALLOT 


Candidate,  whose  agents  procure  personation,  loses  seat. 

No  Scrutiny. 

No  Committees  in  Public-houses. 

No  Nomination,  and     j  •    _.,vi;-     -IT.....  ,_ . 

No  Declaration  of  Poll }  ln  Pubhc'    *™™?  ' 

Expenses  of  Hustings  to  be  paid  by  Constituency. 

There  !  So  a  man  may  vote  as  Secretly  as  he  likes.  But  there  is  no 
clause  against  his  roaring  down  the  street  (like  TOM,  son  of  the 
Piper)  the  name  of  his  candidate— no  hindrance  to  his  coming  out 
shouting  that  he  has  .voted  for  BROWN  and  JONES — no  punishment 
in  case  that  statement  is  false.  The  enemies  of  the  measure  are 
terribly  afraid  that  a  married  voter  will  devote  months  to  the  inven- 
tion of  a  deep  and  dark'scheme  for  deceiving  his  wife  as  to  his  vote, 
and  that  misery  will  be  caused  in  a  family  by  reason  of  the  wife's 
having  suspected  that  her  lord,  talking1  blue,  went  red.  Mr.  Punch, 
himself  married,  went  red  at  the  idea  that  such  duplicity  could 
enter  into  any  one's  imagination.  MR.  IIoi'i:  rxpiv^'d  his  convic- 
tion that  the  Attorney-mind  of  England  would  find  some  way  to 
defeat  the  object  of  the  Bill.  Read  a  First  Time. 

Tuesday.  In  a  discussion  in  the  Lords,  EARL  GREY  made  a 
severely  just  remark  upon  the  excessive  carelessness  with  which  our 
laws  are  drawn  up.  He  was  right.  There  was  onc«  an  oath  enacted, 
and  it  was  called  the  Et  Cetera  oath,  because  the  taker  was  bidden 
to  swear  that  so-and-so,  fyc.,  wore  true. 

LORD  OEANMOEE  above,  and  MR.  J  OH  NSTONE  below,  bothered  again 
about  ME.  GLADSTONE'S  very  proper  letter  about  the  POPE.  We 
wish  that  nobody  would  make  any  answer  to  such  botheration.  By 
the  way,  our  opinion  of  His  Holiness,  always  high,  has  been  raised 
by  an  interesting  letter  in  the  Telegraph,  one  of  whose  correspon- 
dents, an  Englishman,  has  had  an  interview  with  the  Holy  Father. 
The  POPE  held  out  his  hand,  and  on  its  being  explained  that  the 
Englishman,  introduced  as  an  artist,  was  an  author,  Pius  said,  in 
choice  Italian: — "There  are  artists  in  words  as  well  as  in 
colours.  SCOTT  was  a  painter,  and  BYRON  a  sculptor,  but  SHAK- 
SITVRE  was  both  at  once  !"  The  POPE  added,  "Ah,  quel  SIIAKIS- 
PARE  !  Che  gigante  !  che  autore  !  Egli  e  il  piu  grande  di  tutti  gli 
artisti!"  In  delivering  which  judgment  of  the  Divine  WILLI  \ MS. 
the  great  Divine  of  the  Catholic  Church  was  better  than  passively 
infallible,  for  he  was  actively  wise.  Mr.  Punch  respectfully  salutes 
His  Holiness. 

LOUD  MALMESBURY,  and  somebody  in  the  Commons,  have  been 
asking  why  LORD  LYONS  and  our  Consul  took  themselves  out  of 
Paris  during  the  siege  instead  of  watching  over  their  distressed 
countrymen.  The  answer  as  to  the  Ambassador  is  satisfactory,  he 
had  diplomatic  duties  wherever  the  French  Government  might  be. 
The  reply  in  the  other  case  is,  that  the  Consul  had  leave  to  go,  and 
that  our  distressed  countrymen  were  warned  that  they  had  better  go 
too.  Easy  to  say. 

ME.  TEEVELYAN  made  an  able  speech  on  Army  Organisation,  but 
his  object  was  to  turn  out  the  DUKE  OF  CAMBRIDGE.  Whereon  there 
was  lively  debate,  and  it  is  needless  to  say  that  our  friend  H.R.H. 
(whom,  differences  of  opinion,  which  should  never  alter  friendship, 
apart,  Mr.  Punch  holds  in  both  honour  and  liking,  neither  of  which 
will  prevent  his  coming  out  with  the  most  stunning  Cartoon  about 
the  C.  in  C.  at  need)  found  plenty  of  defenders.  The  smart  speech 
was,  of  course,  MR.  BERNAL  OSBORNE'S.  He  asked  after  the  Band 
of  Bounding  Brothers  who  were  to  have  executed  splendid  Reform 
feats  in  this  debate,  and  claimed  for  himself  the  credit  of  having 
turned  the  Serpentine  through  the  Augean  Stable  at  the  Horse 
Guards.  ME.  TREVELYAN'S  motion  failed — 201  to  83. 

Wednesday.  MR.  PLIJISOLL  wished  to  go  on  with  a  Mercantile 
Shipping  Bill.  It  is  hugely  needed  for  a  host  of  reasons,  besides 
that  there  is  a  very  unpleasant  idea  afloat  that  vessels  not  likely  to 
remain  so,  are  sent  out  with  a  view  to — the  insurance  money.  Gov- 
ernment promised  an  instalment  of  legislation,  so  the  Bill  was  with- 
drawn. It  is  due  to  gentlemen  interested  in  shipping  to  say  that 
several  of  them  expressed  an  ardent  desire  to  hang  anybody  who 
could  be  proved  guilty  of  the  atrocity  above  suggested. 

Thursday.  LORD  CARNARVON — by  the  way,  we  were  very  glad  to 
read  that  measures  are  being  adopted  for  the  preservation  of  the 
magnificent  Castle  that  bears  his  name.  It  is  a  noble  pile,  and 
though  the  last  time  Mr.  Punch  visited  it  he  saw  it  to  some  disad- 
vantage, as  it  was  nearly  full  of  some  kind  of  Welsh  Methodists 
(most  respectable,  and  probably  most  pious),  who  came  in  their 
thousands,  and  all  in  black  dress  coats ;  the  view  from  the  Eagle 
Tower  would  have  gratified  Mr.  Punch  much,  only  he  did  not  go 
up,  because  the  day  was  hot.  He  would  speak  well  of  the  iced 
soda-water  at  the  hotel,  only  he  could  not  get  any,  the  Welsh 
Methodists  aforesaid  having  methodically  drank  it  all — excuse  these 
details — LORD  CARNARVON  attacked  the  Government  Army  Scheme, 
as  patchworky  and  inadequate.  LOED  NORTHBROOK  defended  it. 
The  DUKE  OF  CAMBRIDGE  declared,  with  touching  earnestness,  that 
he  really  was  an  Army  Reformer,  and  that  he  cared  for  nothing  but 
the  comfort  and  efficiency  of  the  soldier.  The  Lords  talked  war — 
DE  LA  WARE  finishing— till  10. 
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M  i;.  I.OWF.  said  that  pi -ople  who  had  wine  in  bond  were  allowed  to 
"  fortify"  it,  and  to  n-lim-  it,  but  not  to  adulterate  it.  All 

but  we  are  not  the  less  obliged  to  Sn;  ,1.  I.VWIM.M  i:  for 
asking  how  "  a  highly  injurious  acid  "  got  into  sherries  in  the  docks. 
In  an  old  song,  a  lady  resents  her  husband's  allegation  as  to  her 

age-™ 

"Says  she,  it  isn't  true 
You  know  I'm  not  so  forlyficd,  nor  filtyned  as  you." 

India  is  a  place  in  Asia.  It  has  Finances.  They  are,  in  a  muddle. 
Tin-  I'KFMIFI:  obtained  a  Select  Committee  for  fortifying  and 
refining  Indian  I  inanee. 

The  Arioii.vKY-GrM.itu.  presented  a  Bill  for  repealing  tin  Act 
win  reby  Catholic  prelates  are  forbidden  to  call  Ilicniselvi  s  bj 
tin  nam.s  of  places  in  the  UILFX'S  dominions.  This  is  the 
famous  Kcclesiastical  Titles  Act.  It  was  passed  with  popular 
acclaim.  It  is  now  described  as  a  mere  protest  which  ha 
In  i  ii  acted  on,  but  which  gives  otli-nee  to  the  Catholic*.  It'  it  is 
repealed,  they  will  still  lie  liable  to  the  law  forbidding  their  taking 
titles  already  appropriated  by  the  Knglish  Church.  Then  was 
nothing  particular  in  the  debate,  except  M  K.  CMAKI.FY'S  gracious 
demand  why  M  it.  GLADSTONE  did  not  declare  outright  that  he  was  not 


a  Papist,  and  the  same  Member's  wi-h  that  Mi:.  GI.UISTOXK  wen- 
one,  as  he  could  then  do  less  in  it!  a  line  thing, 
truly,"  us  Mr:  Ifotdblt  oi, .. rves  in  Swift's  PnlHi-  ConvertoOon. 
Head  by  j:;7  to  :,1. 

Friday. — Lords  passed  tin  PIMM  i  Provision  Kill,  and 

sent  it  to  the  Commons,  bv  .lust ices  l!i  \<  M.I  i;\  and  KI:M  ixc,  with 
their  Lordships'  respectful  compliments. 

South  Kensington  is  not  quite  rea-l  the  Stufl'cd  llea«t*, 

and  such  like,  from  the  Itritish  Museum. 

A  very  good  night  in  the  Common-.  Mi  \KI.I  and  (ii.\n- 

-IOVK  crossed  swords  in  earnest.  Tli'-tninnr  pr<  a<  In  d  on  the  t<  \i 
atl'orded  by  Mr.  1'nnrli'n  last  Cartoon,  ami  explained  with  much 
causticity  why  the  I'KKMIIJ:  was  an  Injndi'i<»is  Bottlcholder.  The 
latter  wns  vevv  indignant  and  ell'..ti\.-.  Both  did  all  they  knew. 
Strangers  in  Hie  gnllerii  -  called  tin  m-< -In  s  lucky. 

Denial  that  CU-TUV  lloxii.n's  allegi  !  from  the  <li  i  I  -. 

to  the  Heir  Apparent  to  the  CKOWN  I'I-IMI:  w.  re  anything  but 
private  and  family  greetings. 

The  "  Indian  liuiliret  "  was  (lie  concluding  exhibition  of  the  niifht. 
It  wns  hiirhly  instructive,  but  very  Hat  after  the  Gladiatorial 
I  cent 


ADMH-SS  TO  Till-    \VOON  OF  BHAMO. 

"  I  mentioned  some  weeks  afro  that  thcTVoox  oj-  BHAMO,  who 
had  interposed  all  manner  of  diftii  iiltira  in  the  way  <>f  trade  in 
that  quarter,  had  bt'en  removed,  !<•  the  jri-eat  delight  of  tile 
iii-cnicd.  I  am  sorry  to  say  now  that  there  arc 
rumours  (if  his  return  to  his  pout,  nml  that  in  consequcn 
timtilc  atl'uirs  are  looking  a  little  down.  Opinions  are  contlii-tins 
as  to  the  value  of  these  old  trndo  routes." — Times,  Indian  Cor- 
respondent. 

WOON  OF  I!  in  MO,  yonder  far, 
How  I  woomler  what  yon  are  ! 
In  those  gorgeous  Eastern  climes, 

In  the  columns  of  the  Times. 

Are  you  man.  or  are  you  thing, 
Trading  route,  or  petty  Kintrr 
\Vi>oN  OF  r,n  A  MO,  what  you  be, 
No  one  can  explain  to  me. 

Are  you  fat,  or  are  you  lean, 

Have  you  subjects,  Court,  and  Queen  ? 

Are  you  bogy,  sprite,  or  shade, 

Or  something  like  the  Board  of  Trade  ? 

WOON  OF  BIIAMO,  Bhamo's  "Woon, 
You  're  a  most  mysterious  coon  ; 
But,  my  "\Voox,  there  's  one  thing  sure — 
Merchants  can't  your  name  endure. 

And  as  now  they  seem  afraid 

That  your  return  will  spoil  their  trade, 

Don't  go  back,  or  late  or  soon. 

But  stop  away,  obstructive  WOON. 


A  Very  Proper  Name. 

time  to  time  we  have  had  in  London  distin- 
guished and  generally  dusky  visitors — Chinese,  Japa- 
nese, Burmese,  Siamese,  Parsccs,  Manganese,  &c. — who 
have  been  remarkable  for  the  striking  oddity  of  their 
names;  but,  perhaps,  the  most  singular  instance  that 
has  ever  come  under  the  public  notice  was  in  the  case 
"I  tin  Kastcrn  prince  who  attended  the  QUEEN'S  Court 
k,  and  stands  on  record  as  "  His  Imperial  Iliirli- 
i  lln.  \sni-Kcsiii.Mi-No-MiA,  Uncle  of  the  Mik  MM. 
OF  JAPAN."  What  Burlesque  can  beat  this  ? 


Unpardonable  Ignorance. 

A  SHORT  time  back  there  appeared  in  one  of  the  French 
papers  an  article  entitled  "  Tmit  pour  r  argent."  in 
which  the  writer  attempts  to  turn  to  ridicule  the  -willing- 
ness of  the  English  to  accept  pecuniary  compensation  for 
the  loss  of  the  British  vessels  lately  sunk  by  the  Prus- 
sians, and  where  an  imaginary  and  facetious  bill, 
supposed  to  be  delivered  by  LORD  GRANVILLE  to 
Cot  NT  KISMMJCK,  is  made  to  amount  to  the  sum  of 
£300,000  6s.  l->d.  ! 

\V\N-TED  (by  Old  Time).— The  fellow  to  "the  other 
day." 


THE    "JUDGMENT"    OF    PARIS. 

'IMF,  look  at  this 
Initial.  Do  yo 
what  it  represents  :- 
The  Kx-Kvr 
XAPOLEOX  trying  to 
escape  from  a  shell. 
Yet  he  hehaved 
bravely  in  the 
battle-field.  Why 
then  this  picture  ? 
Is  it  Mr.  Punch's 
way  to  insult  the 
unfortunate  '•  No, 
but  he  desires  to 
illustrate  the  ami- 
able character  of 
sundry  of  the  EM- 
PEKOE'S  late  sub- 
jects, of  some  of 

the  millions  who  the  other  day  voted  for  him.    Be'pleased  to  read  the  following 

extract  from  a  Paris  letter  in  the  Daily  Telegraph  : — 

"  Last  night  I  visited  a  '  caffi  concert '  in  the  Quartier  Latin.  The  chief  attraction 
there  is  an  actor  who  bears  a  striking  resemblance  to  the  fallen  EMPEHOR  NAPOLEON 
THE  THIBD.  Dressed  in  a  General's  uniform,  he  sings  a  song,  in  which  the  late  Emperor's 
manner,  gesture,  twirling  of  the  moustache,  and  BO  forth,  are  imitated  with  most  mar- 
vellous fidelity.  Between  every  two  verses  of  the  song,  which  embodies  witticisms  and 
allusions  in  their  nature  anything  but  complimentary  to  the  prisoner  of  Wilhclmshohe,  the 
singer  gallops  round  the  stage  with  a  long  sword  dangling  between  his  legs,  to  the  intense 
delight  of  the  audience,  which  unanimously  shouts  in  uproarious  chorus,  '  Uadinguet ! 
Badinguet ! '  '  Vive  1'Empcreur!'  'Encore!  Encore!'  And  the  Emperor  who  to  lately 
ruled  the  destinies  of  France  is  anew  held  up  for  ridicule  by  his  caricaturist." 

Just  so.  And  that  the  lesson  may  not  be  lost,  3Ir.  Punch  points  the  moral 
and  adorns  the  tale.  

NO  SUBSTITUTES: 

THE  proposed  abolition  of  the  right,  in  the  case  of  persons  balloted  for  the 
Militia,  to  provide  substitutes,  or  to  escape  service  by  the  payment  of  a  fine, 
is  founded  on  an  intelligent  regard  to  equality  in  the  sense  of  equal  ju 
If  all  men  are  not  equal  before  the  law,  they  ought  to  be ;  and  it  is  obvious  that, 
suppose  a  man  in  business,  which  cannot  go  on  without  him,  is  compelled  to 
serve  personally  as  a  private  in  the  Militia,  ne  must  be  ruined  ;  but  it  is  no  less 
obvious  that  he  suffers  no  greater  hardship  than  his  comrade  the  agricultural 
labourer,  who,  although  he  gets  his  daily  pay.  must  lose  perhaps  as  much  as  nine 
or  ten  shillings  a-week.  Nothing  can  be  clearer  than  the  truth  that  equality 
as  to  any  burden  cannot  possibly  depend  upon  circumstances ;  and,  howsoever 
people  may  differ  about  Vote  by  Ballot  as  projected,  there  cannot,  at  least  among 
the  thinking  commercial  classes,  be  two  opinions  respecting  the  contemplated 
Ballot  for  the  Militia. 

A  Dog's  Epitaph. 

COMPTOX  TRAVERS  had  a  favourite  poodle.  Its  name  was  "  Mop,"  or,  as  it 
was  more  familiarly  called,  "  Mopsy."  Mopsy  died.  COMPTON  huned  it  in  his 
back  garden,  and  affixed  a  tablet  to  the  wall  over  the  grave.  Being  a  man 
of  a  classic  turn  and  taste,  he  inscribed  the  following  brief  but  appropriate 
quotation,  from  VIRGIL,  on  the  enamelled  slate  : — 

1  Cur  non,  Mopse." 
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ANOTHER    OF    MR.    JARVIS'S    DIAGNOSES. 

"  0,  GOOD  MORNING,  JARVIS.     You  'VE  NOT  BEEN  ILL  AGAIN  ?  " 

"No,  Miss;  IT'S  THE  MISSIS  HAVE  BEEN  TOOK  INDIFFERENT  THIS  TIME!" 

'  '  WHAT  's  THE  MATTER  WITH  HER  ?  " 


[Vide"  Punch  "  far  feb.  11,  1871. 


"WELL,  Miss,  THE  YOUNG  MEDICAL  GENTLEMAN  HE  SAYS  TO  ME  :  'WHY,  JARVIS!'  HE  SAYS,  'YOUR  Missus  'AVE  GOT  Jinoso- 

X7J7S  IN  HEVERY  BLESSED  LlMB  OF  'ER  BODY  !  '  '' 


LE  CAENIVAL  EST  MOET!  VIVE  LE  CARNIVAL! 


"  Crossing  the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  I  saw  a  crowd  stationed  before  the 
statue  of  Strasburg,  which,  ia  still  covered  with  faded  wreaths  and  shabby 
flags.  Along  the  Avenue  of  the  Champs  Elyse'es  it  was  difficult  so  walk 
quickly,  so  large  and  compact  was  the  crowd.  In  the  distance  it  seemed  as  if 
a  great  demonstration  was  being  made.  On  nearer  approach  I  found  that 
what  I  took  for  a  huge  gathering  was  merely  the  multitude  of  promenaders 
proceeding  in  either  direction  at  a  slow  pace.  The  merry-go-rounds  were  in 
full  swing.  The  Marionette  Theatre  was  giving  its  accustomed  representa- 
tions to  a  juvenile  audience;  the  sellers  of  'plaisin'  were  plying  their 
wonted  trade ;  the  proprietors  of  weighing-machines  were  on  the  look-out  foi 


LET  Peace  lead  her  Boeuf  Gras, 

^While  her  music,  pas  a  pas, 
Accompanies  the  welcome  steer  upon  his  march  Id  bas, 

Where — double  symbol— see 

Type  of  plenty  yet  to  be. 
And  of  JOHN  BULL  bringing  victual  to  France's  hungry  maw. 

A  sad  Carnival,  morbleu .' 

No  bals  masques,  Nom  de  Dieu  ! 
No  Titis,  btbardeurs,  simpers  fins,  or  chansons  bleus.' 

War  has  laid  a  rigorous  Lent 

Upon  feast  and  merriment, 
And  only  Death  gives  dances !     "  Bah  !  ban  pour  les  pieux .' 

"No  Carnival?    Ma  foi! 
Who  to  Paris  gives  la  hi  f 
Shall  she  not  do  as  she  pleases  ?    '  Chacun,'  they  say, '  chez  soi.' 


Still  the  Gallic  cock  will  crow, 
And  more  quick  his  comb  will  grow, 
The  more  into  the  quick  it  has  been  cut !     JEAN  BOTJLE,  tais-toi." 

By  her  Strasburg' s  wreaths  that  fade — 

Though  of  immortelles  made — 
By  the  Marionettes  at  Strasburg's  side  that  drive  a  roaring  trade, 

By  her  OFFENBACH'S  pan  pan .' 

By  her  absinthe,  her  cancan, 
By  her  Palais  Royal  farces,  and  her  Boulevard's  gay  parade — 

By  her  journalists  that  ply 

Scandalj  equivoque,  and  lie, 
By  the  stuff  she  thinks  sublime,  the  canards  that  she  lets  fly ; 

By  her  Reds  and  their  mad  dreams, 

By  her  VICTOR  HUGO'S  screams, 
By  the  befoolers  and  befooled  who  swell  her  Babel  cry— 

What  Paris  still  has  been, 

Paris  still  will  be,  I  ween, 
Even  while  about  her  gates  the  Prussian  bayonets  glitter  keen, 

Reste  d  voir  if  at  Bordeaux 

France  another  face  will  show, 
Than  the  old  mask  Paris  mounts  again  to  furnish  the  old  scene. 


"  Pity  'tis,  if  True." 

"  John  Hull  hears  that  in  several  London  churches,  should  the  marriage  of 
the  PRINCESS  LOUISE  take  place  in  Lent,  there  will  be  a  special  penitential 

office  at  the  same  hour." 

THIS  announcement  makes  us  share  the  regret  expressed  by  the 
Times  that  the  BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER'S  Resignation  Bill  makes  no 
provision  for  the  case  of  lunatic  clergymen. 


IT  NTH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— MARCH  4,  1871. 
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PACIFICATORS    OF    EUROPE. 


IIKKI:    may    be    illilnTality 
and    intolerance  in  attri- 
buting    to     the     Roman 
Catholic       priesthood      in 
ral  that   credulous  in- 
fatuation otherwi-..-   call,  d 
blind  faitlu     Vet  a  signal 
.ipli-  of  iM-lief  in  a  fact 
wliieh   hath   not   app 
combined  with  a  total  im- 
perception  of  one  as  plain 
as  tb.  sun  at  noond 
(lie  nose    on    the  faoe  of 
Mr.  J'i'/ir/,,   has  Wn  ex- 
hibited by  a  P><  k'ian  . 
of  no  lessdistii. 
than     Miiit.      I>i  -<  11  AMI'S, 
Archbishop     of     Ma 
The  Times,  in  a  paragraph 
under     the      heading     of 
Catholic 

Brussels,"       de- 


whieh  was  lately  jierformed 
(hate  >hape  of  a 

|     the 

HMwd  Sacrament  of  the 
^^^^^^     Miracle."    The  occasion  of 
tills  dcTotional  demonstra- 
tion  was    "the    war    in 

France,  and  thctrou 
Italy,  which  have  resulted  in  the  abolition  of  the  Temporal  Power 
of  the  ,1'ope."     It  was  improved  by  the  above-named  prelate  in  a 
discourse  which  our  leading  contemporary  thus  summarises: — 

'•At  the  end  of  the  Gospel  MOB.  DESCUAMPS,  the  Archbishop  of  Malines 

and  Primate  of  Jirl-ium,  prcaclicd  a  most  touching  and  appropriate  discourse, 

in  which  in  -nt  how  all  the  miseries  which  now  afflict  European 

Hie  fact  that  nations  persist  in  turning  a  deaf  ear  to 

the  vtiii-e  of  tin-  1'oi'E,  who  was  the  great  pacificator  of  Europe,  who  had 
endeavoured  to  promote  peace  lift  ween  the  rulers  of  France  and  Germany, 
and  for  whom  the  Almighty  is  now  preparing  a  triumph  already  marked  by 
the  great  movement  which  agitates  the  nations  of  Europe,  and  prepares  them 
to  pass  through  war  and  bloodshed  to  retind  the  true  light  in  the  forgotten 
paths  of  civilisation  and  Christianity." 

The  concluding  prophecy  of  the  sermon  above-quoted  would,  to 
persons  unaware  of  the  preacher's  nationality,  suggest  the  supposi- 
tion that  he  was  an  Irish  rather  than  a  Belgian  Ultramontane.  We 
shall  see  whether  MOB.  DESCHAMPS  will  prove  a  true  prophet.  But 
if  he  does,  the  triumph  which  in  that  case  will  have  been  vouchsafed 
the  POPE,  marked  by  a  movement  which  is  preparing  the  nations  of 
Europe  to  pass  through  war  and  bloodshed,  will  be  an  odd  triumph 
for  Europe's  great  pacificator.  No  doubt  the  intentions  of  His 
Holiness  are  as  pacific  as  any  Quaker's,  but  they  have  been  crowned 
with  the  reverse  of  fulfilment.  Moreover,  there  has  been  not  a  little 
fighting  occasionally  on  the  POPE'S  own  behalf ;  wonders,  for 
example,  were  worked  at  Mentana,  not  by  images  or  relics,  but 
Chassepot  rifles,  whose  popping  was  a  remarkable  accompaniment  to 
"Pax  Fbiwcxm." 

How  could  MOK.  DI:M  IIAMPS,  when'he  talked  of  the  Holy  Father 
as  the  great  pacificator  of  Europe,  fail  of  seeing  to  whom,  if  to  any 
one,  that  description  really  applies  ?  There  .is  one  Personage  in 
Europe  who  has  preached  peace  a  great  deal  more  urgently  than  the 
POPE,  and  has  done  all  he  thought  he  possibly  could,  at  times  with 
some  success,  to  preserve  it.  That  Personage  too  has  suffered  for  his 
pacific  endeavours  much  more  than  the  POPE.  Was  the  POPE  ever 
accused  of  selfish  isolation  because  he  would  abstain  from  armed 
intervention  between  his  belligerent  neighbours,  and  would  not  send 
his  little  army  to  help  any  of  them  slaughter  others  ?  Was  he  ever 
taunted  on  that  account  with  decline  of  "prestige,"  and  loss  of 
position  among  the  Sovereigns  of  Europe  ?  When  he  has,  with 
impartial  humanity,  exhorted  belligerents  on  either  side  to  be 
friends,  has  he  ever,  because  he  would  tight  for  neither,  been  reviled 
by  both  ?  Did  over  Ambassador  outdo  all  Papal  bulls  by  objecting 
to  him  that  he  had  failed  to  observe  a  "benevolent  neutrality." 

The  Great  Pacificator  of  Europe,  so  far  as  his  greatness  as  such 
extends,  which,  truly,  it  docs  but  a  little  way,  is  not  the  POPE,  but 
JOHN  BULL. 

Hardened  Offender. 

WE  are  rather  ashamed  of  acknowledging  that  we  know  a  lady, 
who,  the  other  day,  made  no  secret  of  having  done  what  the  Law 
regards  as  a  very  serious  offence — nay,  openly  avowed  her  satis- 
faction at  having  just  hit  a  train ! 


A  WORD  FOR  THE  WOMEN. 

CONSIDERING,  ]>erhaps,  that  we  )!riti-.h  ore  not  a  Confessional- 

going  people,  A-ECHBlgHOP  MA.NMXI;  has  been  kindly  constiti; 

himself  our  Father  Confessor,  by  coinjKisiiv.-  a  Pastoral,  and  therein 

our  national  >i!  irly.  indeed,  for  too  many 

of  us  men.     J'.ul   pei-hap-  ,  it   he  would   reconsider,  would 

•omewhat  of  his  eonie.vioii  for  the  women. 

If  a  man  eats  and   drinks  twice  as  much   as  is  pood  for  him,  lie 
•i\.    organs  and  inju  i   in  mind  and  body, 

orat  i  iindnlj  tat   to  no  purpose,  his  superfluooB  aliment 

not  li.'in'.',  like  a  pin's,  convertible  into  l>:ieuii. 

llnl   a   \M.-  is  in  apparel   i~  not    like  a  man's  MUMS  in 

:•••  and  drinking.     It  does  nut   hurt  her.     She  may  drew  a  Tast 
more  than  is  necessary  for  comfort  and  respectability  without 
overloading  her  frame,  or  inipairin<_'  her  constitution. 

ii-jihr-  whieli  ;i  glutton  transmutes  into  useless  fat,  would 

'lie  hungry.     The  node  oould  not  be  clad  with  tlie 

material  supci  ahundaMe  of  female  attire,  a  yard  or  so  less  or 

more  as  the  fashion  varies.     A  woman's  over-dressing  is  not  aquan- 

t  itat  •  i  «MB»I  Midi  in  the  «ensc  of 

extravagance.    As  to  extravagance  of  Money,  that  does  not  hurt  her 

\\h"  ean  afford  it,  and  money  laid  out  on  unnecessary  articles  of 

att ire  is  only  so  much  in  effect  given  away  to  tradesfolk  and  work- 

With  regard  to  the  ostentation  of  feminine  array,  there  is  mueli 
that  Du.  •  on  second  thoughts,  may  see  to  palliate  it  It 

evinces  an  innocence  nearly  akin  to  taat  of  a  child's  delight  in 
dressing  up  a  doll.  The  vanity  which  it  l>etrays  is  vanity  pure  and 
simple,  unintelligent,  hut  no  worse.  Chignons,  rouge,  *nd  High 
heels,  for  instance,  so  far  from  adding  to  the  wearer's  attraction*  in 
male  eyes,  on  the  contrary,  diminish  them  exceedingly,  tend  to 
repel  men  rery  much,  and  not  at  all  to  attract  them.  "Women 
prank  themselves  out  in  such  things  to  please  HiMMillli  n  merely. 
unless  to  please,  if  not  to  vex,  other  women. 

Lastly,  the  pecuniary  extravagance  of  the  fair  sex  at  large  n  fal- 
lals and  finery  necessitates  a  result  which  ought  to  be  highly  satis- 
factory to  an  ecclesiastic  of  ])ii.  M  \  N  N  i  NO'S  persuasion.  It  deters 
.  sane  man,  who  is  not  rolling  in  wealth,  from  evwn  •Btertaining 
the  thought  of  taking  unto  himself  a  wife,  and  that  greatly  conduces 
to  the  promotion  of  celibacy. 


AN  IMPOSSIBLE  TEST  REPEAL. 

ABOLISH  all  manner  of  tests  for  degrees, 
And  fellowships  too,  ye  who  can  if  you  please  ; 
There  still  is  a  test  which  annul  if  you  can : 
Peroxide  of  iron  inks  acid  of  tan. 

Ha,  ha !    Copper's  salts  in  solution  will  you 
Ammonia  prohibit  henceforth  to  turn  blue, 
Bid  acids  blue  litmus  red  making  give  o'er, 
And  alkalis  turmeric  brown  never  more  ? 

How  easily  "  Be  it  enacted  "  is  said 
That  hydrogen's  sulphuret  shan't  blacken  lead ! 
To  purple  from  changing  white  starch  pass  a  Bill 
To  stop  iodine.    "We  shall  see  if  it  will. 

Subchloride  of  mercury  charge  with  a  crime, 
Precipitate  black  if  it  yield  unto  lime  ; 
Perchloride,  if  yellow  it  give  the  same  earth  ; 
And  see  what  your  statute  will  prove  to  be  worth. 

The  law,  which  all  tests  that  are  useful  reveal, 
My  Masters,  you  haven't  the  power  to  repeal. 
Hooray  for  those  tests,  then,  which  Science  provides. 
For  ever  they  '11  stand.    Who  wants  any  besides  ? 


"  Let  Slip  the  Dogs  of"  Peace. 

"  Our  Belfast  Correspondent  telegraphs  that  there  were  great  rejoicings  in 
Lurgan  and  the  neighbourhood  last  evening  when  it  became  known  that 
Master  M'Grath  had  again  won  the  Waterloo  Cup.  The  town  of  Lurgan 
was  illuminated,  and  bonfires  blazed  on  the  hills  for  many  miles  round." 

"  MASTER  M'GiuTu "  is  a  Greyhound.  What  sweet,  Arcadian, 
simple-minded  creatures  are  the  Irish !  Illuminations  and  bonfire* 
because  a  dog  had  been  victor  in  some  coursing-matches !  What  more 
could  have  been  done  had  a  nation  achieved  some  glorious  triumph  ? 
Who  would  believe  that  Parliament  is  obliged  to  delegate  the 
Irish-murder  question  to  a  Secret  Committee  ? 


MB.  AYBTON'S  FAVORITE  PAPER.— TJie  Economut. 
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FORCE    OF    HABIT. 

SCENE— CARRIAGES  WAITING  TO  "TAKE  UP"  AFTER  BALL  AT  COUNTRY  HOUSE.  DRIVER  OF  "  FLY,"  UNACCUSTOMED  TO  LATB 
HOURS,  AFTER  SEVERAL  GLASSES  OF  "  SOMETHING  HOT,"  RETIRES  UNDER  THE  LAURELS,  WITH  THE  IMPRESSION  OF  HAVING  "  DONE 
UP  "  His  HORSE,  AS  USUAL,  FOR  THE  NIGHT.  [Delightful  for  Papa,  who  has  come  out  in  despair,  and  thinnest  of  boots,  to  look  far  him. 


S.  ROBINSON. 

(Ant — "Jack  Robinson.") 

THE  perils  of  my  letter-writing  Autumn  are  past. 
And  the  troubles  of  the  Session  must  be  faced  at  last ; 
There 's  the  Army  to  reform,  and  the  'Varsities  to  storm, 
But  the  toughest  job  of  all  is  this  S.  ROBINSON. 

For  "  poor  CHTLDERS."  they  may  grieve  that  he  'a  forced  to  take 

sick  leave, 

With  the  estimates  to  move  and  the  Captain's  loss  retrieve ; 
But  I  'd  rather  I  were  he,  and  the  sick-leave  asked  for  me, 
Than  face  SOMERSET'S  Committee  and  S.  ROBINSON  ! 

There  are  messes  that  don't  show  while  undisturbed  they  go, 
But  the  more  you  take  to  stirring  the  more  savoury  they  grow ; 
And  just  such  a  mess,  I  fear,  is  the  one  we  've  got  in  here, 
With  this  very  nasty  customer,  S.  ROBINSON  ! 

CHILDERS  tells  me  it 's  a  case  where  a  choice  I  have  to  face, 
That  either  he  or  ROBINSON  must  slope  from  Whitehall  Place ; 
A  Controller  ought  to  yield,  when  a  First  Lord  he  can  shield, 
But  that  doesn't  seem  the  notion  of  S.  ROBINSON. 

I  Ve  been  courtesy  itself  in  showing  him  the  shelf, 

Left  him  free  to  name  his  day  for  giving  up  both  place  and  pelf ; 

He  admits  I  'm  very  kind,  but  he  says  he  has  a  mind 

To  stay  till  he 's  turned  out,  this  tough  S.  ROBINSON  ! 

When  the  First  Lord's  mem  I  show,  to  prove  he  said  he  'd  go, 
He  assures  me.  in  plain  English,  that  he  never  did  say  so  ; 
And  hints  the  First  Lord's  mem,  like  his  memory  pro  tern., 
Is  entirely  in  a  fog  about  S.  ROBINSON. 


When  to  GUILDERS'  minute  stout  he  his  answer  shows  about, 
And  I  beg  him  to  post-date  it  some  time  after  he  's  turned  out, 
He  replies,  in  a  sea-burst,  "  I  '11  see  you  somethinged  first — 
Truth  in  figures,  as  in  facts,  best  suits  S.  ROBINSON." 


But  he  doesn't  seem  to  see  it — don't  S.  ROBINSON  ! 

From  scrape  to  scrape  we  're  tost,  by  SOMERSET  we  're  crost, 
Here 's  CHILDERS  sick  with  worry,  since  the  Captain  has  been  lost ; 
And  when  Jonah  o'er  we  'd  throw,  he  declines,  slap-bang,  to  go, 
And  says  more  must  be  got  out  than  S.  ROBINSON  1 


FINE  ART. 

ME.  PUNCH,  SIB, 

I  EAH  as  theres  a  exibition  of  what  they  call  Old  Masters  to 
be  seen  in  picadilly  which  hour  footmin  MR.  JEAMS  he  ses  as  theyre 
remarkable  specimints  of  painting.  But  lor !  ses  I  to  im  says  I  if 
you  want  to  see  old  paintinx  you  neednt  pay  a  shillin  to  look  at  them 
Old  Masters.  Hand  ME.  JEAMS  he  quite  agree  with  me  that  some  of 
our  Old  Missuses  is  reelly  quite  as  curious  a  specimint  of  Painting 
as  any  of  these  Old  Masters  pawsible  can  be.  Which  they  has  allso 
the  advantage  that  our  old  missuses  are  exibited  in  the  park  and 
hother  places  free  gratis  and  for  nothink,  with  plenty  of  young 
missuses  as  are  painted  up  to  match. 

So  I  remane  Sir  yours  most  umble  to  command, 

BELINDA  SCETJBBS. 


MOTTO  FOB   A   THEATRICAL 
Verba. 


'  SUPER'S" -BANNER. — Facta    non 
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THE  BRITISH  WARRIOR'S  JOY. 

Tin:   Tiiiifx,  in  a  lender  on  Army  He  form,  with  re- 
to  the  Militia,  observe.-,  that  our  Force,  after  next 
Midsummer,  will  include  "  some  <i.",,nilO  men  who  have 
mure  or  less  training  already."    In  perusing  this 
passage,  many  a  fat  old  fellow,  a  base  luxurious  slave, 
whose  soul  would  sicken  o'er  the  heaving  win 
ss  grinned,  or  even  laughed  outright,  at  tl 
of  anyone,   let   alone  :I:I,IH»P  men,  having  enjoyed  any 
amount  of  training,  howi  vcr   small,  anil   not  having,  on 
the  contrary.  l«  en  pestered  ami  plagued  witi)  it. 

An  obese  aud  indolent  fogey  says  to  himself,  or  to 
t  such  as  himself,  "  lla,  ha!  Fancy  enjoying  drill. 
a  as  well  imagine  oneself  enjoying  the  ti- 

il  scrvit -....,  .  _„ 

Enjoying    Aldenhott?      Knjo 
in).'''     Knjoy  ill-health!" 
Ignoble   I'.pieuVean  pig,  read  your  Miakspeare,  if  you 
are  so  far  a  learned  pig,  that  you  can;    and  see  what 
(HheUo  tells  the  Reverend  and  Gracious : — 

••  The  tyr.int  rustom,  moat  grave  senators, 
Hutli  "m:i';  i' h  of  war 

My  thritc-ilriven  bud  nf  down." 

Not  only  is  the  "  hardness"  of  a  soldier's  life  nothing 
you   an  used  to  it,  if  you  are  a  hero,  and  not  a 
Sybarite,  but  it  grows  absolutely  soft  in  time,  and  you 
i  find  an  "  alacrity  "  in  it,  as  the  valiant  Moor  did.     But 
'  of  all  the  heroes,  renowned  for  gallantry,  whether  cele- 
hy  SH  \hsi-i  \ui:,  or  by  the  historians  of  Grecian 
antiquity,  there  are  none  who,  regarded  with  a  discern- 
"to  relative  merit,  will  stand  a  comparison  with 
the  British  grenadier.     The  labour  of  learning  his  busi- 
[f  a  delight   to  him,  enhanced  by  the  con- 
sciousness that  he  is  therein  doing  his  duty,  insomuch 
that  he  really  does  so  thoroughly  enjoy  his  training  as 
to  esteem  it  a  perfect  treat.     He  cannot  but  feel  duly 
grateful  to  the  friendly  neighbours  whose  expressions  of 
affectionate  feeling  towards  TUB  country  have  obliged  it  to 
stand  that  treat,  and,  at  some  expense,  provide  him  with 
so  much  enjoyment. 


CLEARING    A    DIFFICULTY- 

Irascible  Traveller.    "I  SAY,  BOOTS,    I   WANT   TO   CATCH   THE   4'15   TKAIN. 
I'.KINI;  MB  A  CAB." 

tr.   "Yor'nr.  n>o  LATE,  SIR.     A  CAD  COULDN'T  BO  IT." 
Irascible  Traveller.  "  CON-FOUND  YOU  !     BRING  Two  CABS,  THKN  !  " 


HATE  YOU  BEE1T  DOWE  ? 

NOT  long  ago  the  universal  question  was,  "  How 's 
your  poor  feet  ?  "  Now,  with  equal  sympathy  and  greater 
grammatical  accuracy,  we  say,  ft  How 's  your  poor  arm  ?  " 


PUNCH'S  FOLK-LORE. 


ST.  DAVID'S  DAY. 

ST.  DAVID — a  corruption,  according  to  the  best  almanacks,  of  St. 
Taffy  ;  thus,  Taffy,  Daffy,  in  which  form  it  is  found  in  connection 
with  a  well-known  pa'  ine,  Davy,  David — is  the  patron 

Saint  of  WalcSj  and  lias  officiated  in  that  capacity  for  many  years 
past,  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  his  fellow-countrymen. 

There  is  a  tradition  (tirst  mentioned  by  GIRALBTIS  in  his  Camliriu 
ami  th<<  Cambrirx)  that  as  an  infant  he  was  exposed  on  a  well-known 
Welsh  mountain,  in  a  heavy  snow-storm,  with  a  turquoise  locket 
tied  round  his  neck,  and  there  nourished  by  a  goat,  an  animal  which 
in  its  wild  state  at  that  period  ntlbrded  excellent  sport  to  several 
packs  of  hounds,  and  is  still  to  be  found,  after  careful  inquiry,  in 
the  more  remote  country  districts.  A  shepherd,  of  the  name  of 
.IONKS,  discovered  the  child  at  two  o'clock,  and  carried  him  home  in 
his  plaid,  where  the  little  boy  received  every  attention  from  MRS. 
.!OM-:S  and  the  family,  being  fed  by  her  and  the  eldest  girl  alter- 
nately, night  and  day,  with  savoury  broth,  prepared  from  a  receipt 
which  had  been  for  generations  in  the  possession  of  the  EVANSES 
(the  shepherdess  was  an  \-'.\  LHS),  and  cmi-isting  principally  of  Welsh 
mutton  and  the  finest  leeks. 

From  this  circumstance  the  leek  became  the  national  emblem  of 
Wales,  ami  is  worn  conspicuously  on  the  1st  of  March  (St.  David's 
birthday)  by  the  I'ILI.NTI:  and  I'uxcrss  OF  WALES  and  their  youth- 
ful family  (splendidly  pilt),  by  every  inhabitant  of  the  Principality 
who  is  rated  to  the  relief  of  the  poor,  by  all  Welshmen  at  home, 
abroad,  and  in  our  colo>  w  s  of  this  vegetable  are  annually 

shipped  to  America,  Australia,  the   Falkland  Islands,  &c. — and  by 
the  landlord  and  waiters  at  the  "  Welsh  Harp." 
The  national  instrument  is  played  at  daybreak  in  St.  David's  and 


the  other  principal  cathedral  cities,  under  the  patronage  of  the 
Bishop  and  the  Clergy  ;  and  at  night  an  enormous  bonfire  is  lighted 
by  the  Mayors  of  the  Borough  Municipalities,  wearing  their  robes 
and  insignia  of  office,  on  Snowdon,  which  illuminates  the  features 
for  miles  round,  and  may  be  seen,  by  permission,  with  a  powerful 
glass,  from  the  Surrey  Hills. 

In  private  circles,  ale  and  excisable  liquors  are  consumed  in  large 
quantities,  and  the  young  people  have  a  dance  in  the  evening.  This 
is  characterised  by  three  peculiarities  (an  interesting  example  of  the 
ancient  Welsh  Triad  of  the  Cymri)— most  of  the  girls  in  the  room 


garlanded  with  leeks,  are  carried  in  procession  by  the  Men  of  Harlech, 
who  inarch  round  the  garden  singing  pcnillions  to  the  tune  of  "  Ar 
hydd  y  nos,"  and  a  merry  peal  from  the  Sells  of  Aberdovey,  and 
then  deposit  the  symbols  in  the  wash-house  till  next  anniversary. 


Highland  Wit. 

A  GALLANT  Highlander,  with  whom  his  friend  Mr.  Punch  has  oft 
climbed  the  rugged  Ben  Primrose,  was  shut  up  in  Paris  during  the 
siege.  One  daylie  got  hold  of  a  particularly  dry  and  husky  loaf , 
whereupon  he  wittily  remarked,  "  Mar  e  Bran  i»  e  a  brathair^  and 
wisely  ate  it.  But  then  you  don't  know  what  ho  meant.  The  High- 
land saying  is,  "  If  he  is  not  BKAN,  he  is  BEAN'S  brother."  Bead 
your  Waverley. 

IRT/S  AND  rRISKRY. 

GENERAL  GRANT  has  received  the  Fenians  at  the  White  House. 
The  American  Ulysses  sadly  degenerates  from  his  Homeric  name- 
sake. When  an  insolent  and  violent  Beggar  came  into  his  white 
house,  the  old  Ulysses  punched  that  Beggar's  head. 
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FLATTERING. 

Housemaid  (to  Cook,  Ichind  the  laurels).  "  HE'S  A  HAFFABLE  YOUNG  MAN,  THAT  CAP'AIN  LIMBEI;,  Missus's  BROTHER. 

HE  'D  LOOK  IN  OUR  LIVERY,  WOULDN'T  HE  ?  ! !  " 


How  BECOMIN' 


SONGS  OF  SIXPENCE. 

THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  HIPPOPOTAMUS. 
Sung  tcith  great  applause  by  La  Mire  Hippopotami  in  the  Zoological  Gardens, 
Regent's  Park.    Little  Hippopotamus  born  Feb.  21.     Vide  Notice  in 
"  Times  "  of  the  23rd. 

Now,  Massa,  tie  de  knocker  up,  put  straw  down  round  de  Park, 
Don  t  let  dere  be  de  slightest  noise,  particlar  arter  dark ; 
And  wire  to  de  Palace,  and  tell  our  Gracious  QUEEN, 
Tis  de  prettiest  little  'potamus  as  ebber  yet  war  seen. 

(Nurse's  Cradle  Chorus'). 
A  pooty  ittle  tiddy  ittle  funny  tittle-lotamus, 
Such  a  little  ducky  ob  a  darling  hippopotamus ; 
Dis  mamma  an'  baby,  wot  a  lubly  little  lot  am  us, 
Hip  pip  pip  pooray !  for  de  little  Hippopotamus. 

Now,  why  ain't  MASSA  BUCKLAND  here  ?  it  make  me  berry  riled 
To  tink  dat  Zoologic  man  should  diis  neglect  dis  child ; 
What 's  eleflints  or  tigers,  or  porpoises,  or  seals, 
To  dis  ere  lubly  infant  when  its  taking  ob  its  meals  ? 

Dar !  if  t'  ad  been  de  wulgar  seal  as  had  been  a  mamma, 
Dere  'd  ha'  been  such  a  fuss  about  it  made  as  nebber  war  ; 
But  'cos  it  am  de  'potamus,  not  fishy-tailed  and  finny, 
Dat  MR.  BUCKLAND  don't  rush  up  to  see  dis  picanniny. 

I  don't  like  de  attenshuns  ob  de  genelmum  mv  guards, 
Why  don't  dey  come  and  tell  me  when  de  Monkeys  leave  dere  cards  ? 
1  m  sure  dat  de  Ourang-outang.  who  reads  de  paper  through, 
Hab  sent  to  know  how  me  and  dis  poor  piccanniny  do. 

I  'm  tinking  ob  de  future,  ob  my  little  baby— La ! 

It  am  de  berry  image  ob  de  'potamus  papa  ; 

And  to  tink  dey  thoughtme  lf  surly"  and  "  a  savage !  "  'twas  unkind, 

Unfeeling !  berry  much  so !  me  forgib  'em,  nebber  mind. 


Dey  printed  in  de  Times  dat  I  might  "  bite  "  my  picanniny ! 
When  I  wouldn't  a  hair  upon  him  hurt  for  twenty  guinea. 
.  '11  devour  him  wid  kisses,  but  I  tell  you  what,  my  dear, 
I  '11  devour  any  nigger  dat  try  to  come  in  here. 

Dat  it  am  born  in  London  and  not  Paris  I  am  grateful, 
Ob  little  sucking  'potamus  dey'd  soon  ha'  made  a  plateful, 
Much  tend'rer  den  a  little  squeaking  piggy,  goodness  knows, 
And,  0 !  de  little  'potamus's  little  petty-toes ! 

Den  tanks  for  all  inquiries,  me  charmed  to  send  and  tell, 
To  eb'rybody  friendly  dat  we  are  doing  berry.well, 
And  now  let  Peace  and  Plenty  be  in  French  and  German  lands, 
Come  see  dis  little  'potamus,  and  shake  each  oder's  hands. 

(All  singing  de  Cradle  Chorus.) 

A  pooty  ittle  tiddy  ittle  funny'little-lotamus, 
Such  a  little  ducky  ob  a  darling  hippopotamus  ; 
'Dis  mamma  an'  baby,  wot  a  lubly  little  lot  am  us  J 
Hip  hip  hip  Hooray !  for  de  little  Hippopotamus. 

P.S. 

(February  25th.) 

De  nigger  which  hab  wrote  out  de  above  amazin'  lyric 

Hab  suddenly  been  took  and  throw'd  in  wiolent  hysteric  : 

De  picanniny  'potamus  hab  since  absquotulated — 

Dis  note  (not  like  SIR  BOBINSON'S)  must  darcfore.be  post-dated. 


To  Correspondents. 

An !    Would  ye  ?    Punch  is  a-lookinpr  at  ye  !    Put  your  pens 
down !    So  the  Judicial  Committee  is  like  MR.  CARI)WM,L,  is  it '{ 


Ah! 
eh? 


Because  it  decrees  the  extinction  of  (the  KEV.  MR.)  PURCIIAS, 
Shut  up ! 


Printed  by  Jose^ph  Smith  or  No.  M  Holfard  S«a.re.  in  the  Pari-h  of  St.  James,  Clerkenwell,  in  the  County  of  Middle.**,  at  the  Printini  Office  of  Mc-.srs.  Bradbury,  Brans,  &  Co..  Lombard 
Street,  In  th«  Precinct  of  Whitefnan,  in  the  City  of  London,  and  Published  by  him  at  No.  M.Fleet  Street,  In  the  Parish  of  St.  Bride,  city  ofLondon.-S»io«o»r,  March  4,  isrl. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

ONDAY,  February  11. 
Government  ex- 
pounded, through 
LORD  KIM  i. 
a  Hill  fur  i 
ing  Vairraney.  His 
hip  alluded 
to  the  wisdom  of 
our  ancestors,  who, 
in  the  fourh  i-nth 
century,  punished 
is  bestowin* 
money  upon  idle 
beggars.  The  lute 
A  K  c  n  ii  i  -  ii  n  i- 
\VIIATI:I,V,  who, 
they  say,  d 
that  lu-  had  coni- 
mltted  many  am  er- 
ror, but  iiv  \  < 
of  giving  a  pen  1 1  y  ( o 
1  •  mendicant, 
would  probably 
have  voted  for  the 
re-enactment  of 
the  old  law.  How- 
ever, that  is  not 
proposed  yet.  A 
uniform  treatment 

of  .Vagrants  is  to  be  adopted,  and  their  habit  of  treating  the  Unions 
as  hotels  at  which  they  can  sojourn  at  pleasure,  chiefly  patron  i 
those  which  they  approve  of,  is  to  lie  clucked.    Power  is  giv 

detain  an  interesting  wanderer,  it   lie   is  shown  to  be  a  m> 

lint  there  is  to  he  no  hindrance  to  the  travel  of  an  honest  man  m 

search  of  employment. 

It  w:i  1  by  Lonn  Su.isiiruY  that  railways  would  convey 

this  rhtss  much  more  eluaply,  jn-ovided  the,  claim  for  compensation 
in  ease  of  accident  wars  renounced.  I. nun  KI.MHI:KU:Y  thought  that 
the  railway  people  ought  not  to  he  allowed  to  kill  lalxmrers  at  dis- 
efetion,  but  that  a  modification  of  the  present  system  might  be 
advisable. 

LOKI>  Den  1:1;  i  v,  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy  of  Lancaster,  explained 
his  duties,  and  said  that  so  far  from  having  a  sinecure,  this 
Chancellor  was  "  a  maid  of  all  work,  or  charwoman,"  to  his 
Ministry. 

In  answer  to  MR.  OTWAY,  the  PREMIER  said  that  it  had  been 
an  instruction  to  GI:M.I;U,  U'ALKKU  and  CAJTAI.Y  HOZIEH  not  to 
join  in  any  triumphal  entry  which  the  Germans  might  make  into 
Paris. 

The  Scotch  Education  Bill  was  read  a  Second  Time,  in  spite  of 
Northern  Kemniistianee  that  the  Ministers  were  sending  it  on  too 
last.  Seoteh  Members  feel,  with  the  landlord  in  the  Antiquary, 
that  "  it  is  just  a  beautiful  thing  to  think  how  long  and  how  care- 
fully justice  is  considered  over  in  this  country."  But  if  Bills  are  to 
be  passed  at  ;the  end  of  the  Si -ssion,  they  must  be  shoved  on  at  its 
beginning. 

All  this  was  dull  enough,  but  the  House  had  its  revenge.  LORD 
HAKTINI.TON  moved  for  the  Seh  et  Committee  to  inquire  into  Ribbon- 
orime  in  Westmeath.  This 'is  an  Irish, county,  in  the  province  of 
Leinster,  and  its  capital,  Mullintrar,  is  about  fifty  mifas  west  of 
Dublin,  which  is  the  capital  of  Ireland.  Yet  in  spite  of  this  approxi- 
mation to  civilisation,  \Vestmcath,  a  rich  agricultural  county,  is  in 
the  hands  of  a  sort  of  Union  of  scoundrels,  who  organise  murder  on 
all  kinds  of  agrarian  pretext.  Life  is  not  safe,  and  woe  to  the  man 
who  exercises  ordinary  rights  over  his  property.  All  this  is  perfeet  1  y 
notorious.  \et  the  Government,  before  taking  nny  strong  mea 
to  root  out  the  liibhon-assassins,  ask  for  a  Committee  of  Inquiry. 
It  wns  to  ha\e  be,  n  Secret,  but  is  only  to  be  jiartially  so,  that  is, 
the  dpon  may  be  closed  when  a  witness  of  importance  is  being 
examined,  rather  a  happy  thought  in  the  way  of  a  device  for  pointing 
mm  out  to  unfriendly  notice.  ' 

Bo,  there  I"  in-  sundry  blots  to  hit  in  the  Ministerial  game,  MR. 
l)isKAi:i.i  girded  up  his  loins  lor  a  slashing  sjtrcch,  and  went  at  the 
PBEMIER  and  his  poliey  in  :,  delight  hilly  incisive  fashion.  He 
accused  him  of  having  made  llashy  speeches  out  of  Parliament, 
ibout  Ireland,  and  of  having  vindicated  them  by  measures  of  Con- 
fiscation and  Sacrilege.  He  taunted  him  with  coming  to  Parliament 
to  know  how  to  govern  a  single  county.  Altogether,  aesthetically 
speaking  the  effort  was  effective,  and  the  Conservatives  cheered 
hugely.  MR.  HARDY  pointed  out  that  it  wa-s  admitted  that  the 
police  could  at  any  moment  lay  their  hands  on  the  Westmcath 
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-ins,    and  he   denoutieed   delay   in  doiir.,'   this.     Monger   lie 
quoted  the  famous  and  beautiful  lines  ti  'in  I'oi'i.'-  MeMtaki  — 

"All  crime  shall  ream',  inul  niieii-nt  t'nmd  HUall  fail; 
I!   turning  Ju-t[<  I  lilt  |]ofl  Ii.  i-  -i  iile; 
IVurr.  o'er  the  *  rc.'ihu  '  her  <>i 
And  white-robed  ml." 

Wliieb,  be  said,  bad  bei-n  (be  Ministerial  promise  in  regard  to  Ire- 
land, it'  the  Ministerial  i.  irried.  Mi;,  ('mini 

FnKii.^i  i:  replied  with  much  spirit,  and  while  condemning  exag- 
Ireland   had    Anally   improved,    and  that 
\Vi.iMh  :ith  was  all  exceptional  ease.      l|.  ,1   Mi;.  \[\ 

ne    partis:inshi|i   with   tin  :ijr    partutanbhip   of    Mi:. 

IhsKU.il.      There  were  otli,  r  s|.<  ak'  r>,  and   tl. 

feeling  that    everybody   \\  i  n.    ],.  r- 

mittid,  BO  that    the  debate  \\Us  pleasant 
adjoin  ••. 

'•ii/.  The   South  Au  '  >    marry   tli«-ir   "Wives' 

:•«,  and  liave  |ui-M'd  an  Art,   in  their 

them  to  perform  that  fc.it.  lint  the  Borne  Go  verMMat  ha  -  n.i  iile.i 
of  all'Aviir1  nn  re  eolonUts  to  take  tl,  .  m  .ltd  r,  and  ha 

disallowed  the  South-Australian  law.     'I  he  antipodes  must  wait. 

Mu.  AIKTON  explained  that  though  the  stone  (Amorphous 
Dolomite,  we  believe)  of  whieh  tjie  1  Parliament  are  built 

is  by  no  means  i-nod,  there  is  no  immediate  danger  of  the  i  dilio 
crumbling'  to  pieces,  and  there  is  to  lie  some  new_  facing.  It  was 
nobody's  fault,  of  course,  that  the  ritrht  sort  of  stone  was  not 

originally.     How  the  builders  of  Westminster  Abbey  nr 
amused  in  Klysium  ! 

As  miulit  have  lx  en  excited,  the  systi  m  of  Pedlars'  Licences  has 
provid  a  nuisanee:  the  poliee  let  any  vagabond  h»TB  a  licence,  and 
tjien  he  cannot  be  taken  ii]i  for  mendicancy,  whieh  is  his  real  profes- 
sion. Ask  the  ladies  in  the  suburbs  how  they  like  the  systi  m,  and 
how  ph-asant  their  walks  are  mode  by  the  insolent  importunity  o! 
winning  tra: 

\Ye  ha  J  a  very  serious  debate  on  Local  Taxation,  but  a 
to  nothing,  the  I  i  by  lill  to    [95,   .]/,  . 

l'nni-h  withholds  a  lucid  exposition  of  the  subject  until  Government 
!  bring  in  a  promised  measure. 

JIW/»\(/iry.  l>issenters,  it  seems,  often  wish  to  be  buried  in 
ehuri  hyanls,  but  do  not  always  like  the  magnificent  service  of  the 
Church.  So  they  agitate  of  their  grievances) 

for  a  law  allowing  them  •     !  ••  d  with  any  ritual  which  they 

may  affect.  Sundry  Chuivhmcn  pretended  fear  lest  funerals  should 
bo  made  excuses  for  pronouncing  ]x>litical  orations.  When  will 
Englishmen  understand  Englishmen?  We  really  know  very  little 
about  each  other,  and  have  not  much  right  to  laugh  at  the  idiotcy 
of  French  writers  when  they  endeavour  to  describe  us.  The  Second 
Reading  was  carried  by  211  to  149,  but  we  apprehend  that  the 
numbers  in  the  House  of  Lords  Spiritual  and  Temporal  will  show  a 
majority  the  other  way,  besides  that  the  lawyers  will  have  something 
to  say  about  a  Parson  B  rights  in  his  Freehold. 

This  day,  Wednesday,  March  1st,  1871,  will  ever  be  memorable  in 
the  history  of  France.  FOR  ON  THIS  DAT  DID  Tin:  \KTOHIOCS 
GKEHANS,  30,000  STRONG,  HAIKU  INTO  AND  OCCUPY  PAKIS.  The  first 
man  who  entered  was  a  handsome  Hussar,  I.i  i  i  1  1.\  \\  i  I>I:J:MI  uu>r, 
The  young  fellow  could  not  restrain  himself  from  just  one  single 
flourish  o!  his  sabre,  in  answer  to  all  the  flourishes  of  all  the  Parisian 
journalists,  who  had  declared  that  the  "barbarians"  never  would, 
could,  or  should  enter  the  city. 

Here  note,  in  reference  to  much  that  has  been,  and  will  be  said  by 
sundry  papers  about  the  War,  that  CAIT.M.V  Pi:\  is  as  honest  as 
light,  and  does  ('ATTAIN  Swoiui  all  justice,  but  that  CAPTAIN  VK  LA 
Pi.i  .MI:  is  —  well,  read  the  French  journals. 

Tkiinuliti/,  Fierce  fight  in  the  House  of  Commons  on  the  \\ 
meath  Ribbon  Committ  e,  V,  ry  good  slashing,  and  a  very  contemp- 
tuous expression  on  the,  tine  features  of  Mr.  Punch  for  those  who 
could  moke  a  hideous  system  of  intimidation  and  murder  a  theine 
for  party  warfare.  There  wen1  two  attempts  to  adjouru  the  debate, 
bill  they  failed,  mid  tin-  MiuUiiis  earned  their  motion  tor  a  Com- 
mittee by  VJ.MJ  to  17"i-  -  majority.  *|  ;  not  too  large,  all  things  con- 
sid<  ml. 

The  Ecclesiastical  Titles  Hill  has  been  sent  to  a  Select  Committee 
that  the  "  law  "  may  !«•  put  right  by  somebody  who  knows  the 
meaning  of  words,  and  eaii  parse  a  law-sentence,  a  gift  not  vouch- 
safed to  all  who  have  to  obey  Aets  of  I'arliaimnt. 


Arc  we  never  to  have  a  Revised  Prayer  liook  'i    To  say 
nothing  oi  n    in   the  various  trades  whieh  produe,    the 

volume,  tl  liting  (and  under  suspicion  of 

meanness)  for  the  C"i  It  is  of  no  use  giving  Jf.  or  X. 

a  book  that  will  be  out  of  date  long  before  he  or  she  can  read  it. 
A   l.cctionary  Bill  was  produced  to-night,  and  ought  to  be  for- 
warded. 
Mi:.  If.  I!M;KE,  a-kin.™  some  \iryrcasonable  qu.  st  ions  about  the 
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SHEPHERDS    OF    ROMANCE,    AND    OF    REALITY. 

"  Tell  me,  Shepherds,  have  you  seen 
My  Floorer  pass  this  way  ?  " — Sentimental  Old  Song. 

"  IN  THE  DEBATK  ON  THE  ENCLOSURE  OF  WASTE  LANDS,  MR.  WALSH  STATED  THAT  IN  HIS  COUNTY  THEY  WERE  A  NUISANCE, 
PRODUCTIVE  OF  INCESSANT  QUARRELS  ABOUT  GRAZING  RIGHTS.  SHEPHERDS  HAD  TO  BE  ENGAGED,  NOT  BECAUSE  THEY  UNDERSTOOD 
SHEEP,  BUT  BECAUSE  THEY  WERE  EXPERT  AT  PUGILISM." 


delivery  of  letters,  was  referred  by  the  POSTMASTER-GENERAL  to  the 
Postal  Guide.  Fair  enough,  as  chaff,  but  "not  the  chat"  (as 
MB.  MONSELL'S  countrymen  say)  for  a' Minister. 

SIR  ROBEBT  PEEL,  who  has  burst  into  a  very  animated  state  of 
existence,  abused  LORD  LYONS  for  not  having  remained  in  Paris 
during  the  siege.  He  also  complained  of  the  absence  of  a  Consul. 
There  was  rather  warm  debate.  It  was  shown  that  LORD  LYONS 
could  not  have  discharged  his  duty  as  Ambassador  if  he  had 
remained  shut  up,  but  the  excuses  on  the  other  point  were  lame.  The 
idea  of  the  authorities  seems  to  have  been  that  English  folks  were 
warned  to  leave  Paris,  that  all  the  well-to-do  English  folks  did 
leave,  and  that  it  did  not  much  matter  what  happened  to  the  2000 
or  so  who  had  not  means  or  wish  to  go  away. 

SIB  F.  GOLDSMID  objected  to  the  College  at  Cooper's  Hill,  for 
engineers  intended  for  India.  MB.  GRANT  DUFF  said  that  it  was 
absolutely  necessary,  for  the  open  market  of  British  talent  did  not 
supply  the  article  wanted.  In  '68  the  Indian  Government  offered 
0  appointments  to  unrestricted  competition,  and  there  were  but 
59  candidates,  of  whom  only  22  passed  the  minimum  test.  The 
emolument  of  each  was  £240.  In  f69  there  were  70  candidates,  and 
only  13  passed.  Mr.  Punch  gives  these  [details  because  he  is  per- 
petually pestered  with  applications  from  young  men  who  state  that 
they  are  "  talented,"  and  who  ask  him  what  they  are  to  do.  Go  to 
Cooper's  Hill. 

This  day,  Friday,  will  be  about  as  memorable  in  France  as  last 
Wednesday.  The  Treaty  of  Peace  being  ratified,  the  Germans  went 
out  ot  Pans,  and  as  they  passed  through  the  Arch  of  Triumph  they 
sent  forth  thunderous  cheers,  in  token  that  they  had  balanced  the 
victories  which  the  Arch  records  to  hare  been  gained  by  France 
over  Germany.  May  the  account  be  henceforth  regarded  as  closed, 

errors  "  not  "  excepted." 


BIOLOGY  AND  BOTHERATION. 

MR.  PUNCH,  the  other  day  stumbled  on! (not  over)  the  following 

Sassage  relative  to  the  "  Natural  Evolution  Theory,"  in  a  lecture 
elivered  not  long  ago  by  PROFESSOR  TYNDAIL  :— 

"  Many  who  hold  it  would  probably  assent  to  the  position  that  at  the 
present  moment  all  our  philosophy,  all  our  poetry,  all  our  science,  and  all  our 
art— PLATO,  SHAKSPEARE,  NEWTON,  and  KAPHAEL,  are  potential  in  the  fires 
of  the  sun." 

Are  the  potential  energies  of  eocks  and  hens  latent  in  eggs  before 
they  have  been  sat  upon  ?  Mr.  Punch  is  much  inclined  to  offer  a 
prize  of  a  million  sterling  for  the  best  Essay  on  the  question  whether 
there  exists  any  decree  of  Consciousness  and  Volition  in  the  New- 
laid  Egg.  But  a  million  is  a  good  deal  of  money  to  pay  for  any  but 
a  satisfactory  answer  ;  and  the  best  answer  which  Mr.  Punch  could 
get  to  that  question  would,  he  fears,  be  anything  but  satisfactory. 


UNSELFISH  NOTION. 

I  OFT  think,  if  a  fortune  left 
Me  some  fine  day  I  found  I  had, 

Of  reason  I  should  go  bereft, 
For  joy  would  drive  me  dancing  mad. 

But  when  reflection  I  pursue, 
It  strikes  me  I  should  rather  cry ; 

Because,  although  I  can't  think  who, 
Some  person  would  have  chanced  to  die. 
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"  DOWN    A    PEG  !  " 

Vulgar  Millionnaire  (with  undue  familiarity}.  "  HULLO,  YOUNG  BROWN  !    You  'RE  A  TAKIN'  or  IT  EASY  1 " 
Brown.    "  YES.    FIND  A  CHAIR.    YOU'LL  EXCUSE  MB.    You  KNOW  WHAT  SIR  PSRTUTAX  MACSTCOPOAXT  SATS  :— '  I  NEVER  COULD 
STAND  STRAIGHT  IN  THE  PRESENCE  o»  A  GREAT  MAN  !  ! '  " 


NO  POPERY  NO  MORE. 

IN  a  letter  to  the  Times,  SIR  GEORGE  BOWYER  complains  of  the 
Ecclesiastical  Titles  Act  Repeal  Bill,  and  says  that  if  he  were  now  in 
Parliament  he  should  vote  against  it.  His  objection  to  this  Bill  is 
that,  whilst  it  relieves  the  Pope's  Bishops  from  penalties  which  the 
use  of  their  titles  made  them  liable  to,  it  declares  those  titles  to  be 
assumptions,  and  void.  Pointing  out  that  it  affects  not  only  those 
Bishops,  but  others  as  well,  he  observes:  — 

"  I  shall  be  very  much  surprised  if  the  Irish  Protestants  accept  a  Bill  which 
places  their  Bishops  in  a  worse  position  than  that  in  which  they  now  are 
except  merely  relieving  them  from  penalties  which  it  is  impossible  to  enforce." 

Should  the  Liberal  but  Protestant  measure  which  SIB  GEORGE 
BOWYER  cries  out  upon  become  law,  most  other  people  than  himself 
will  be  verv  much  surprised  if  the  Irish  Protestants  do  not  set  their 
Roman  Catholic  fellow-subjects  the  example  of  accepting  it  with 
serene  satisfaction. 

However,  the  unqualified  repeal  of  the  Ecclesiastical  Titles  Act, 
which  bra  GEORGE  BOWYER  demands,  might  probably  be  rendered  a 
mere  question  of  time.  Very  likely  events  would  prove  him  right 
in  the  belief  he  thus  expresses  :— 

.  "  And  1  believe  that  if  we  wait,  public  opinion  will  before  lone  be  suffi- 
ciently enlightened  to  grant  us  that  justice." 

SIR  GEORGE  BOWYER  may  thank  Italy  and  VICTOH-EMMANTTEL  for 

ie  overthrow  of  the  temporal  Popedom,  which,  by  rendering  the 

British  mind  nearly  indifferent  to  the  subject  of  ecclesiastical  titles, 

has  rendered  the  repeal  of  the  Act  concerning  them  possible.    The 

snake  ot  papal  monarchy  has  been  scotched  extremely,  but  is  not 

yet  certainly  killed.    If  everybody  were  quite  satisfied  that  there 

was  an  end  of  it,  and  that  the  POPE  had  ceased  for  good  and  all  to 

a  political  factor  in  Europe,  very  few  people  would  care  to  keep 

on  record  an  idle  protest  against  his  Holiness's  authority 

Jn  the  meanwhile,  suppose  the  Church  of  this  country  were  to 

tea  lot  of  Protestant  bishoprics  in  Italy,  and  the  Italian  Legis- 


lature  declared  then!  void,  and  the  titles  derived  from  them  assump- 
tions, but  allowed  their  bishops  to  call  themselves  what  they  chose, 
and  be  governed  by  an  Archbishop  with  his  head-quarters  in  Rome, 
does  SIR  GEORGE  BOWYEH  think  we  should  grumble  ? 


AN  END  OF  GLORY. 

WAR  's  no  more  quite  the  old,  old  story. 

The  moral  sense  may  be  a  joke 
Unto  the  Wise,  but  so  is  glory. 

No  longer  bards  their  Muse  invoke 
To  celebrate  men's  work  of  slaughter. 

The  carnage  of  contending  foes, 
In  deadly  fight  by  land  or  water, 

Is  but  the  theme  of  dreary  prose. 

The  day  of  prowess  has  gone  by, 

No'stage  effect  has  battle  scenery, 
Where  undistinguished  heroes  lie, 

Swept  out  of  being  by  machinery. 
A  name,  applied  to  Boots,  no  scope 

Yields  now  to  any  victor's  vanity  ; 
And  so  there  is  a  gleam  of  hope, 

Which  streaks  the  future  of  humanity. 


Ater-ocious  ! 

MR.  PUNCH, — It  is  asked  whether  the  1st  of  March  will  be  a  Dies 
Ater  for  France.  It  was  not  a  DIES  HATTER  for  Hereford,  as  the 
Liberal  candidate  was  defeated  by  MR.  AHBTJTHNOT.  SKOLASTIKOS 


LATEST  FROM   "  THE  CENTrHY." 

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  disputes  SIR  CORNEWALL  LEWIS'  theory, 
great-grandfather,  she  says,  was  undoubtedly  a  centurion. 


Her 
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AWFUL    WARNING! 

Gtiest  (at  City  Company  Dinner).  "  I  'M  UNCOMMONLY  HUNGRY  ! " 

Ancient  Liveryman  (with  feeling).   "TAKE  CARE,  MY  DEAR  SIR,  FOR  GOODNESS' 

SAKE,  TAKE  CARE  !    D'  YOU   KNOW   IT   HAPPENED  TO  ME  AT  THE   LAST   LORD 

MAYOR'S  DINNER  TO  BURN  MY  TONGUE  WITH   MY  FIRST  SPOONFUL  OF  CLEAR 

TURTLE  ;  'CONSEQUENCE  WAS— (siglis)— 'COULDN'T  TASTE  AT  ALL— ANYTHING— FOP. 

THE  REST  OF  THE   EVENING  !  !  " 


THE   REVENGE   OF  PRANCE. 

"THE  Republic  promises  you  eternal  revenge."  So  say  MM.  VICTOR 
1UGO  and  Louis  BLANC  to  the  Republicans  of  the  departments  of  Eastern 
France.  In  so  saying  they  speak  as  Frenchmen  to  Frenchmen.  But  their 
utterance  is  no  epigrammatic  bombast.  It  is  compendious  wisdom.  The 
Republic  does  promise  the  French,  if  they  establish  it,  revenge  which  will  be  as 
eternal  as  it  can  he  in  the  nature  of  things.  That  is  to  say,  provided  the 
Republic  be  permanent  and  stable  Republic.  Then  there  is  good  reason  to 
hope,  tor  those  who  do  hope,  that  it  will  give  them  the  revenge  which  it 
promises  them.  What  the  French  people  have  now  to  do  is  to  lay  aside  their 
political  differences,  and  unite  in  the  endeavour  to  repair  their  national 
losses.  Their  vast  material  resources  will  make  the  completion  of  this  task 
expeditious  and  easy  if  they  brace  themselves  up  to  it.  Suppose  they  succeed 
in  effecting  it  under  a  Republican  form  of  Government  which  shall  prove 
durable.  They  will  then  exhibit  to  the  subjects  of  the  German  Empire  the 
example  of  a  prosperous,  happy,  and  contented  French  Republic.  In  the 

.ceot  that  how  long  is  it  probable  that  his  Majesty  the  German  KAISER  will 
continue  to  wear  his  Imperial  crown  ?  His  subjects  have  a  master  who  has 
triumphed.  But  yet  they  are  not  happy.  Nor  will  they  probably  become  so 
under  a  military  despotism.  Very  soon,  perhaps,  the  Republic  will  procure 

ranee  a  revenge  pretty  considerably  eternal,  as  the  Yankees  might  say,  or  as 
they  would  rather  say,  everlasting.  True,  the  words  of  the  divine  WILLIAMS 
wnom  V  ICTOR  Hcao  knows,  relative  to  Xanquo  and  France  :— 

"  But  in  them  Nature's  copy's  not  eterne," 

are  equally  applicable  to  an  existing  Emperor  and  Crown  Prince.  If ,  however, 
the  Kepublic  oi  1  ranee  out  of  a  German  Empire  beget  a  German  Republic,  it 
will  gratity  the  French  with  a  revenge  at  least  as  eternal  as  certain  personages' 
natural  lives. 


VJE  VICTIS— ET  VICTORIBUS  ! 

OCTOBER  27,  1806  :  MARCH  1,  1871. 

SOME  three-score  years  and  five  have  past, 

Since  through  the  Braitebnbvrftr  Tlior, 
'Neath  boughs  bared  by  October's  blast, 

Their  sloped  arms  the  French  victors  bore. 
While  un-plumed  hat,  plain  coat  of  grey, 

Their  chief  distinguished  from  the  crowd 
Of  marshals,  in  war  s  tinsel  gay, 

Unter  den  Linden  pacing  proud. 

That  gate  to  FREDERICK'S  fame  of  war 

Was  reared  for  trophy  ;  as  its  crown, 
A  victory  from  her  iron  car 

On  the  French  victor  darkened  down. 
For  ere  through  FKF.DERICK'S  gate  he  past, 

He  had  ta'en*  FREDERICK'S  scarf  and  sword, 
From  the  bier  where,  in  peace  at  last, 

They  slept— the  weapon  and  its  Lord. 

So  to  the  palace  of  Berlin, 

Flushed  Marshals,  Emperor  pale  and  proud 
Headed  the  ranks  whose  trumpet  din 

Went,  knife-like,  through  the  German  crowd. 
Who  knows  what  white-hot  prayers  were  breathed 

For  vengeance,  by  the  wrathful  throng, 
In  silent  sullenness  that  seethed, 

As  the  French  victors  strode  along ! 

And  now  Time's  wheel  has  run  its  round, 

Long-hoarded  vengeance  dealt  its  blow ; 
Lo,  Berlin's  monarch  victor  crowned, 

France  in  disastrous  overthrow ! 
Lo  German  princes,  German  host, 

Through  1' ranee's  Arch  of  Triumph  ride, 
Wh  ile  Paris,  beat  from  all  but  boast, 

Looks  helpless  hate,  and  powerless  pride ! 

As  in  that  unf  prgotten  day 

When  Prussia's  power  and  name  and  fame 
From  maps  and  minds  seemed  burnt  away 

Beneath  NAPOLEON'S  feet  of  flame, 
Even  so,  now,  France,  crushed  and  caught 

In  the  hard  Prussian's  iron  band, 
To  worse  extremity  seems  brought 

Than  Prussia  erst  by  France's  hand. 

Yet.  now,  and  then,  on  ranks  and  crowd 

The  impress  that  marks  race  from  race — 
This,  brisk  and  braggart,  light  and  loud  ; 

That,  grave  and  still  and  stern  of  face. 
Paris,  with  cruel  coward  mood 

Marring  the  pose  she  deems  sublime  ; 
Berlin,  though  conquered,  unsubdued, 

Putting  her  trust  in  toil  and  time. 

And  well  that  trust  has  been  borne  out, 

Amply  French  insults  wiped  away, 
While  France,  in  shame  and  headlong  rout, 

Sin's  penance  does,  pride's  price  must  pay. 
And  all  and  more  than  France  e'er  laid 

On  Germany  of  wrong  and  woe, 
Germany  back  to  France  has  paid, 

With  interest  for  payment  slow. 

For  Jena,  Prentzlau.t  Auerstadt,J 

And  all  their  rankling  wounds  of  hate 
And  conquest,  the  long  score  is  paid, 

And  France  shows  small,  and  Prussia  great. 
A  German  Emperor  'neath  his  heel 

Tramples  proud  Paris,  heart  and  brow, 
And  Germans  joy  to  make  her  feel 

What  France  made.Berlin  feel  ere  now. 

And  if  their  FREDERICK'S  stolen  sword 

They  find  not  at  the  Tuileries, 
Some  set-off  Paris  can  afford — 

A  thing  to  feel,  if  not  to  see. 

*  Our  readers  hardly  need  reminding  how  NAPOLEON,  just 
before  his  triumphal  entry  into  Berlin  after  the  Battle  of  Jena, 
carried  off  from  nis  coffin  in  the  Garrison  Church  of  Potsdam 
the  Great  FREDERICK'S  sword  and  scarf  and  cordon  of  the  Black 
Eagle. 

t  WTxere  PRINCE  HOHEXLOHE  capitulated  to  MUBAT. 

I  Where  DAVOUST  defeated  the  main  body  of  the  Prussians, 
of  whom  NAPOLEON  destroyed  only  a  detached  corps  at  Jena. 
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The  great  NAPOLEON'S  conquering  brand  _ 
What  need  from  the  Inralitlen  to  bear  '< 

111  would  it  fit  a  soldier's  hand 
Since  this  NAPOLEON  took 't  to  wear  ? 

Yet  listen,  conqueror,  while  the  shade, 

Th.it  should  sit  near  tine  in  thy  car, 
Whispers  how  quickly  laurels  fade, 

How  swiftly  shift  the  sands  of  war  ; 
How,  sixty-live  years  since,  there  came 

A  mightier  Kmperur  than  thou, 
I 'poii  Iterlin  to  jiut  the  shame 

Which  thy  hand  puts  on  Paris  now. 

Kveii  as  thy  heel  is  on  their  head, 

That  on  thy  folks'  head  set  their  heel, 
Si,  i  iv  three-core  more  years  have  sped, 

The  wen-  thou  work's!  thy  sons  may  i 
'  \Vho    mile  with  sword  by  sword  shall  fall," 

Holds  for  kind's  as  for  subjects  true  ; 
(iod's  mills  grind  slow,  but  they  grind  small, 

And  he  that  grinds  gives  all  their  due. 


MY    HEALTH. 

|Y  health  has  often 
been  proposed,  and 
I  've  returned 
thanks  for  it — such 
as  it  is.  Can't 
make  out  what's 
the  matter  with 
me.  BIGSBY,  meet- 
ing me  in  the  street, 
exclaims  heartily 
—(just  like  BIGS- 
BY, by  the  way) — 
"  Hallo,  old  fel- 
low! "  —  (every- 
one's  an  "old 
fellow  "with  BIGS- 
i)Y,  or,  if  not  an 
"old  fellow." 
you 're  "his  boy") 

— "how     (leu  rid 

well  you're  look- 
injr  !  " 

I  reply,  "Am 
IP"  as  if  this 
was  information 
coming  fromlih.-- 

HT,  and  look  (I  can't  help  it)  as  much  as  to  say  to  him,  "  liiosiiy, 
my  boy  " — {you  fall  at  once  into  the  habit  of  saying  "  My  boy 
when  with  BlOSBT) — "  You  mustn't  judge  by  appearances.  The 
excitement  of  seeing  you"— (I  tumbled  upon  him  round  a  corner; 
lie  being,  of  course,  the  last  man  I'd  expected  to  see.  Query;  If 
BIGSBY  s  the  last,  who  was  the  first  P  Make  a  note  of  this  for 
my  Thmrif  of  Precojfnitanc«f)  —  "  has  made  me  look  healthy, 
has  called  up  the  hectic  flush,  BIOSBT  ;  but  no  !  I  am  not  the  robust 
creature  you  imagine  me  to  be." 

I  do  not  say  this  to  BifiSBY.  I  look  it  at  him.  I  only  reply, 
"Am  I?"  and  retaliate  upon  him  with,  "So  are  you:  never  saw 
you  looking  better." 

••  VYI,\ •!"  efi(  I'.hiSBY  ("cries!"  I  should  say  "shmttt."'  for 
wherever  BIGSBY  meets  you,  so  remarkably  cheery  is  he — "  cheery  " 
is  his  own  word — that  he  must  shout  at  you  if  he  likes  you,  and  the 
more  he  likes  you  the  louder  he  shouts — "  Why,  my  boy" — (I  knew 
I  should  be  "'his  boy"  directly)— "  you 're  getting  horrid  stout  r1" 
And  he  throws  himself  back,  in  a  sort  of  artistic  manner,  as  if  to  get 
a  good  light  on  me,  and  bring  out  my  points.  Of  course  MRS.  GORE 
MUM  pisox  and  her  two  daughters  issue  at  this  moment  from  FORTJTTM 

&  MASOJf'S 

Jft  in.  "  Sweets  to  the  Sweet."  Good  thing  to  say  to  the  MOMPI- 
SONS  when  I  meet  them  at  a,  dinner-party,  «  propos  of  FORTNUM'S. 
Mustn't  let  BIGSBY'S  shouting  put  it  out  of  my  head.  This  mem  is 
a  mental  mem  while  BIGSBY  is  shouting  and  I  am  raising  my  hat  to 
the  MOMPISOX'S. 

They  look  astonished.  At  least  AGATHA  MOMPISOJJ  does,  and  ele- 
vates her  eyebrows.  If  I  was  asked.  I  should  at  this  moment  like 
to  be  seen  to  advantage  ;  but  one  can  t  be  with  BIGSBY.  "  'Pon  my 
word,"  he  says,  still  shouting,  and  sticking  to  his  subject,  "  You're 
regularly  running  into  fat." 

The  MOMPISONS,  all  of  them,  hear  this,  and  I  can't  help  noticing 
their  heads  pushed  forward  slily,  just  to  take  a  quiet  glance  at  me 
from  the  carriage  window,  to  see  if  I  nm  "  running  to  fat." 


I  wonder  what  they  decide. 

If  I  ever  (again)  meet  A(;ATIIA,  and  we  sit  out  a  dance  or  two  in 
retirement,  and  if  I  commence  to  talk  to  her  from  the  depths  of  my 
heart,  won  t  BIGSBY' s  words  recur  to  her  mind  suddenly  (just  as  one 
suddenly  thinks  of  funny  things  in  church),  and  won  t  she  say  to 

i  '"'  He  's  running  to  fat  "  '•: 

Bother  BIGSBY— at  the  same  time  bless  BIGSBY.  The  truth  is  un- 
pleasant, but  it  it  i.s  the  truth  ? 

V    ,   1   think  it  is.    Perhaps  IU.\m.  I.AMBKKT  was  once   thin. 

Everybody  must  have  a  beginning;  fat  men  must  have  a  beginning. 

il>'T  smiling  at  an  enormous  man  who  showed  me  a  picture 

in  young  creature,  "  That,  Sir,"  said  he,  "  was  I,  years  ago." 

I  »wn  f  did  not  believe  him. 


u  Analytical  History  «f  .V»//</n,"which  is  to  commence  with  the 
Iti  \nluti. .n  of  the  Karth,  and  then  take  everything  in  its  turn. 

That's  why— I  see  it  now,  hang  and  bless  UK.  -n\'  '.—  that's  why 
I  've  stuck  at  the  same  line  of  Chapter  the  Second  on  "  Elementary 
•'ion"  and  have  gazed  at  the  paper  day  after  day,  torpidly 
unable  to  write  a  single  paragraph,  and  feeling  only  inclined  to 
scribble  occasional  »ic»i»  for  future  work,  and  gem  rally  ending 
with  scrawling  idiotic  figure,-!  with  thin  legs,  no  bodies,  and  largo 
noses  on  the  very  sheets  which  ought  to  have  been  devoted  to  the 
highest  scientific  purposes. 

Uh-iiv  is  right,  lam,  as  it  wore,  an  infant  Fat  Man.  There  is 
such  an  academical  existence  as  that  of  a  "  Commencing  Bachelor." 
1  don't  know  what  it  means,  and  it  eomcys  no  very  distinct  idea  of 
a  profession  to  my  mind.  But  I  see  what  a  Commencing  Fat  Man 
'•-  I  realise  thut. 

Mental  Mem  to  be"  acted  upon  immediately.     To  go  home  and  try 
my  clothes  on.    Give  attention  to  waistcoats,  &c.     Particularly 


my 
:•„  n 


all 
"  &c. 

I  have  parted  from  BIOSBY,  and  have  taken  my  way,  by  bye- 
streets,  to  my  Club.  I  will  not  appear  in  the  Park  ;  I  will  avoid 
the  haunts  of  men.  I  will  bo  a  hermit — a  Commencing  Fat 
Hermit. 

No.    I  slap  my  forehead.    I  have  it !  *  *  •  I  will  be  thin.    Take 
Fat  by  the  forelock.     "  A  stitch  in  time,"  &c.,  and  so  forth.  • 
Stay  !  *  •  •  Perhaps  BIGSBY  's  wrong.    Perhaps  it 's  only  his  fun. 
1 1  a  \  ing  nothing  particular  to  do,  I  '11  coll— no,  I  '11  write  to  BIOSBY, 
and  ask  him  if  it  was  only  his  fun. 

At  this  moment  WISTOX  walks  in. 

WIMON  is  sharp,  short,  and  decisive.  His  hair  curls  crisply. 
His  eyes  arc  here,  there,  and  everywhere.  He  rubs  his  hands 
briskly  while  talkjng,  and  smacks  them  with  the  sort  of  "flash" 
which  a  conjurer  gives  to  a  pack  when  he  is  going  to  show  you  the 
card  you  choose,  when  he  delivers  an  oracular  opinion. 

WIKTON  is  a  great  hand  at  health.  He  never  (so  I  believe)  over- 
eats, never  overdrinks,  never  oversleeps,  is  always  well,  lives  a  good 
deal  "  about,"  as  he  calls  it,  which  means  that  no  one  is  ever  certain 
as  to  his  address.  "  The  Club,"  says  he,  "  will  always  find  me ; " 
and  yet  not  once  in  twenty  months  will  you  find  Wnrrow  at  his 
Club. 

However,  here  he  is.  He  is  brown,  sunburnt,  not  an  ounce  of 
flesh  too  much  upon  him.  I  envy  "VViNTON  as  I  salute  him,  and 
congratulate  him  on  his  health. 

"Yes,"  he  returns,  "you  ought  to  come  with  me"— (he  never 
says  where)— "and  take  rejfular  exercise.  Your  sedentary  work 
doesn't  do.  Go  in  for  tennis,  or  riding,  or  a  good  stretch  over  the 
downs." 

I  say,  "  What  downs  ?"  expecting  an  invitation  from  him  to  his 
house  somewhere  by  the  sea.  Pleasant. 

"  0,"  he  replies,  rubbing  his  hands,  and  chuckling,  "  Anywhere. 
You  take  a  little  place  by  the  sea,  and  I  '11  come  and  stop  with  yoti, 
and  put  you  through  your  paces."  And  he  slaps  his  nands,  and 
smiles  amiably. 

I  must  hear  more  of  this. 

The  French  Cure. 

BROUGHT  by  aggressive  policy  to  grief, 
France,  does  homoeopathic  cure  oefit  Toil  P 

For  sure,  in  choosing  THJERS  for  your  Chief, 
A  hair  you  've  taken  of  the  dog  that  bit  you. 

AN  INTERESTED  AUDLEXCE. 

AT  a  recent  meeting  of  one  of  our  Learned  Societies  a  paper  was 
read  on  "The  Punficld  Formation.''  The  attendance  of  comic 
writers  was  overwhelming.  The  greatest  silence  prevailed.  You 
might  have  heard  a  joke  drop. 

AXIOM  FOR  ART  STUDENTS.— IT  is  not  every  Animal  Painter  who 
mows  how  to  Draw  a  Badger. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[MARCH  11,  1871. 


HUNTING    LADIES. 

Old  Groom.  "An,  JIM,  IT'S  NOT  so  MUCH  THE  'UjjTiNG,  NOB  THE  'OUNDS,  NOR  THE  'ORSES,  AS  LADIES  CAKES  ABOUT. 

CUTTItf'    OF  BACH  OTHER  DOWN  AT  THE   GAPS   AND   PLACES  AS  PLEASES  THEM  !  " 


IT  's  THE 


HOW  TO  KEEP  THE  PEACE. 

IT  is  to  be  feared  that  their  High  Mightinesses  have  not  read, 
with  due  attention.the  Lecture  delivered  the  other  day  by  PEOFESSOK 
SEELEY  on  "The  Possible  Means  of  Preventing  War  in  Europe." 
3ould  international  war,  if  not  absolutely  preventible,  be  reduced  to 
a  tolerable  minimum  ?  Social  war  is,  in  England.  The  police  keep  the 
dangerous  classes  sufficiently  under  to  restrict  murder  and  theft  to 
iertain  limits.  Could  a  Federation  of  Great  Powers,  as  proposed  by 
PKOFESSOH  SEELET,  narrow  European  war  within  analogous  bounds '{ 
The  objection  that  there  is  nobody  eligible  to  be  President  of  such  a 
Federation,  is  one  which,  modesty  shall  not  prevent  Mr.  Punch 
Tom  hinting,  might  be  obviated.  What  constitutes  the  real  hin- 
drance to  it  is  that,  whereas  it  requires  that  the  Great  Powers  com- 
x>smg  it  should  correspond  to  the  respectable  majority  of  the  British 
People,  the  truth  is  that  there  is  only  one  Power  in  the  whole  world 
jrhich  is  great,  and  is  not  also  dangerous  in  the  same  sense  as  our 
dangerous  classes  are.  The  majority  of  their  High  Mightinesses 
would  never  agree  to  an  arrangement  which  would  render  an  aggres- 
ive  King,  Emperor,  or  President,  liable  to  be  punished  as  a  brigand 
:hief ,  or  a  garotter  convicted  of  robbery  with  violence. 

In  the  meanwhile,  for  our  own  part,  the  only  means  of  possibly 
ecuring  peace,  besides  constant  civility  and  good  conduct  toward 
3ur  neighbours,  will  consist  in  a  Navy  which  shall  be  strong  enough 
to  sweep  the  seas,  if  necessary. 


Dr.  Jenner  in  the  Temple  Church. 

(By  a  Templar  who  ought  to  have  been  listening  to  an  excellent  sermon.) 
Oira  duty  'gainst  infection's  harms, 

Both  roof  and  walls  combine  to'  advance  it — 
Above,  we  see  the  Templar's  arms, 

And  every  window  is  a  lancet. 

EPITAPH  ox  A  PJJI  DOVE  ACCIDENTALLY  KILLED.—  Un  CovrManquf. 


THE  THREE  CURTAILERS  OF  TOOLEY  STREET. 

ME.  PETER  TAYLOR,  on  behalf  of  himself  and  the  other  two  gen- 
tlemen who  voted  to  curtail  Parliamentary  liberality  to  Royalty," 
writes  thus  to  the  "  Birmingham  Labour  Representative  League  "  : — 

"I  feel  much  gratified  by  the  approval  expressed  by  the  working-men  of 
Birmingham  of  our  course  on  the  dowry  question.  You  may  be  sure  we  are 
neither  disheartened  by  our  small  numbers  nor  by  the  'jeers  of  the  House  of 
Commons.  '  Let  those  laugh  that  win,'  and  the  vote  of  three  last  Thursday 
was  '  the  beginning  of  the  end.'  " 

We  do  not  know  what  the  end  is  of  which  the  minority  of  one  was 
the  beginning.  We  can  wait  to  know.  But  in  the  meantime  we 
can  throw  another  crumb  of  comfort  to  ME.  PETEK  TAYLOE.  From 
Reynolds' s  Neicspaper,  an  organ  understood  to  command  the  confi- 
dence of  those  who  are  not  satisfied  with  existing  institutions,  we 
cull  a  tribute  paid  to  ME.  TAYLOE  and  his  two  allies  by  some  persons 
who  also  desire  some  kind  of  "end."  Thus  answeretn  Brook  Street 
to  Tooley  Street  :— 

"  At  a  meeting  of  the  International  Democratic  Association,  held  at  the 
Wellington  Music  Hall,  Brook  Street,  Holborn,  on  Sunday  last,  CITIZEN 
SOUTIIAM  in  the  chair,  the  following  resolution  was  unanimously  adopted : — 
'That  the  best  thanks  of  this  meeting  be  given  to  CITIZENS  FAWCETT, 
TAYLOR,  and  DILKE,  for  their  manly  conduct  in  opposing  the  dowry  to  the 
PRINCESS  LOUISE  against  the  majority  of  flunkeys  in  the  House  of  Commons.'  " 

New  Set. 
IT  was  remarked  of  a  'aughty  snob  that  he  thought  himself  "  quite 

"True,"  said  a  friend  of  his,  "he  thinks  himself  high  and 
mighty."  

Sors  Virgiliana. 
(Apropot  o/M.  GREVY'S  Election  to  the  Presidency  of  tht  Assembly.) 

"  AT  Regina  gravi  jamdudum  saucia  cura." 
Paris  the  long-saucy  queen  must  now  knuckle  down  under  GEEVY. 
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BEHIND    THE    SCENES. 

(THE  BACHELOR  FRIENDS  OF  BENEDICK  HAVE  JUST  TAKEN  THEIR  DEPARTURE.) 

Benedick  (who  has  married  Money,  and  still  smarts  under  some  of  the  conseqmnces).  "0,  I  SAT,  MARY  ANN,  I  wisu  TO  GOODNESS  YOU 
WOULDN'T  PET  ME  IN  PUBLIC.  I  DON'T  so  MUCH  MIND  IT— WHEN  WE'RE  ALONE;  BUT  BEFORE  A  LOT  OF  FELLOWS,  HAND  IT  ALL, 
YOU  KNOW  ! " 

Mary  Ann  (ieho  is  up  in  Mr.  Anthony  Trollope).  "  AND  WHY  NOT,  MY  PHCEBUS  !    SHOULD  NOT  A  WOMAN  GLORY  IN  HER  LOVE  ? 

Benedick.   "0,  BOTHER! " 


ANIMAL  PHILANTHROPY. 

EITHEII  the  brute  creation  is  far  wealthier,  more  benevolent,  and 
better  ncquainted  with  all  that  is  going  on  in  the  world  than  anyone 
has  ever  supposed,  or  else  charitable  people,  in  sending  anonymous 
contributions,  assume  very  grotesque  names.  The  doubt  we  feel  on 
this  point  arises  from  reading  that  "The  Charity  Organisation 
Society  have  received  a  donation  of  £100  from  '  Two  Dormice.'  " 

If  it  is  really  the  case  that  this  is  a  gift  from  the  little  sleepy 
things  (generally  thought  to  bo  good  sort  of  animals  enough,  but 
nothing  remarkable)  wnose  names  are  appended  to  the  paragraph 
quoted,  probably  MR.  DARWIN  himself,  who  knows  so  much  of  the 
manners  and  customs  of  what  we  are  over-ready  to  call  the  inferior 
creatures,  will  feel  that  there  is  something  left  even  for  him  to  learn, 
and  will  wish  that  he  could  have  proved  the  development  of  man 
from  such  a  liberal,  generous-hearted  protoplasm  as  the  Dormouse. 
For  ourselves,  we  would  much  rather  trace  pur  descent  from  a  dor- 
mouse than  from  a  zoophyte.  (Perhaps  [this  will  set  the  fashion, 
and  we  shall  read  of  donations  from  "Two  Tabbies,"  "Three 
Kittens,"  "  A  Surly  Old  Bear,"  "  A.Sly.Fox,"  and  so  on.) 


Newfangled  Nonsense. 

Mucn  indignation  is  said  to  have  been  excited  in  military  circles 
amongst  officers  of  the  old  school  by  a  rumour,  which  has  not  yet 
received  official  contradiction,  that  in  the  new  organisation  of  the 
British  Army,  pipeclay  will  be  superseded  by  protoplasm. 


RULING  OFFICIAL  PASSION. 

A  POLICEMAN,  fond  of  reading,  told  a  friend  that,  for  amusement, 
•when  off  duty  he  often  took  up  a  book. 


DIALOGUE  OVERHEARD  IN  HYDE  PARK. 
(In  front  of  the  PIIINCE  CONSORT'S  Memorial.) 

First    Well-to-do  Female  "Party"    gazing    at    MAC!>OWELL'S 
"  Europe."  Well !  I  never  saw  a  bull  on  a  monument  before. 

Second  Well-to-do  Female  "Party,"  examining  the  tame  group 
of  allegorical  sculpture.  Don't  you  know  he  kept  a  model  farm  ? 

First  Well-to-do  Female  "  Party."  Oh,  yes;  and  you  remember 
he  got  a  medal  for  a  fatted  bull ! 

[They  pass  on,  having  thus  satisfactorily  accounted  for  the 
presence  of  the  Hull. 


The  Sun  in  Dudgeon. 

TELL  us  mortals,  PHCEBUS,  why 
Clouds  so  long  have  veiled  the  sky. 

If  conjecture  may  be  trusted, 
Having  been  so  many  base 
Caitiffs  forced  to  limn,  thy  face' 

Therefore  thou  dost  hide,  disgusted. 


Law  and  Latitude. 

MR.  VOTSEY,  now  that  the  Judicial  Committee  of  the  Privy 
Council  has  given  judgment  against  him,  should  quit  the  Church  for 
the  Law.  Could  he  not  be  at  once  admitted  to  practise  as  an 
attorney?  If  he  may  still  be  said  to  be  a  Clerk  in  Orders,  he  has 
been  pronounced,  by  the  highest  legal  tribunal,  a  Clerk  out  of  his 
Articles. 
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ACADEMICAL     PROSPECTS. 


ECKXT  Intelligence  from 
Cambridge  informs  us 
that— 

"  The  attendance  at  the 
lectures  for  women— which 
were  commeuoed  a  year 
ago  in  Cambridge  —  this 
term  shows  an  increase  of 
more  than  a  third  over  that 
of  any  preceding  term. 
Several  persons  have  al- 
ready conic  to  Cambridge 
with  the  view  of  alt  mliiu 
these  lectures.  A  board- 
ing-house will  be  imnieil 
in  October  for  such  ladies 
as  may  desire  arcommridu- 
tioii  of  this  kind,  including 
the  exhibitioners." 

Observe  "several 
persons"  ((  perxuit«'" 
of  course,  quite  the 
word)  "have  already 
come  to  Cambridge  with 


i  the  view  of  attending 
these  lectures.   A  boarding-house  will  be  opened  in  Octo  er  for  such  lailii  •*,"  &c. 


young 
erence  to 

dually  grow  into  small  Colleges  and  Halls,  the  old  Town  ancl  Gown  differences 
will  utterly  vanish  before  the  civilisers,  all  sorts  of  horse-play  will  disappear, 
and  the  bright  eyes  of  young  Donnas  will  flash  upon  aspirin;?  Dons.  As  to 
"  Wines,"  such  barbarous  customs  have,  indeed,  almost  everywhere  exploded, 
but  where  they  yet  remain,  they  will  ilee  before  the  march  of  the  Intellectual 
Tea-kettle.  The  degree  of  "  Bachelor"  will,  we  suppose,  in  time  disappear  from 
the  University  Degrees,  only  to  remain  to  signify  very  much  what  a  "  Ten- 
year  Man  "  means  now,  ;'.  e.  a  man  who  can't  get  his  degree  except  by  tiring  out 
the  authorities  and  refusing  to  leave  the  University  until  it  is  given  him. 
"Wrangler,"  ought  to  l>e  dropped— possibly  it  will  be.  "  Pythonesses'1  might 
be  the  equivalent  of  "  The  Tripos." 

Miss  PROCTER'S  Works  ought  (if  names  go  for  anything)  to  be  extensively 
read.    We  can  imagine  a  few  happy  scenes  iiifutiiro ; — 

Say-  The  Quad  of  Sf.  Bride's  College.     Time,  2  P.M. 

Enter  CLABEXCE  UACKH  by  Gate  anil  milks  quickly  in  to  the  Quad.    He  slops 
beneath  a  window  Jl flea  with  flowers  ami  irhistles.     No  ansicer.     lie  calls. 

Clarence.  MILLY  !  [A  pretty  face  peers  out  over  the  floicers. 

Milly.  That  you,  CLAEEY?    It 's  struck  two. 


±ij.tt*y.      0.111411   J  vu,    v^l^lxx.1    1          it    o    »li  UUJW    M\  U. 

Clar.  I  know.    I  've  just  come  from  my  coach's ;  and  look  here,  instead  of 
.  ing  to  the  "backs,"  It'  '    ' 
and  order  the  horses. 


•      •    "-""  «i  •          -•-       •  ^     J  •••    '      WLM±\S      iiv/1.11     J_i*  y      UVWUU    .^  .      UI1M     iUUJV     MMSXLV)     MirM  1   <<M     \Ji 

going  to  the  "  backs,"  let 's  have  a  ride.    Eh  ?    I  '11  go  down  to  Thingummy's 


All  right.    Won't  you  come  up,  and— 

[Anothi'r  sparkling  face  appears  beside  MILLY'S. 
C/ar.  Hallo,  LATJBA  !     What  have  you  got  up  there  '• 

_  Laura.  Cup  ;  come  on.    We  've  been  hard  at  Political  Economy  and  Geology 
since  ten. 

Clarence.  0,  have  you !  Then  I  'd  better  take  some  cup  while  there 's  any  left. 

[Rush's  into  il/ioru-ay  and  tip  staircase  ;  (Ivor  heard  to  bung.     Laughter. 

Another  Scene.     J'ieic  of  Gate  of  St.  lln'tle'*  ijirinrj  on  to  the  Lnu'ii,  tchirJi  rims 

aou'it  to  the  rirer. 

Enter  FEANK  and  CONSTANCE  earning  oiit  of  College. 

Frank.  I  shall  get  permission  from  my  tutor  to  stay  up  during  the  Va cat  ion 
to  read. 


Constance.  I  am  to  "  go  out "  next  term.  (Thoughtfully.} 
Frank.  Why  don't  you  ask  your  Junior  Matron  to  let  yo 


should  lose  a  great  deal  by  coming  home  for  the  vacation. 

Frank.  Of  course  yon  would.  Look  here  :  after  the  first  two  weeks  of  the 
Long  are  over,  MASK!  M,  of  Cains,  our  couch,  is  going  to  take  us  to  Wales— me 
and  three  more,  for  a  reading  party. 

Constance  (i/imippoititeil).  Then  you  won't  be  here? 

Frank.  Yes,  after  that's  over.    '.Mits.  "M MIM-.M— 

<  'oiiiifiinci:  She  's  our  coach  — 

Frank.  Exactly,  she  '11  take  a  party  1 

Constance  (innocently),  To.Wales? 

Frank.  You  wouldn't  separate  husband  and  wife  ! 

Constance.  0.  I  '11  write  and  ask  Mamma  directly  I  get  back.  I  'in  sun  -he  'd 
let  me  go  anywhere  with  Mus.  MAOXUM. 

Frank.  Then  that'll  be  all  right.  We're  both  going  in  for  an  ordinary 
degree,  and  will  both  come  out  at  the  same  time.  And,  then [ Pause's. 

Constance  (with  for  ,-i/es  m,  the  ground,  softly).  Yes.  [Further  pause. 


Frank  (xoineirhat  hoarsely).  And  then,  if  you  will  only 
say  you — you — (stepson  gravel-walk  ;  he  looks  up,  smi- 
th-nil/ rerarering  his  voice) — 0,  here's  old  BOUNCES. 
He  always  wants  me  to  cap  him — let's  get  into  the  boat. 
Here ! 

[Offers  his  hand  to  CONSTANCE  and  assists  hi-r  doirn 

tin'  bunk. 

Constance  (/o  herself,  mentally).  I  hate  that  BouNfEK. 
[They  embark;  she  steers  utid  lie   roivs.      Hi/ein-e  ; 
ihi'!/  i/ixappear  ijnidiially. 

The  Amateur  Dramatic  Club  of  the  University  will 
experience  a  sensible  advantage  from  the  admission  of  the 
I,ady  .Students  among  its  members.  Boyish  youths  will 
no  longer,  as  in  Shakspearian  days,  br  obliged  to  appear 
as  their  lieiitriccs  and  Heltium,  but  the  parts  will  be  effi- 
ciently filled  by  their  proper  representatives.  And  herein, 
by  the  way,  might  be  found  the  verms  oi  a  plan  for  im- 
proving the  Stage  as  a  profession.  Could  we  not  get 
actors  and  adn  sses  with  the  B.A.  certificate  of  an  educa- 
tion'r  But  as  this  opens  up  an  entirely  new  subject,  we 
will  drop  it  for  the  present.  It  can  lie  on  the  table  for 
consideration  in  fntiiro. 


OCCASIONAL  SACRIFICE. 

(Mn.  HAWFINCH  sini/i  to  the  Tune  of  "  Beer.") 

SOME  folks  there  be,  which,  as  for  me, 

I  scarns  all  sitch  as  they, 
Begridv.cs  the  dower  to  a  lioyal  Flower, 

As  Parliament 's  willed  to  pay. 

For  this  here  is  what  I  say, 
"f  isn't  tlirowun  your  money  away  ; 
We  keeps  a  Throne,  and  we  holds  our  own — 
\Ve  don't  twine  a  wreath  ev'ry  day. 

Look  what  mischance  ha'  befallen  France, 

The  French  be  so  giddy  and  gay  ; 
They  be  like  the  tide,  and  they  can't  abide, 

A  conatitootional  /way. 
For  this  here,  &c. 

We  sticks  to  ourn,  we  should  grieve  and  mourn, 

If  ever  'a  veil  to  decay  ; 
And  there  's  no  doubt  but  we  must  fark  out, 

For  its  vittun  zuppoort  and  stay. 
For  this  here,  &c. 

Our  Kings  and  Queens  can't  yarn  no  means, 
Though  they  works  both  night  and  day  ; 

A  darter  or  son  to  potion  each  one, 
Like  a  British  subjick  may. 
For  this  here,  &c. 

A  health  unto  the  PBINCESS  Loo, 

Vill  up  my  glass,  I  pray  ; 
And  the  MABKUS  o  LORNE,  and  I  '11  answer  for'n — 

Success  to  their  wedduu  day  ! 
For  this  here,  &c. 

He  bain't  no  lout  fed  on  sower  erout, 

That's  a  vact  as  you  must  weigh. 
And  mind  this  here,  when  you  drinks  your  beer — 

We  don't  twine  a  wreath  ev'ry  day. 
For  this  here,  &c. 


Avuncular  Affinity. 

IT  is  quite  clear  that  the  Marriage  Law  of  England, 
instead  of  being  too  restrictive,  is  too  lax.  For  instance, 
a  Pawnbroker  is  at  liberty  to  marry  a  woman  although 
she  may  be  related  to  him  by  a  tie  so  intimate  as  that 
of  having  pledged  her  ear-rings.  Ought  a  girl  to  be 
allowed  to  marry  her  Uncle  '•? 


Bow- Wow  for  Windsor. 

TIIKV  say  "  a  Cat  may  look  at  a  King," 

But  this  is  quite  a  different  thing : 

But  a  dog  to  be  ta'en  from  his  home  and  hearth, 

That  the  QUEEN  may  look  at  Master  JU'Grath. 

Don't  bother  me,  Lurgan !    Go  to  Bath ! 

A  Sovereign  won't  buy  MASTF.U  M'GKATn. 
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LECTURE    IN    LENT. 

Vncle.    "  WELL,  CHARLEY,  SHALL  I  OPEN  ANOTHER  BOTTLE  or  CLARET,  OR 

WILL  YOU  GO  WITH  YOUR  COUSINS  TO  THE  LECTURE  ON   ASTRONOMY?" 

Charley.    "WHY,   UNCLE,   I   THINK,  ON  THE  WHOLE,    I   PREFER  COM:  TO 
ORRERY."         [Which  shows  that  he  was  an  Epicurean,  but  had  read  hw  "  DebreU." 


MORE  PROGRESS  IN  EDUCATION.      % 

"A  number  of  paid  schoolmasters  are  being  appointed  to  the  Metropolitan  1'olice. 
Hitherto  City  Missionaries  have  in  many  cases  performed  the  work  gratuitously." 

WE  have  the  permission  of  the  authorities  to  state  that  these  police  pedagogues 
will,  in  the  first  instance,  direct  the  attention  of  their  pupils  to  the  following 
important  points : — 

In  all  professional  statements,  made  before  Magistrates  or  other  judicial  func- 
tionaries, to  be  careful  of  their  grammar,  diction,  orthoepy,  and  accent,  and 
never,  not  even  under  the  greatest  provocation,  to  neglect  or  abuse  the 
aspirate. 

To  acquaint  themselves  with  at  least  two  modern  languages,  that  they  may 
be  competent  to  return  satisfactory  answers  to  the  questions  of  puzzled  and 
bewildered  foreigners. 

To  store  their  minds  with  passages  from  our  best  poets,  that  they  may  be  able 
to  beguile  the  weary  hours  of  night  duty  by  repeating  to  themselves  some  of 
the  choicest  gems  in  the  English  language. 

To  make  themselves  conversant  with  the  multitude  of  historical,  antiquarian, 
and  literary  associations  connected  with  the  houses,  streets,  and  parks  of  the 
metropolis  (including  Victoria  Park  and  the  New  Cut),  that  thejr  may  possess 
another  mental  resource  while  officially  engaged,  and  be  qualified  to  inform 
strangers  and  visitors  where  ALFRED  THE  GREAT  was  born,  or  the  celebrated 
bootmaker,  HODY,  breathed  his  last ;  and  to  point  out  the  exact  position  of  the 
posts  which  DR.  JOHNSON  used  to  ^touch  when  walking  down  Fleet  Street  and 
the  Strand. 

In  arithmetic,  to  divide  the  metropolis  into  a  given  number  of  areas,  and 
to  calculate  the  average  of  female  domestic  servants  to  be  found  therein. 

To  be  uniformly  polite,  good-tempered,  and  civil,  especially  at  crossings,  in 
street  rows,  and  in  verbal  contentions  with  cabmen,  costermongers,  and  omnibus 
officials. 

And,  generally,  to  exercise  their  mental  faculties,  that  every  member  of 
the  force  maybe  quick  of  apprehension,  ready  to  take  up  any  subject  of  conver- 
sation, prompt  to  arrest  a  brilliant  thought  in  its  passage  through  the  mind, 
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and  on  the  alert  to  imbibe  (with  a  due  regard  to  tempe- 
rance) all  information  he  may  receive. 

X.li.  It  will  be  observed  by  all  who  are  not  subject  to 
hereditary  thoughtlessness,  that  the  paragraph  at  the 
head  of  these  few  remarks  only  speaks  of  City  Mission- 
aries, as  having  been  engaged  in  this  praiseworthy 
i dm  ational  work  ;  but  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  there  are 
also  West  End  Missionaries  who  have  looked  after 
the  West  End  Police. 


OUR  FAMILY  TREE. 

])K  VKRE,  how  much  is  it  to  trace 

The  noble  line  which  we  cau  Ijoast, 
Through  creatures  of  the  human  race, 

To  Norman  WILLIAM'S  age  at  most  ? 
With  ADAM'S  origin  content. 

Let  simple  folk  remain,  who  can  : 
Be  taught  to  pri/e  thv  high  descent 

By  DARWIN — the  Descent  of  Man. 

What 's  thy  Crusader,  in  blest  mould 

Entombed  hard  by  yon  Minster's  choir, 
To  thee,  that  own'st,  in  rock  of  old, 

The  relics  of  a  Lemur  sire  '; 
The  first  of  Jocko's  ancient  stem 

Misdeemed  mere  mimes  of  human  shape — 
DE  VERES  and  all,  we  come  of  them, 

Derived  from  SIR  ANTHROPOID  APE. 

Through  the  tailed  Lemurs  up,  yet  down, 

The  Opossums  or  the  Kangaroos, 
To  Reptiles,  hard  as  frog  to  drown. 

We  Christians  go,  and  likewise  Jews. 
From  Newts  amphibious  we  ascend 

To  thorough  Fishes  of  the  Sea ; 
In  Larva;  of  Asoidians  end, 

That  is  begin,  our  pedigree. 

'Tis  true  no  eye  has  ever  seen 

The  birth  of  Species  come  to  pass  ; 
The  rule  observed  has  aye  that  been 

Of  horse  from  horse,  and  ass  from  as*. 
Development  seems  barred  by  mules. 

To  think  it  therefore  puzzles  those, 
Who  may  be  other  men  than  fools, 

How. Species  first  from  Species. rose. 

Faith  can  the  needful  stitch  bestow 

To  knit  the  break  in  Reason's  clue ; 
'Twas  so  far  off  and  long  ago, 

That  let  us  hope  it  is  all  true. 
Science  tells  no  old  woman's  tale — 

The  Larva  source  of  Man,  withal, 
In  one  both  female  was  and  male  ; 

And  Man's  descent  is  not  a  fall. 

Dost  thou  account  the  leap  too  great 

Assumed  from  Jackanapes  to  Man  ? 
DE  VERB,  thy  doubt  it  may  abate 

The  common  British  Rough  to  scan. 
That  horrid  fellow,  if  thou  note, 

Thy  fellow-man,  alas,  is  he, 
How  little  does  he  seem  remote 

From  a  Baboon— how  far  fromlthee ! 


The  Old  Masters. 

IF  the  marvellous  Exhibition,  just  closed,  had  pro- 
duced no  better  result  than  the  following  (which  was 
found  on  a  lost  catalogue)  the  Academicians  would  still 
have  deserved  plaudit.  "  Suppose  HER  MAJESTY  had 
patted  a  cat,  which  purred,  but  then  scratched  the 
Sovereign,  what  two  Old  Masters  wpuld  have  been 
named  ?  Puss  sang,  and  Clawed  la  Heine" 


IN  THE  STREETS. 


IT  was  the  remark  of  a  keen  observer,  who  knew 
London  thoroughly  well,  that  in  all  his  long  experience 
he  had  never  seen  one  of  his  fellow-men  bareheaded  in 
Hatton  Garden. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

OJTDAY,  Ifarch  6.  — 
LOUD  SALISBURY 
finds  that  England 
has  entered  into  gua- 
rantees in  favour  of 
five  or  six  other  na- 
tions. He  is  quite 
sure  that  should  she 
be  called  on  to  fulfil 
any  of  these  engage- 
ments, she  would  be 
nimble  to  do  so. 
LORD  GKANVILLE  is 
quite  sure  that  she 
would  not,  and  he  is 
not  disposed  to  heed 
what  he  calls  "chaff- 
ing" articles  in  news- 
spapers.  Yes,  M'm, 
he  used  that  word  in 
solemn  debate  in  the 
House  of  Lords,  and 
who  shall  object  to  it 
in  future  ?  Siack- 
wood,\>y  the  way,  says 
that  Scotchmen  do  not 
understand  "chaff." 
LOED  MALMESBUBY  said,  in  the  course  of  the  debate,  that  when 
two  eminent  continental  statesmen  conversed  they  were  not  "  like  a 
couple  of  schoolgirls  who  talk  about  their  sweethearts,  just  for  the 
purpose  of  saying  something."  Who  told  LOBD  MALMESBURY  that 
schoolgirls  have  sweethearts  ?  We  have  written  to  a  great  number 
of  most  respectable  school-mistresses,  asking  how  this  is,  and  the 
replies  have  all  been  to  the  effect  that  no  well-regulated  young  lady 
even  knows  the  meaning  of  the  word. 

The  PBEMIEB  has  altered  the  words  of  his  Westmeath  Committee 
motion,  so  as  to  preclude  the  idea  that  the  Government  desires  to 
avoid  responsibility.  A  Vigilance  Committee  would  be  the  proper 
tribunal  to  deal  with  the  evil — would  the  Americans  lend  us  one  r 

It  has  been  stated  by  Ministers  in  both  Houses  that  they  have  no 
knowledge  of  the  existence  of  a  Treaty  between  Russia  and  Germany. 
Perhaps  they  will  be  good  enough  to  make  a  few  polite — indeed 
deferential  inquiries.  If  they  would  Venture  to  ask  whether  such  a 
thing  exists,  perhaps,  between  them  and  Punch  and  the  (Morning) 
Post,  they  might  hear  news. 

ME.  BBUCE  says  that  Music  Halls  have  no  more  right  than 
Theatres  to  be  open  on  certain  religious  observance-days.  It  is  no  doubt 
just  that  this  should  be  so,  but  considering  that  a  person  who  goes 
to  a  Music  Hall  would  have  the  remotest  idea,  if  any,  of  what  a 
religious  observance  even  means,  he  must  no  doubt  think  that  some 
execrable  tyranny  is  being  practised  upon  bim  when  he  finds  his 
haunt  shut  up.  Yet  how  to  explain  matters  to  such  a  person  is 
indeed  a  puzzle. 

MB.  BBUCE  says  that  the  Free  Trade  system  in  cabs  is  a  failure. 
Either  cab-owners  will  not  put  out  a  better  class  of  vehicle,  or  people 
will  not  pay  for  it.  So  we  must  go  on  with  the  present  abomi- 
nations. Look  at  the  cabs  in  Manchester  or  Glasgow — clean,  large, 
comfortable,  and  as  for  the  drivers,  Mr.  Punch  observed  with  great 
pleasure  that  a  Glasgow  Bailie  lined  a  cabman  five  shillings  the 
other  day  only  for  wearing  a  seedy  hat.  There  is  a  new  table  of 
cab  regulations  issued,  but  they  will  be  useless.  However  they 
recognise  the  superiority  of  the  Ansoni  over  the  Growler,  whereat 
there  will  be  unhandsome  growling  by  the  latter. 

To-day  and  later.  Debate  on  the  new  Scheme  for  Re-organising 
the  Army.  There  be  several  sets  of  objectors  to  the  plan.  The 
Dfficers  do  not  like  the  abolition  of  Purchase  (0,  how  dull  folk  in 
hundreds  continue  to  afflict  Mr.  Punch  with  letters  alluding  to  this, 
and  the  Reverend  PCTBCHAS  decision),  and  Army  Reformers  declare 
that  the  proposed  re-organisation  is  valueless.  Sham  economists 
grudge  the  money  for  the  Purchase  of  Purchase.  Mr.  Punch  has 
no  intention  of  reproducing  the  Debate,  but  may  tell  that  one  oppo- 
nent of  the  scheme  urged  that  promotion  by  selection  would  be 
obtained  unfairly,  for  he  knew  of  a  young  officer  who  could  always 
?et  hunting  leave  because  he  daily  presented  his  Colonel's  wife  with 
hothouse  flowers.  MR.  BFXTON  used  a  word  which,  though  perfectly 
justifiable,  will  excite  wrath  among  the  least  wise  of  those  who  love 
to  be  termed  the  Sons  of  Toil.  He  alluded  to  them  as  those  Falsely 
called  the  Working  Classes. 

Tuesday.  The  PREMIER  announced  that  MR.  GOSCIIKX  had  been 
offered  the  post  of  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  in  place  of  MR. 
CHILDEBS,  whose  health  compels  his  retiring.  M*.  GosOHElf  had 
accepted,  and,  said  ME.  GLADSTONE,  "  I  am  glad  of  it."  Well,  this 
is  not  weather  to  be  particularly  glad  in,  as  a  general  rule,  but 


Mr.  Punch  is  not  sorry,  and  his  Cartoon  shows  that  he  sees  no 
reason  why  a  clever  man,  who  will  no  doubt  be  "  at  sea"  for  a  time, 
should  not  learn  to  acquit  himself  efficiently. 

GoscnEtr  was  useful  at  the  Poor  Board, 
Where  he  displayed  both  nous  and  knack : 

He  did  good  service  to  the  Union, 
Now  let  him  serve  the  Union  Jack. 

MB.  STANFELD  is  his  successor  in  taking  care  of  the  Poor,  and  we 
fear  that  he  will  find  he  has  enough  to  do,  and  more.  Does  the 
Member  for  Halifax  know  that  in  the  Beggars'  and  Vagrants' 
Litany  in  old  times  there  was  prayer  to  be  delivered  from  three 
places,  one  of  which  was  Halifax,  which,"  says  Ma,  Rir  (1757), 
is  formidable  from  the  law  thereof." 

Wednesday.  A  Scotch  Game  Bill,  promoted  by  ME.  LOCH,  was 
rejected  by  154  to  85,  but  Government  make  promises  hereauent. 
And  a  Bill  for  Educating  the  Deaf,  Dumb,  and  Blind,  was  with- 
drawn, after  praise  of  its  intention,  blame  of  its  execution. 

The  Wife's  Sister  up  again.  ME.  HAEDY  said  something  which, 
though  he  is  an  eminently  respectable  gentleman,  and  all  that,  Mr. 
Punch  must  slightly  paraphrase  before  producing.  He  would  never 
consent  to  a  Bill  that  should  enable  a  lady  to  step  from  the  grave- 
stone of  her  sister  to  her  husband's  hearthstone.  By  St.  Juno,  the 
epigram  is  neater  so  than  in  tho  original  form.  Isn't  it,  ME.  HABDY  ? 
The  Bill  came  on  again  later,  the  Retrospective  clause  was  affirmed 
by  133  to  98,  and  at  the  end  of  the  week  tie  Bill  passed  the  Com- 
mons without  further  obstruction. 

TJtursday.  Smart  debate  in  the  Lords.  EA  I;L  GSKY  is  much  dis- 
gusted at  the  remission  of  the  sentences  on  those  Fenians.  LORD 
DUFKEKIKT  had  to  defend  it.  But  LORD  CAIKNS  improved  the  situa- 
tion by  bringing  in  an  elaborate  narrative  of  the  crimes  of  the 
Ribbon-men.  LOKD  DERBY  took  a  dismal  view  of  Ireland,  but  he- 
ended  with  this  very  cool  and  neat  allusion  to  the  receptioa  of  the 
Fenians  in  America : — 

"Considering  the  great  courtesy  and  honour  with  which  they  w«»  treated 
b_y  our  own  Government  (/tear,  hear),  I  do  not  think  there  was  anything  uu- 
friendly  in  the  House  of  Representatives  baring  continued  th»t  courtesy  and 
honour  to  them  (hear  and  laughter) .  Aod  in  the  neit  plaice  it  i*  for  that 
assembly,  like  all  other  similar  bodies,  to  judge  what  company  it  chooses  to 
keep,  arid  if  they  will  only  extend  the  same  to  all  thaw  wh»  leave  o«r  gaols, 
they  will  help  us  very  greatly  in  solving  that  difficult  and  perplexing  ques- 
tion, '  What  to  do  with  our  criminals.' " 

I  If  LOED  DERBY  does  not  find  the  rent-roll  in  Lancashire  adequate 
to  his  wishes,  and  would  like  to  make  honourable  addition  to  Ms 
income,  he  will  hear  of  something  to  his  advantage  by  calling  at 
15  Fleet  Street.] 

In  the  Commons  we  were  informed  that  Canada  is  in  a  satis- 
factory state  of  defence,  and  that  on  an  emergency  the  Governor- 
General  would  place  40,000  well-armed  men.  in  the  field  in  a  few 
hours.  Could  the  Horse-Guards  ? 

Army  debate  resumed,  and  a  clever  speech  by  LOHD  ELCHO,  who 
opposes  the  Government  scheme.  He  considers  the  British  Army, 

Hitia,  and  Volunteers  to  be  all  ill-managed,  and  he  has  a  right  to 
be  heard  on  a  subject  on  which  he  has  expended  so  much  energy — 
(which  word  by  the  way  reminds  us  that  in  an  earlier  debate, 
MB.  LOWE,  promising  to  reduce  the  National]  Debt  when  he  brings 
in  his  Budget,  said  that  "  energy  was  not  a  good  thing  in  itself,  but 
only  when  a  good  thing  could  not  be  got  without  it."  Bustling 
cusses  who  are  always  in  a  hurry-bluster  state,  please  copy.) 

SIB  HESTBY  STOEKS  made  a  capital  speech,  and  declared  himself 
strongly  against  the  Purchase  System.  Now,  he  knouts,  he  does. 
He  said  that  officers^  Vested  Interests  were  incessantly  in  the  way 
when  improvement  in  our  system  was  attempted. 

Friday. — MBS.  MARTHA  TOKPEY'S  acquittal  was  discussed  in  the 
Lords,  and  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR  intimated,  of  course  with  due 
decorum,  that  the  jury  did  not  attend  to,  or  did  not  understand  the 
Recorder's  charge.  We  rather  think  the  fact  was  that  Sentiment- 
alism  got  into  the  jury-box.  The  CHANCELLOR  also  made  great  fun 
of  the  case  brought  up  by  ^CITIZEN  TAYLOB  that  evening,  touching 
which  more  anou. 

This  CITIZEN  TAYLOR  had  got  one  of  his  interesting  cases,  a  story 
about  a  woman  who  was  convicted  at  Pershore,  and  who  in  emula- 
tion of  MRS.  TORPEY,  made  great  play  with  a  baby,  and  also 
screamed  in  a  f  urious  manner.  Of  course,  these  arguments  would 
have  been  enough  for  a  Clerkeuwell  jury,  but  country  Magistrates 
are  not  so  "impressionable"  (as  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR  said),  and 
they  discovered  that  the  woman  was  profligate,  and  that  "  her  baby," 
which  had  been  put  out  to  nurse,  had  been  sent  for  to  make  an  effect 
in  Court.  A  gushing  reporter  did  the  rest.  MB.  BRUCE  had  no 
intention  of  interfering. 

An  Education  Debate  in  the  Commons.  ME.  WINTERBOTJI.UL 
expressed  satisfaction  that  it  had  not  been  "venomous,"  but  he  will 
certainly  catch  it  from  sundry,  for  in  speaking  about  teaching  music, 
he  alluded  to  "  those  howling  little  savages,  the  Charity  Children  in 
St.  Paul's."  Good  gracious,  another  of  our  Institutions  menaced ! 
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sn'tita  stock  thins  1<>  say  th:it   .Ifiai.,  or    II 'NI.KI,  or  somebody 

•iintcd  :iwnv  with  ecstag  when  he  first  heard  theee  (  hanty  (  tuldren 

inir'f  Moreover,  Mi:.  \Vi\u  BBOTH£M  FEE  not 

o  oppose  tlic  teaching  good  music,  not  i  SO  down  to  pos- 

,an  n.couth  I.arbai-iMii.  Mi:.  FoiwrmaMerted  that  he  WM 
the  kind,  and  P  J  "'"'H*  that  Bfa.FoMmi 

s  ncith.  r  uncouth  nor  barbarous.  It,  will  be  thought  that  the 
lebate  which  ended  in  the  utter  overthrow  of  an  attempt  to  noil 

w-  lyBtem)  it  not  venomous,  elicited— well— some  little 
Personality.  _———===== 

THE  BLESS  INGS  OF  PEA( 

(Ai  describftl  in  a  Letter  from  a  fashionable  Y;ung  JWy.) 
''  0,  1  <nn  so' ghid  tl»'  dreadful  "VVar  is  over'.     Thosr  ]>oor 

,.],  '      ,,n      l,e:ir!      I,/,;;/*    lor    them!         I     declare    lor    th) 

n(II,tl,s  i  i,;,.  :ble  by  thinking;  of  th«;ir  misery, 

„„!  fai  ;   -  "'•  should  we  do  without  them,  a  they  were 

of  them  predicted.     Why,  I  hayi  '.J;rctt>' 

Minne    all   tin-  winter;   iind   only  think   what  frujhts  our  millmert 
would  make  or  us.  it1  there  were  no  Parii   to  instruct  them  in  the 
•.sliions'     Luckily  lor  inc.  I  hud  'it   me  l,y  balloon 

it  the  beginning  of  the  siege,  and  so  I  've  managed  pretty  well  by 
unking  my  own  dresses.    J'.ut  all  the  -iris  1  know  have  been  looking 
S-Vtember.     And  there  really  is  no  knowing 

what  dreadful  tilings  mi-lit  possibly  have  happened  in  society,  it 
had  not  been  settled.     It  was,  of  con  ly  owing  to 

lal  those  hideous  Ions  ™ats  were  invent  ..Uemcn, 

for loubt  you  thought   it  didn't  matter  how  you  dressed,  while 

veryone  was  thinking  too  much  of  lie   \Vurto  notiee  you.     And 
l  frightful  eham-es  in  costume  these  long  coats  might  have 

led  to! 

"  These  garments  arc  perhaps  more  comfortable  than  picturesque ;  but  they 
•  to  behold,  inasmuch  as  they  are  I  <>(  courage  in 

I  dress  which  leads  M  the  hope  that  a  mighty  revolution  is  at  hand 
nieiicc  to  all  mankind.    A  man  who  is  brave  enough  to 
w;ilk  down  Hcgent  Street  enveloped  in  ;i  wrapper  so  long,  s..  ample,  that  spec- 
re  ob%ed  to  trust  to  his  honour  that  he   I.  neatn  it, 
surely  would  not  be  nfraid  to  discard  the  uncomfortable  hut  wlii.-li  has  so  long 
interim!    with  human  happiness,  and  -wear  in  its  etcad  a  -wideawake  or 
'  billycock.'  " 

Already  shooting-coats  and  hobnail  boots  arc  not  uncommon  in  a 
drawing-room  ;  and  had  the  "War  gone  on,  I  dare  say  wideawakes 
would  have  been  worn  in  Rotten  Row,  and  horrid  Berlin  wooller 
gloves  instead  of  nice  French  kid !  Nor  would  it  have  contented 
you  to  look  hideous  by  daylight,  but  dreadful  novelties  are  darkly 
here  ill  print  foreshadowed  for  London  after  dark  : — 

"A  great  revolution  is  urgently  required  in  what  is  called  '  evening  dress 

for  both  men  nnd  women.     (Some  costume,  perhaps,  will  one  day  be  discovers 

enabling  the  wearer  to  be  independent  of  cabs  and  carriages.    Society  will 

lie  comfortable  until  people  can  walk  to  it." 

Only  see  what  a  misfortune  it  must  be  to  a  fashionable  mind  to  b< 
cutoff  from  all  fashionable  intercourse  with  Paris!  Who  woult 
ever  dream  of  "  walking  to  society."  or  of  feeling  oneself  com- 
fortable," in  a  fifty  guinea  evening  dress  of  M.  WORTH'S  invention  ? 
Vet  this  is  what  this  scribbling  revolutionist  desires  for  us  : — 

"Ladies  ought  to  be  able  to  walk  to  their  balls  and  parties  through  ordcrlj 
streets,  clothed  in  long  wrappers  something  like  those  which  hare  covered  the 
divine  form  of  man  this  winter,  wearing  overshoes,  nnd,  if  need  be,  carrying 
umbrellas  over  their. heads." 

Imagine  me  in  a  long  wrapper,  looking  something  like  a  dressing- 
gown,  trudging  through  the  slushy  struts  at  twelve  o'clock  a 
night,  with  those  nasty-smelling,  sticky  goloshes  on  my  feet,  and  : 
great  big  cotton  umbrella  overhead !  For  economy,  of  course,  woul< 
make  me  always  take  a  cotton  umbrella  to  a  party,  to  say  nothin) 
of  the  chance  there  would  he  of  one's  losing  it  if  it  were  a  silk 
one.  Fancy,  too,  the  footman  coming  up  to  one,  and  saying 
"  Miss,  your  gingham 's  at  the  door!  "  or  announcing  on  the  stair- 
ease  that  "LADY  SWKLI.IXOTON'S  goloshes  and  wrapper  stop  th 

way!"    Fancy,  too- but  1  forbear!    The  picture  is  too  terrible 

Only  some  one  of  yoivr  clever  artists  ought  to  do  it,  just  to  show 
what  horrors  there' might  happen  in  the  fashionable  world  if  Eng 
land  were  debarred  from  copying  French  fashions,  and  adoptee 
what  some  Englishmen  would  call  reforms  in  dr.  ss. 
Meanwhile,  believe  me  your  most  constant- reader  and  admirer, 
Lavender  House,  S  v  i:  \  n  SELTSA  SornoNisBA  SMITH 

Tvttday, 

"The   Joint  High   Commission." 

A  TTS-EFTTL  body  would  be  the  "  High  Joint  Commission,"  whose 
duty  it  should  be  to  visit  cheap  eating-houses  during  the  'season 
and  if  Joints  were  High,  to  condemn  them. 


WHAT  MASTER  M'GRATH  SAID  TO  THE  QUEEN. 


v 


ORD  LUROAN'H  famous  Champion  Irith  Greyhound  has 
lad  the  honour  of  be  ing  presented  to  HER  MAJESTY  at  Windsor.— Court  Journal. 

AH  tliin,  when  was  hound,  anny  time,  anny  wlc 

lie  he  hound  that  hunts  foxes,  or  hound  that  hunts  hare, 

Be  he  Saxon,  Gael,  Cymru,  or  Irish,  like  me, 

•  was  asked  a  Queen's  guest  in  her  palace  to  be  ? 

•Had  his  mate  wid  11 1:1:  -M  u  i:srv— divil  a  leis! 

And  was  kissed  by  Lot  isi:,  my  own  darlin'  Princess! 

.i  Knight  of  the  Gartner,  or  Knight  of  the  Bath, 

Is  the  next  thing  that 's  in  it  for  Matt/ter  M'Grath  ! 

say  that  Cats  may  look  Queens  in  the  face  ; 
Thin  why  wouldn't  hounds  of  the  raal  ould  race  ? 
Sure  it  'r  our  breed  that  coorsed  for  KINO  BRIAN  BOROO, 
Kixo  COKJIAC,  KIM;  UKHMOT,  and  KING  PHILL-A-LOO, 
In  tlie  days  the  Milasian  blood  had  the  land. 
"Whin  a  boy  kept  his  head  wid  the  strinth  of  his  hand, 
And  the  King  and  his  men  took  what  came  in  their  path, 
As  if  subjects  was  hares,  the  King  Masther  M'  (irath. 
But  now  times  is  changed,  and  some  say  for  the  worse, 
And  they  tell  you  Ould  Ireland 's  been  crassed  wid  a  curse. 
But  to  spake  wid  a  Queen  av'  a  hound  might  make  bould, 
I  'd  say,  "  Don't  you  lave  poor  PAT  out  in  the  could : 
Niver  mind  all  thim  editors'  bunkum  and  brags, 
Nor  thim  Fenian  sunbursts,  green  ribbons,  and  flags ; 
You  've  froth  widout  fury,  and  wind  widout  wrath, 
There 's  a  dale  such  in  Ireland— trust  Masther  M'Grath. 
"  You  b'lieve  one  knows  the  plaoe,  from  Lough  Foyle  to  Cape  Clear, 
Let  the  QITEEN  on  the  Green  Isle  look  in  once  ft-year; 
On  the  Rath  Riogh*  at  Tara  the  palace  restore, 
And  in  Erin  sit  crowned,  Erin's  monarch  once  more — 
Let  Saxon  and  Gael  of  their  loyalty  crow, 
But  warmer  than  theirs  Erin's  warm  heart  would  glow, 
And  like  mists  in  the  sun  would  melt  hatred  and  wrath, 
In  the  light  of  your  presence — trust  Masther  JPGram. 
"  In  "Wcstmeath  there '»  Ribbon-men,  Fenians  in  Cark, 
Tipperary  improvers  are  best  home  by  dark : 
There 's  blackguards  who  '11  pay  what  they  've  not  pluck  to  do, 
Who  murder  and  thraison  by  proxy  purshue ; 
But  now  we  have  justice  in  Church  and  in  Land, 
On  thim  spalpeens  let  Law  lay  the  weight  of  her  hand : 

-how  them  her  swoord  is  no  dagger  of  lath, 
They'll  not  play  with  that  edge-tool—trust  Masther  WGrath. 
"  They  may  vow  that  the  Saxon  they  '11  push  from  his  shtool, 
Talk  of  Ireland  for  Irish  and  National  Rule. 
There 's  an  ould  sayin',  '  Every  dog  has  his  day  — 
And  here 's  one  Irish  dog's  gettin'  his,  any  way — 
But  I  doubt  if  the  day  of  the  Saxon  's  gone  by, 
"While  Irishmen  think  '  Irish  needn't  apply.    i 
Let  but  Ireland  once  put  her  bright  brains  to  her  task, 
And  soon  of  the  Saxon  no  favours  she  'd  ask. 
DAVID  wasn't  so  strong  as  GOLIATH  of  Gath— 
Pluck,  and  wits— that's  the  chat !— so  says  Masther  M  Grath. 
•  The  "Fort  Royal,'1  or  inclosurc  within  which  rose  the  palace  of  the 
Kings  of  Leinster,  on  the  Hill  of  Tara. 
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RETRIBUTION. 

"  WHAT 's  THE  MATTER,  MAMMA  ?"        "  TOOTHACHE,  DEAREST."        "ODEAR!    WHAT  TOOTH  is  IT  ?"        "  WISDOM  TOOTH." 
"  WISDOM  TOOTH!    An!  I  SUPPOSE  THAT'S  THE  DREADFUL  TOOTH  THAT  KNOWS  ALL  ABOUT  THE  FRENCH  IRREGULAR  VERBS  I" 


POOR  JOE. 

(Respectfully  Dedicated  to  the  EIGHT  HONOURABLE  JOACHIM  G-SCH-N, 
M.P.,  by  his  friend,  MB.  PUNCH.) 

Am.— "Poo/-  Jack." 

Go,  call  me  a  lubber,  a  swab  all  at  sea, 

Green-hand,  Johnny  Raw,  if  you  like ; 
The  right  sort  of  Board  to  hold  on  to  give  me, 

And  it  ain't  to  a  sailor  I  '11  strike. 
Though  as  Landsman  at  first  with  sea-Lords  I  've  to  fight, 

They  '11  find  their  Board's  head  isn't  Wood  ; 
I  should  like  to  see  DACRES  from  GOSCHEN  take  flight, 

And  to  Halifax  steer, — if  he  could  ! 
Avast !  and  don't  think  me  a  spooney  so  soft 

For  a  squall  at  first  start  to  turn  back ; 
I  've  no  doubt  there 's  a  Providence  looks  ont  aloft 

For  poor  JOE,  as  he  does  for  poor  JACK. 

Constructors,  Controllers,  and  First  Lords,  in  fray 

Over  high  and  low  free-boards  and  sich, 
Have  been  fighting  for  years,  each  to  get  his  own  way, 

And  his  rival  to  leave  in  a  ditch. 
But  with  temper  and  tact  at  the  helm  in  J.  G. 

No  more  tempests  in  tea-cups  shall  grow ; 
Those  who  choose  to  go  straight  shall  go  smoothly  for  me, 

Nor  my  word  find  a  word  and  a  blow. 
Fools  who  brave  the  wind's  eye  in  a  squall  are  caught  oft, 

When  wise  men  make  their  port  by  a  tack ; 
I  know  what  a  head's  worth,  for  going  aloft, 

Though  my  name  may  be  JOE,  and  not  JACK. 

And  when  in  the  wrong — as,  however  I  try 

To  be  right,  I  may  happen  to  be — 
Of  argument  showing  I  m  right  I  '11  fight  shy, 

Nor  strive  to  prove  all  fools  but  me! 


For  opinion's  wide,  and  there 's  room  for  us  all, 

REIDS,  ROBINSONS,  GOSCHENS,  and  more ; 
Why  should  heads  of  an  office  to  loggerheads  fall, 

Sea  or  Land  Lords,  afloat  or  on  shore  ? 
If  I  fail— all 's  a  hazard— my  head 's  not  so  soft 

To  be  ta'en,  e'en  by  ship-wreck,  aback  ; 
So  let 's  stick  to  the  ship,  boys,  whose  flag  flies  aloft— 

Friendship's  ensign — the  Union  JACK. 

Now-a-days  a  First  Lord  should  be,  every  inch, 

Like  a  foot-and-a-half  plated  ship ; 
For  broadside  of  House  nor  of  Press  ought  to  flinch, 

Nor  his  own  judgment's  moorings  let  slip. 
Let  the  newspaper  chaps  be  his  foes  or  his  friends, 

Treat  him  daily  to  soft-soap  or  sting  ; 
Public  int'rest,  the  Service,  must  still  be  his  ends, 

While  he  leaves  town  and  press  to  their  fling. 
Case-hardened  in  time,  though  at  first  ne'er  so  soft, 

He  '11  find  both  his  brow  and  his  back, 
And  he  '11  say,  as  I  say,  "  Crack  your  cheeks,  winds,  aloft, 

You  '11  no  more  fright  poor  JOE  than  poor  JACK  ! ' 


A  Useful  Manual. 

"  MIXING  IN  SOCIETY."  What  does  this  book  teach  ?  How  to  mix 
salad,  how  to  mix  punch,  how  to  mix  summer  beverages,  how  not 
to  mix  wines  ?  If  so,  we  will  buy  the  volume  without  any  needless 
delay,  and  exhaust  the  edition  by  presenting  copies  of  it  to  all  our 
young  friends  just  beginning  life. 


Le  Nom  Ne  Vaut  Rien. 

IN  France  Alsace  and  Lorraine  go  together.  When  there  was  an 
Alsace  in  London,  it  was  a  territory  where  'twas  impossible  there 
could  be  any  Law-reign. 
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AT   SEA! 


CAPTAIN  PUNCH.  "HOLD  ON,  MR.  GOSCHEN !     HOLD  ON,  SIR!     YOU'LL  BE  ALL  RIGHT  WHEN  YOU 'YE  GOT 

YOUR  'SEA.  LEGS'!" 
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MY    HEALTH. 

ON  collecting  the  advice  of  my  friends  on  this  subject,  I  find  it 
convenient  to  classify  their  opinions  thus : — 

1.  To  walk  like  old  boots  every  day  for  three  hours.— Srarso.Vs 

Opinion. 

•_'.  That  I  ought  to  do  gymnartiMi  every  morning  for  an  hour, 
and  go  in  for  a  turn  "with;  the  gloves  for  two  hours  before 
dinner. — Mtii.<  Opinion. 

M.  „:.  Notion  of'  the  gloves  not  bad,  if  I  could  find  a  professor 
who  would  hind  himself  solemnly  not  to  hit  me  on  the  nose.     Some- 
body in  great  suffering  once  exclaimed  "  All  thi^  to  crush  a  worm  ! ' 
"When  one  feels  the  sort  of  muscular  buffer  coming  with  a  deadened 
blow  on  what  the  P.K.  terms  tin-  "smeller,"  BO  that  you  feel  that 
organ  suddenly  spna.l  (as  it  we  rrN  over  your  face,  and  your  eyes 
•i if  violently,  then  one  feels  inclined  to  adopt  the  above,  and 
All  tliis  li.'siiushanosp!" 

IfiMM.  "a  I  lux  Xnliject.  The  punishraentut  the  nose  because  the 
hands  are  fighting,  is  a  specimen  of  uneven-handed  justice  where 
the  innocent  suffers  for  the  guilty. 

3.  To  go  in  for  the  Cold  Water  Cure.— VIDDLK'S  Idea. 

4.  To  get  change  of  scene.     Uun  about  everywhere. — FLUTER'S 

Idea,  accompanied  by  a  practical  suijgeitton  to  the  effect  tkat, 

if  I'll  put/  half  his  expenses,  h'Utrareltcith  me  ant/iohtre. 

Mem.  FLUTKII'S  nut  a  bad  fellow;  and  if  no  one  else  will  g", 

Query,  is  he  worth  it  ?    What '«  the  proverb  say  ?     "  Better  te  IB 

alone  than  to  pay  half  of  another  fellow's  travelling  expenses,"  or 

something  to  that  effect. 

5.  Go  and  stay  with  Gir.vK.u  in  the  North.    He'll  be  delighted 

to  see  you. — RICHARD'S  Opinion. 

RICHARD  is  a  cousin  of  mine,  and  he  thought  I  was  going  to  pro- 
pose coming  to  stop  with  Ann. 

I'arioits  Opinions  (all  nnprofeftional).  Go  in  for  diet. — Cutoff 

lunch.— Get  up  early.— Go  to  bed  early. — Get  up  late.— 

Take  hot  baths  only. — Take  nothing  but  cold  water. — Take 

a  shower-bath  before  dinner. — Never  take  a  shower-hath 

by  any  chance.— Walk  before  breakfast. — Never  walk  before 

breakfast,  but  immediately  after. — G«t  the  morning  air. — 

Morning  air  worst' thing  tor  me  :  death  in  fact. — Never  go 

out  until  2  P.M. — Hunt. — On  no  account  venture  to  hunt. — 

Take  medicine  every  other  day. — Rashest  thing  for  me  to 

take  any  medicine :  play  Old  Gooseberry  with  me. —  Live 

high — Live  low — Walk — lie  down — Run — Jump — Shoot — 

Box — Drive— Sing — Dance — Eat   vegetables — Never  touch 

any  green  meat. — Take  no  pastry. — Take  anything. — Never 

touch  tea  or  coffee. — Never  touch  coffee :  take  tea. — Never 

touch  either. — Take  weak  tea  last  thing  at  night. — Never  at 

night,  but  first  thing  in  the  morning,  &c,,  &c.,  &c. 

I  sit  in  and  consider  the  matter.  I  go  out  and  consider  the  matter. 

I  am  restless.    I  can't  work.    I  feel  depressed.     Coming  events 

begin  to  cast  their  shadows  before  me,  ana,  on  deflexion,  I  feel  sure 

that  I  am  getting  fat. 

Whaf  shisname's  awful  words  haunt  me — "  running  to  fat,"  just 
as  weeds  or  strawberries  spread  out  (awful  simile !)  and  run  to  seed. 
It  won't  bear  thinking  of. 

I  've  a  headache.  It  suddenly  comes  on  at  the  corner  of  Saekville 
Street,  where  my  friend  MULFER  lives.  MuiFER'r'  Odd  it  never 
occurred  to  me  till  this  moment  that  MULFEH  is  the  rising  young 
Practitioner  of  the  day.  I  '11  consult  MULFER.  He  '11  advise  me  as 
a  friend  and  as  a  medical  man ;  or,  seeing  that  I  know  beforehand 
his  advice  will  be  gratis,  the  characters  will  bo  amalgamated,  and 
he  '11  be  my  Medical  Friend. 

1  tell  him  (he 's  delighted  to  see  me  in  hia  little  back  study  with  a 
case  of  the,  brightest  surgical  instruments  on  the  table,  a  picture  of 
Professor  iSomebody  on  the  wall,  and  a  bookcase  full  of  professional 
literature)  that  I  have  not  called  in  professionally  (this  will  remove 
all  delicacy  on  his  part  and  mine  about  a  fee,  and  reduce  the  affair 
to  a  mere  friendly  visit),  but  just  to  see  him,  and  ask  him  how 
he  is. 

Mem.  Not  a  bad  idea  for  getting  an  opinion  from  a  doctor.    Call 
in  and  ask  him  how  he  is.    Hint  for  conversation  with  doctor : — 
Friend.  How  d  Ve  do  ?    How  are  you  Y 
Doctor.  Ah !     How  d  'ye  do  ?    How  are  you  f 
Friend  (seizes  the  opportunity  for  a  "  full  and  particular,"  and 
i/t'tailx  n/l  his  q/mftoms).  How  am  I '(    Ah,  that 'sit,  &c. 
(Here  follow  the  complaints.) 

I  tell  him  how  lam.  I  tell  him  how  I  have  been.  I  tell  him 
how  my  headache  has  just  come  on,  taking  me  at  the  side  of  the 
nose,  going  up  to  the  top  of  my  head,  round  behind  my  ear,  and 
down  again  to  my  jaw,  until  it  seems  to  turn  into  a  toothache. 

I  tell  him  that  I  am  getting  fat.  I  tell  him  that  I  feel  generally 
speaking  "  anyhow." 

"  You  want  a  regular  change,"  says  MCLFER.  "  Go  away  for  six 
months  at  least." 


After  expressing  this  opinion,  he  looks  at  his  watch,  says  In  's 
rather  pressed  for  time,  will  1  excuse  him  '(  rings  a  bell,  then  there's 
a  knock  at  the  front  door,  then  his  mysterious  man  enters  to  ask  "  if 
he  shall  show  LORD  Aunu " 

MULFKU  stops  him  in  the  middle  of  his  indiscretion,  and  tells  him, 
"  Up-stairs." 

"  And  LADY  COURT "  (his  mysterious  man  begins  again). 

Once  more  Mri.FER  (who,  I  see,  attends  the  aristocracy)  stops  him 
quickly,  and  tells  him,  "  back  room,"  then  looks  at  me,  as  much  as 
to  say,  "  You  see  how  busy  I  am." 

1  tin  see  how  busy  he  is.  I  thank  him  very  much,  promise  to 
"  let  him  see  me  again  soon."  He  replies,  "  Do,"  but  not  heartily, 
and  1  show  myself  out  into  the  dark  passage,  and  into  the  arms  of 
the  mysterious  servitor,  who  lets  me  open  the  front  door  for  myself 
i'lcntly  not  worth  half-a-crowns  for  future  interviews,  and 
be  sees  it  with  a  practised  eye;,  while  he  ushers  a  lady  out  or  the 
front  room  iuto  the  sanctum. 

There  are  coroneted  carriages  about  the  door.  MCLFEK  is  getting 
on,  and  1  've  been  taking  up  his  time. 

Mem.  (in  pocket-book).  To  ask  to  dinner  when  I  come 

baek.     At  present,  to  take  his  advice,  and  go  away,  for  change. 
Where? 

I  am  melancholy.  As  I  think  of  going  away  for  change,  I  am 
depressed, 

I  will  go  and  call  on  my  Aunt.  It 's  an  odd  thing  that  whenever 
I 'm  depressed  I  always  t.rl  I  should  like  to  go  and  call  on  my  AUNT 
1 1 1  M;  v  II  EwmmTA  is  her  full  name),  and  I  generally  do. 

!ea  of  calling  on  my  Aunt  when  miserable,  originated  (I  can 
distinctly  trace  it)  in  an  ancient  and  laudable  custom  of  my  boyhood. 
The  occasions  of  greatest  depression  to  me  when  a  boy  were  un- 
donbtedly  the  days  of  my  return  to  school,  and  these  became  to  me 
"  times  of  refreshening,  as  a  lawyer  might  say,  because  I  went  the 
round  of  my  relations  m  London,  and  made  a  collection  to  defray 
the  expenses,  or,  as  it  were,  encourage  the  performance,  of  my  going 
baek  to  school.  I  knew  aa  well  as  a  street  musician  or  a  country 
tramp  the  houses  that  were  good  for  anything,  and  also  could  reckon 
md,  to  a  shilling,  how  much  they  were  good  for. 

My  Aunt  was  uniformly  one  sovereign.  I  visited  her,  beaming, 
at  half- past  eleven,  A.M.  Commencing  my  tour  with  her,  we  were 
delighted  to  see  each  other,  she  made  inquiries  about  my  progress  at 
school,  and  fetched  her  purse  out  of  her  workbox,  I,  meantime, 
delicately  pretending  not  to  know  what  was  going  on.  Then,  after 
stopping  there  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  I  rose  to  leave,  and  she  pressed 
a  sovereign,  into  my  hand,  for  which  I  used  to  thank  her.'  heartily 
and  blusningly,  and  giving  her  a  kiss,(as  a  sort  of  set-off),  bade  her 
good-bye. 

Thus  it  happens  that,  whenever  I  'm  in  as  low  sprits  as  I  used  to 
be  on  going-back.days,  I  always  instinctively  turn  towards  my 
Aunt. 

My  AUHT  HETRT  (or  HENRIETTA)  is  of  sad  temperament,  and 
dresses  (for  no  particular  reason)  something  like  a  Lady  Abbess,  or. 
to  give  a  better  idea  of  her  costume,  as  a  Lady  Abbess  might  be  if 
she  had  a  brougham,  and  was  going  out  shopping  in  Regent  Street. 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  she  says,  after  hearing  my  statement  of  suf- 
fering, "  I  should  say  .that  quiet  and  repose  would  do  all  you.  want 
for  you." 

I  assent. 

"  With,  of  course,  a  thorough  change  of  scenery." 

I  assent  again.  I  fancy  she  contemplates  making  me  a  handsome 
present  (nothing  like  reviving  good  old  customs),  and  paying  my 
expenses  for  a  continental  trip. 

"  Change  of  scene,"  she  continues,  meditatively,  ."  and  Change  of 
people." 

Certainly  ;  quite  my  views  on  the  subject. 

"You  should  have  no  anxiety  or  trouble  for  some  time,  for  in- 
stance," she  goes  on,  myself  assenting  to  every  particular ;  and  so, 

I  think "  (she's  adding  up  what  she's  going  to  "come  down 

with  ")  "  if  you  were  to  come  down "  (ahem  I  the  coming  down 

I 'd  expected  from  her)  "with  me  to  Ramsgate,  you  could  "—in  a 
burst  of  generosity — "  stay  there  for  a  fortnight  or  three  week*," 

I  am  very  much  obliged.  I  accept.  Ramsgate  is  near  Dover, 
Dover  to  Ostend,  and  so  forth.  A  little  diplomacy  will  manage  it. 
Diplomacy  says,  "  Cultivate  your  Aunt."  I  will. 

We  go  to-morrow.  The  party  consists  of  my  Aunt,  her  maid  (a 
nice  young  girl  of  about  fifty-three),  a  small  King  Charles  (retained 
on  the  establishment  for  past  services),  and  a  melancholy  turtle- 
dove in  a  wicker-cage.  Our  united  ages  amount  to but  no  matter ; 

I  foresee  quiet,  rest,  and  irresponsibility. 

On  looking  over  my  Mems  I  find  that  I  had  set  down,  "  Call  on 
MiiiSLEY  about  certain  commissions  in  town."  As  I  shan't  have 
any  time  to  see  him  to-morrow,  it  occurs  to  me,  after  finishing  my 
packing,  that  I  '11  look  him  up  (10'30  P.M.)  to-night.  MINSLEY  has 
something  to  do  with  looking  up  old  records  in  a  State  Paper  Office, 
and  is  generally  considered  a  rising  young  man  of  strict  business 
habits. 

I  find  MINSLEY  at  his  Club.    He  has  dined  late  with  a  friend,  and 
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CONVALESCENCE. 

Oent.  "I  SEE  YOU'VE  GOT  TOUR  HORSE  BACK  AGAIN,  CABBY.     Is  HE  BETTER?" 
Cabby  (whose  Horse  has  been  out  at  Grass).    "  THANK  YE  SIB,  I  THINK  HE  is  KEEPING  BETTER. 
KICKING  AGAIN  THIS  MORNING." 


LEASTWAYS,  HE  COMMENCED  A 


they  are  the  only  persons  in  the  large  dining-room.    I  am  announced, 
and  shown  in.    I  don't  know  the  friend.    They  have  two  decanters 
on  the  table,  one  nearly  empty,  the  other  half  full,  and  some  legal 
looking  papers  are  lying  between  them. 

MINSLEY  and  friend  have  either  had  quite  as  much  as  is  good  for 
them,  or  have  been  both  fast  asleep. 

Both  attempt  to  be  excessively  polite.  The  friend  smiles  and 
bows,  and  evidently  would  rise  if  ne  could  only  move  his  chair  away 
from  the  table. 

MINSLEY  says,  "  Aha !  "  and  looks  at  me  as  if  trying  to  see  me 
through  a  mist. 

I  am  introduced  to  his  friend  (who  tries  to  rise  again,  and  is 
puzzled  by  his  chair),  whose  name  seems  to  be,  as  pronounced  bv 
MINSLEY,  MR.  WEDNESDAY. 

He  says,  "  Let  me  in'duce  Mis'  WENS'DAY,"  and  omits  my  name 
entirely.  MR.  WENSDAY  smiles  blandly,  and  in  waving  his  hand 
(intending,  I  fancy,  to  motion  me  with  the  utmost  politeness  to  a 
seat),  upsets  a  wine-glass.  At  this  they  both  laugh,  though  WENS- 
DAY  appears  to  be  a  little  discomfited,  and  mutters  something  about 

ts  not  being  worth  mentioning."  I  seat  myself,  and  am  about  to 
address  MINSLEY,  when  I  notice  that  he  is  suddenly  dozing  while 
WENSDAY  is  still  bowing  to  me,  and  smiling. 

I  observe  to  MINSLEY  that  if  he 's  too  sleepy  to  attend  to  business 
now,  I  '11  write  to  him,  as  I  shan't  have  time  to  call  before  leavine 
town. 


He  wakes  up  at  the  mention  of  business,  and  replies,  "  Certainly 
'tend.    Go  on."    Then,  by  a  sudden  inspiration,  "  Take  some- 


I  can 


—    <r™       »"-"-  LUVU)    l/jr     «•   0U.UUCU    lim|Ml  U.L1UI1.  J.  O. KG   SOIllC"1 

thing."  Whereupon  WENSDAY,  who  is  helping  himself  to  claret 
(and  pouring  some  on  the  law  papers),  "  begs  pardon,  and  hopes  I  '11 
join  — with  which  he  knocks  over  his  wine-glass,  and  looking 
angrily  round,  as  if  some  one  had  jogged  his  elbow,  says,  "  Wai'r 
wine-glass  to  thisgen'man."  Then  he  smiles  upon  me  as  before. 

Whatever  MINSLEY  is,  there  is  no  doubt  about  it  WENSDAY 's 
very  far  gone. 

I  found  out  afterwards  that  his  name  is  MIDDLEBOROUGH,  but 
that  before  I  came  in  they  'd  been  discussing  something  important 


to  be  done  on  Wednesday,  and  MINSLEY  (so  he  says)  had  somehow 
got  the  word  on  his  lips,  and  really  was  quite  unaware  he  'd  made 
the  mistake. 

Mem.  This  explanation  comes  to  me  by  post,  days  after. 

I  mention  why  I  am  forced  to  go  away.  My  Health.  WENSDAY 
says,  "  By  all  :means ;  in  a  bumper,"  and  is  calling  for  another 
bottle  of  claret  when  I  manage  to  make  him  understand  that  I  am 
not  proposing  a  toast.  More  smiles  from  WENSDAY.  While  this 
passage  is  occurring  between  us,  MINSLEY  goes  beyond  a  doze,  and 
fairly  snores. 

As  it  is  improbable  I  shall  get  him  to  attend  to  any  business  (and 
mine  being  important  and  pecuniary,  requires  a  clear  head),  I  rise 
to  go. 

I  leave  WENSDAY — quite  unable  to  get  away  from  his  chair,  but 
polite  to  the  last — smiling,  bowing,  and  saying  something  indis- 
tinctly, "  Bett'r  stop — fish  it " — (he  means  "  finish  it,"  it  being  the 
bottle) — and  MINSLEY  fast  asleep,  with  his  chin  hiding  his  white  tie. 

Mem.  Not  a  good  time  to  calf  on  MINSLEY  as  a  man  of  business. 
Wonder  what  those  law  papers  were  about  that  they  'd  got  on  the 
table  between  them  ?  Wonder  when  they  got  home,  and  now  ? 


A  Great  Traveller. 

DR.  WATTS  was  evidently  in  the  habit  of  making  pedestrian 
excursions  on  the  Continent,  for  in  one  of  his  noblest  lines,  he 
expressly  says — 

"  Whene'er  I  take  my  walks  Abroad." 


Odd  Notion. 


OUR  ancestors  had  strange  ideas  of  amusement.  For  example,  they 
actually  took  pleasure  in  songs  which  were  composed  in  "  Fits." 

A  PROVERB  FULFILLED.  —  "Every  dog  has  his  day."  Master 
M'Grath's  was  Wednesday,  March  the  First,  when  he  visited 
Windsor  Castle. 
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PICTORIAL  SNOBBERIKS. 

BRITISH  People,  British  People, 

Whom  aristocrats  sun  y, 
Looking  (Inwn,  us  from  a  steeple. 

In  (heir  supercilious  way  ; 

Itt  shop-windows,  .seeing  i>ictir 

There  for  vulgar  |»  ixms  placed, 
They  do,  willi  derisive  strict  in 
Vilify  the  Public's  t.. 

"  See,"  ill, A-  siy,  "  to  in  .I  low  craving, 

Everywhere  m  view  displayed, 
Photographed,  and  in  dngravmir, 

.Nolile  "i 'outh  and  Royal  Maid, 
Represented  as  appearing 

On  demand,  and  form  and  face, 
Showing  oil' before  the  cheering  » 

Plausivc  British  populace. 

Drawn  in  Scotch  costume,  advan 
i  With  the  Daughter  of  the  Crown, 
There's  LORD  LORNK,  the  Coi; 

To  the  footlights,  as  'twere,  down." 
But  such  prints  please  Britain's  N 

Not ;  please  British  snobs  alone  : 
Suited  to  their  admiration^ 

Of  the  Peerage  and  the  Throne. 

A  MAKTYU  TO  I'klNCIPLE. 


\\IIK.N     MR.     RIII;I:UT     II  UMMMKXT,    who    has    been 

imprisoned  in  Norwich  Castle  for  bribery  at  the  Norwich 

larliamentary   election    of   November,    18(J,s,  and  the 

Norwich  Municipal  election    of   November,    ]s«9,   was 

d  the  other  day,  his  friends  escorted  him  in  an 

,  arriage   drawn    by    gray   horses,   with    banners 

drsplayed,   and  two  brass    bands  playing  "  Attld  Lang 

n.^e  Vnt'   lir!lss  bam1'  wc  suppose,  was  in  honour  of 
the  Parliamentary  bribery,  the  other  of  the  municipal 
A  trench  admirer  of  Bntish  institutions,  now  h.  re  Eoi 

Ilie  purpose  of  studying  our  represenratne   >vstem    was 

ZwLetr  »'  lUUl    n'"Ktrkl''1'  "  <-"rst    •***  <!<••  P™<>» 
Di^rce'^ourtr    ^D''~^    Marria^  Ti«   (»   * 


FAINT    PRAISE." 


\'olunle--r  Officer  (Amateur  Baritone,  and  considered  only  second  to  Sfr 
Musical  Oil-  '  Do  YOU  THINK  THE  3Ii:.\  HEAK  ME,  SEEGBANT?"' 

Sergeant  of  the  Guards  (considerately).    "  WE   SHALL  DO   BETTKK.  »Y-A*D-BY 
SIR.     \  OUR  VOICE  REQUIRES  CULTIVATION  !  " 


A  PUNCH  PROPHECY. 

MB.  PUITCH  is  the  original  ZV««  Thnna*.    His  words  are  never 


'•  .Mv  traw  is  my  «in,"  then  TicoacAS  he  said, 

A  gudelv  gift  ye  wad  gie  to  me ! 
I  neither  dought  to  buy  or  >rll, 
At  fair  or  tryst  where  I  might  be. 

"I  dought  neither  speak  to  priest  or  peer 
Nor  ask  of  grace  from  fair  la,; 


umverse^n  the  Itith  of  January, 


.     The  eonvertn 

*• 


"  Prince  Imperial.  My  Papa's  dynasty  is  secure. 

rince  of  Astoria    How  do  you  know  that,  my  dear 

SSaSS 


ar  Louis  > 


THE  TWO  ENDS  OF  A  CANDL1SH. 

Mi.  CASDLISH  would  have  us  pat  down 

Compulsory  Vaccination, 
And  pay  off  the  National  Debt 

By  stern  self-abnegation. 

To  the  stout  M.P.  for  Sunderlaad, 

Mr.  Punch  recommends 
The  proverb  that  warns  'gainst  lighting 

Your  Candliah  at  both  ends. 

To  such  double  lighting  in  this  case, 
The  objection 's  a  specially  strong  one, 

\V  Inn,  if  CAUDLISH  has  one  right  end, 
He  has  also,  as  clearly,  a  wrong  one. 

But  let 's  hope  he 's  as  unlikely 

Vaccination  law  to  upset, 
As  we  fear  he 's  to  coax  the  Nation 

Into  paying  the  National  Debt 


MONMOUTH  AND  SOMERSET. 

MOXMOUTII  has  returned  SOMERSET.  This  announcement  ia  ex- 
plained by  the  following  newspaper  paragraph  :— 

'•THE  REPKESF.NTATIOX  OP  MONMOUTH.  —  Lonu  HENKT  SOUESSBT  was 
elected,  unopposed,  for  Monmouthshire  on  Saturday  morning.  His  Lordship 
mnounced  himself  a  Conservative,  and  denounced  "the  state  of  the  Army  and 

With  regard  to  military  and  naval  affairs,  then,  the  new  Member 
ior  Monmouthshire  is  a  Reformer.  As  such,  if  he  do  the  State  ser- 
vice, Monmouth  will  have  to  be  congratulated  on  not  having  flung  a 

SOMKKSET. 
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AMERICAN  EXETER  HALLS. 

In  these  retrograde  days,  we  catch  eagerly  at  the  slightest  hope 
for  the  future  of  mankind  which  any  piece  of  intelligence  pointing 


thereto  encourages  us  to  cherish, 
tracted  from  the  Musical 
Standard,  is  the  hest  bit 
of  news  in  that  way 
which  has  appeared  for 
some  time : — 

"  We  hear  that  the  Han- 
del and  Haydn  Society  of 
Boston  (United  States)  has 
begun  its  rehearsal  of  the 
music  to  he  performed  at  its 
triennial  festival  in  May,  for 
which  it  has  in  view  engage- 
ments of  several  English 
artists,  including,  we  hear, 
MADAME  LEMMKNS-SHEK- 
RINOTON  and  MK.  SANT- 
LEY." 


The  refining  influence 
of  Music,  and  in  particu- 
lar of  the  sort  or  music 
which,  like  that  of  the 
great  Masters  above- 
named,  especially  affects 
the  sentiments  of  rever- 
ence and  spirituality,  and 
awakens  the  senses  of 
beauty  and  grace,  will, 
it  may  be  hoped,  be 
brought  to  bear  upon  the 
American  character  with 
a  degree  of  advantage. 
Absorbing  devotion  to 
commercial  pursuits  has 
rendered  that  character 
susceptible,  of  some  im- 
provement in  those  re- 
gions of  the  mind  of 
which  the  development 
is  promoted  by  any  im- 
pressions they  are  capable 
of  deriving  from  divine 
harmony.  Should  HAS- 
BEL  and  HAYDN  become 
popular  in  the  United 
States,  hereafter  nobody 
will  have  caase  to  say 
that  the  mission  of  the 
great  American  branch  of 
the  Anglo-Saxon  family 
is  to  vulgarise  creation. 
Cultivated  musical  taste 
in  the  land  of  WASHING- 
TON will  very  likely  in 
time  produce  aComposer; 
and  by-and-by  the  great 
and  glorious  Common- 
wealth of  the  New  World 
may  be  provided  with; a 
finer  National  Anthem 
than  "  Yankee  Doodle." 


The  following  announcement,  ex- 


A    DOMESTIC    TALE    OF    HORROR. 


Timid  Wife. 


THE  AFFAIR-DIAMOND. 

THE  interesting  MRS.  TOHFEY  (who  as  the  Chaplain  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  remarked  in  his  sermon  at  the  Chapel  Royal,  Savoy,  was 
acquitted  by  "a  chicken-hearted  jury  "—rather,  perhaps,  because 

she  made  artistic  use  of 

her  own  "  chick "  in 
arms)  will  doubtless  join 
her  self-exiled  lord,  and 
as  a  contemporary  sug- 
gests, will  amuse  him 
with  "singing  the  praises 
of  English  law."  More 
likely  ner  favourite  song 
to  him  will  be  the  Ger- 
man lied  "Du  hastDia- 
mantenund Perlen."  But 
what  do  the  Strong- 
Minded  women  say  to  tne 
case  ?  Are  they  willing, 
for  the  sake  of  Equal 
Rights,  to  forego  the  de- 
lightful arrangement  by 
which  a  married  lady 
who  does  anything  wrong 
is  supposed  to  have  done 
it  under  marital  coercion  ? 
Or  are  they  so  confident 
in  their  own  strongmind- 
edness  and  strongbodied- 
ness  as  to  despise  the 
idea  that  they  could  be 
"  made  "  to  do  anything  ? 


TABLEAU  I. 
'  HENRY,  DEAR,  HENRY  !     THERE  ARE  THIEVES  IN  THE  HOUSE  ! ' 


Sovereigns  and  Ex- 
Sovereigns. 

THE  Times  very  truly 
remarks,  in  a  leading 
article,  that  it  is  from 
France,  above  all  coun- 
tries, that  the  flight  of 
Sovereigns  has  been  most 
abundant.  Just  so  ;  and 
now  we  expect  to  have 
one  NAPOLEON  added  to 

all  those  Sovereigns.  Let    

us  hope   that  the   loan 

required  by  France  for  the  indemnity  she  has  to  pay  will  not,  on  the 

reverse,  draw  too  many  sovereigns  out  of  England. 

THE  CLOSEST  STUDY. — Any  Study  where  the  windows  haven't 
been  opened  for  the  last  Six  Months. 


TABLEAU  II. 

Voice  from  the  Bedroom.    "HENRY,   DEAR,   HENRY!     I  FORGOT  TO  SAY  THE 
SWEETS  WEKE  COMING  THIS  MORNING." 


RITUALISM     IN 
REBELLION. 

THE  John  Bull  reports 
a  meeting  of  Ritualists, 
lay  and  clerical,  at  which 
it  was  unanimously  re- 
solved to  disobey  the  late 
judgment  of  the  Privy 
Council,  which  forbids 
clergymen  of  .the  Church 
of  England  to  play  at 
Roman  Catholics.  Our 
High  Anglican  contem- 
porary, referring  to  the 
parsons  present,  states 
that  "the  Incumbents 
seemed  prepared  to  re- 
sign their  livings."  Only 
seemed  prepared  to  re- 
sign their  mere  livings  ? 
One  would  think  they 
would  have  been  pre- 
pared to  resign  their 
lives.  "  SIB  JOHN  OLD- 
CASTLE  died  a  martyr," 
and  there  may  be  rever- 
end gentlemen  prepared 
to  follow  his  example ; 
but  seemingly  these  are 
not  the  men.  Although 
Ritualists  advocate  Au- 
ricular Confession,  they 
do  not,  themselves,  seem 
even  prepared  to  be  so 
much  as  what  the  Calen- 
dar calls  Confessors. 


Tower  of  Pisa  stood,  "which,"   he 
house  he  'd  ever  seen." 


"  The  Rye-House  Plot" 

AN  ingenious  student 
replied  in  answer  to  a 
question  on  this  subject, 
that  this  "plot"  was  the 
ground  on  which  the 
explained,  "was  the  wryest 


A  JUMPEH.— IT  is  said  that  a  certain  female  Gymnast  can  j  ump  fifty 
feet  at  one  spring.    This  seems  to  be  beyond  the  bounds  of  possibility. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


Muri'h  1.1. — In  both  houses  announcement  was  made  of  the  con- 
clusion of  (he  lllaek  Sea  Conference,  and  of  (he  result  of  its  discussions.  As 
(In  iv  1ms  already  begun  a  portentous  disturbance  on  the  subject,  and  as  the 
best  nf  Hi,.  French  journals  informs  (lie  world  that  Kugland  has  flung  away 
all  tin'  fruits  of  (lie  ( Yinuan  war :  that  she  has  begun  to  suffer  by  her  Prussian 
policy,  and  by  I.MIMI  <  i  i;  VXVILLE'S  obsequiousness  to  Family  Predilections,  we 
will  set  forth  in  the  most  prosaic  manner  what  LORD  GRAXVILLE,  late  President 
of  the  Conference,  stated  the  conclusions  to  be : — 

1.  The  clauses  of  the  Treaty  of  1856  neutralising  the  Black  Sea  are 
abrogated, 

•2.  The  rest  riet  ions  imposed  by  previously  existing  Treaties  upon  the  PORTE 
in  regard  to  the  closing  of  the  Straits  of  the  Dardanelles  and  l!os- 
phonu  when  the  Porte  is  at  peace  arc  so  far  modified  as  to  admit  of 
her  opening  them,  even  in  time  of  peace,  to  the  ships  of  war  of 
friendly  and  allied  Powers,  in  case  the  Porte  should  deem  it  necessary. 

'!.  The  European  Commission  of  (lie  Danube  is  prolonged  for  Twelve  Years. 

4.  Continual  neutrality  of  the  works  already  created,  or  to  be  created,  by 
the  Commission. 

"».  Right  of  the  Porte  to  send  war-ships  into  the  Danube. 

So  much  for  the  new  arrangements.  Then,  by  way  of  postscript  to  the 
famous  Cirenlar  of  the  Russian  Minister,  declaring  that  the  Czar  would  no 
longer  bo  bound  by  the  Treaty,  the  Kepi '  has  had  to  sign 

tin's  : — 

"  It   IS   AN*    KsSKXTIAL   PHINf  I  I'l.i:  OK  THE  LAW  OF  NATIONS  THAT  NO   POWER 

r\x    i.ii!i:i;\  1 1:    ITSELF    FROM  THE    i  M;  \i,  I:M  i  \  i^  of  A  TREATr,  NOR 

UDliirv  TIII;  STIITI.UIONS   ni|.:i;i:,,r,   umxta    "nil    TIM:   COHffl 

THi:  CONTRACTING  PoW  i:i;s,  |iv  'IKAXS  OF  AN  AMICABLE  ARKAMiKM  r.XT." 

Commending  all  which  to  his  beloved  Public  for  calm  consideration  when  (lie 
present  Festivities  shall  be  o\  er  (of  a  truth  Mi.  Pinirh'x  Loyalty  has  had  to 
take  the  form  of  so  many  toasts  to  the  happiness  of  The  Couple,  that  he  is 
slightly  indisposed  to  political  dissertation',  Mr.  1'iuu'h  is  happy  to  say  that  in 
Parliament,  in  tin-  Press,  and  everywhere  elsewhere  a  row  can  lie  kicked  up 
on  the  proceedings  of  the  Conference,  up-kicked  will  that  row  be.  But  for 
the  hour  let  us  celebrate,  the  joyous  Treaty  between  the  Houses  of  Brunswick 
and  of  Campbell. 

In  this     what  shall  we  call  it?-  Rubicund  (that's  a  good  word,  and  totally 
inapplicable]   Spirit,  1<  t  (IB  briefly  dispose  of  (he  Parliamentary  utterano 
(he  past   \yeek.     They  have    imt    been  unimportant,   but,   like  all  really  im- 
portant things,  tin  y  may  be  di  scribed  in  a  few  words. 

For  instance,  the  Pillar  Letter    l!o\es   arc  not  (o  be   made  big:,  (o  receive 

VOL.   I,X.  If 


jpers,  book  As  it   is,  (lie  slits  are  too 

wide,  and  n«i  .^  but  Mi.  Punc/i  beholds  some 

.in hilly  niminiii1-'  a  IP  wM,.ip>  r  into  (In-  pillar,  and 
accomplishing  bis  purposi -by  dint  nf  hard  sho\  ing  and 
prods  with  a  stiek  or  iiniluvlla.  Mi.  ]'n,,,-h  calmly 
watches  the  pi'oci  -s,  and  as 

has  dese.-ndi'd,  lie  swr.-tly  informs  the  post,  r  (hut  (he 
paper  will  not  b,.  delivered.  The  usual  repljr  is  "  Whu 
(lie  party  wisely  remembering  that  it  is  his  <>\ 
b«r  employer  s  businew.  ii"t  hisi.r  hem.  l!ut  Mr.  /'/<„<•/, 
is  siiiiietimes  a^k,  d,  "  Why  didn't  rer  lay  BO  I"  for, •';' 
To  which,  if  the  querist,  lie  much  smaller  than  Mr. 
l'i/iir/i,  hp.  answers,  "Can't  you  ivad  tin  notice,  jrou 
sump-thing  or  something  ':" 

'Hi''  Lords  have   passed    tin     I .,  i-t  loiciry  I'.ill — that  for 

rrviMitL'  tin  Prayer-Boole  list  of  Les^ms.      An   i: 
ing  theological  di  bate  arose  to-night,  ami  Louu  C,HK\ 
;   ,.,|   HIP'   Athan;. 

t   a  barbarous   age.     He   iK'Vi  r    heard   it  without 
horror.     I.IPI:I>  lfi:u  '<  n\\ir,  on  the  other  hand,  b 
t  hat  it  was  a  source  of  comfort  to  t  • 

would  seem  to  be  somewhat  easily,  not  to  say  oddly, 
comforted. 

There  was  an  Army  Scheme  debate  to-night,  and  on 

h'T  ni.L-hts,  and  the  most  convenient  course  Mr.  /'////<•// 
can  ado],t  is  to  say  that  Mr:,  (ii.v  n-rux1:  tried  to  abbre- 
\ia(e  the  discussion,  but.  that  Honourable  M 
would  say  their  sav,  and  that  the  end  did  not  come  until 
/•'rfi/nif  night.  The  Purchase  (Jni  stion  was  the  great 
sulyect  of  battle,  becm  of  all  sorts 

and  sizes  are  at  stake;  but  on  the  other  hand  it  was 
iy  to  get  this  part  o!  the  question  out  of  the  way, 
because  the  Government  declare  that  nothing  can  be 
done  in  the  way  of  real  .Keform  until,  as  the  Times 
succinctly  puts  it,  "  the  Army  shall  be  taken  out  of 
Pawn."  Its  gallant  Uncles  ore  its  oili< 

Mil.  Cu:nH  i.i.i.  explained,  on  a  later  night,  that  he 
had  asked  for  only  such  legislation  as  was  wanted,  that 
organisation  was  a  matter  of  detail,  which  demanded 
general  authorisation,  not  special  enactment ;  that  none 
of  the  useful  suggestions  of  any  speaker  had  been  over- 
looked and  that  the  (Scheme  would  bo  found,  when 
worked  out,  to  be  all  that  was  required  by  the  nation. 
"  Ib  couldn't  speak  Pharaoh,"  as  THOMAS  HOOD  wrote, 
but  we  shall  see,  we  shall  see,  we  shall  see — to  dismiss  the 
matter  in  true  Philistine  stylo.  MR.  DISRAELI  spoke, 
-a\ .  the  Government  credit  for  the  best  intentions,  and 
\iitiially  eoiieeded  the  Purchase  Question,  so  that  there 
was  not  much  forMit.  GLADSTONE  to  say  in  reply,  COLONEL 
Loru-LrNDSAY's  amendment  was  negatived,  and  the 
Army  Bill  was  read  a  Second  Time  amid  loud  Liberal 
cheers.  They  may,  perhaps,  not  be  quite  so  loud  after 
some  of  the  divisions  in  the  Future. 

7'ni'Ktlay.  The  friends  of  Convocation,  if  it  has  any, 
may  as  well  be  informed  that  the  Lords  struck  out  of  the 
Lectionary  Bill  the  recognition  of  the  clerical  Parliament. 

Mi:.  Sr  \\SKIELTJ,  the  new  President  of  the  Poor  Law 
Board,  having  been  re-elected  for  Halifax,  without 
opposition,  took  his  seat  amid  cheers  from  both  sides. 
Liking  him.  Mr.  Punch  (who  like  TIH:MISTOCLES,  has  a 
talent  for  helping  his  friends)  makes  record  of  a  fact 
which  in  the  case  of  anybody  he  didn't  care  about  he 
should  have  left  unnoticed.  Frankness  is  Mr,  Punch's 
fnrte.  His  contemporaries  puff  their  friends  just  as  nobly, 
but  do  not  state  the  reason  for  their  advertisements. 

There  is  a  fine  zoological  collection  at  the  India  Office 
Museum,  but  it  is  not  of  the  least  use,  being  "  boxed  up." 
MR.  GRANT  DUFF  said  something  about  its  being  "  partly 
accessible"  to  the  scientific  world.but  there  was  certainly 
no  pr«rimf  acccssil  in  the  case  of  DR.  SCLATER,  the  in- 
valuable secretary  to  the  Xoological  Society.  _  That 
gentleman  wanted  to  solve  a  problem  in  Natural  History, 
by  research  at  the  Indian  Museum,  bxit  was  told  that 
everything  was  packed  away  in  boxes.  Why  not  g_ive 
the  collection,  en  bloc,  to  DR.  pSctATER,  for  the  Zoological 
Museum.  It  is  idiotic  to  hoard  it  up;  as  covetous  old 
ladies  hoard  scraps  and  fragments,  until  the  moths  eat 
them. 

MR.  LAMBERT  generously  proposed  to  raise  the  salaries 
of  Government  officials,  but  as  he  did  not  offer  to  do  it 
at  his  own  expense,  the  proposal  was  politely  declined 
by  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  out  of  which  the 
money  was  to  come. 

The  Postmaster  General  revises  sundry  postal  charges, 
redui  i  s  the  price  of  money-orders  for  very  small  amounts 
—  raises  the  price  of  those  for  larger  amounts — satisfies 
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the  Small  Parcels  people,  whose  miscellanies  arc  again 
to  be  carried  by  post — forbids  Postmasters  to  buy  postage 
stamps  from  the  public  (this  is  because  letters  with 
stamps  in  them  are  a  good  deal  stolen)  and  receives  com- 

Elimi  nts  from  the  House.  He  deserves  most  of  them 
ut  he  is  wrong  on  a  detail.  Sums  "under"  ten 
shillings,  for  instance,  are  to  go  by  money  order  foi 
a  penny.  It  should  be  "not  exceeding."  The  nexi 
price  is  two  pence.  So,  if  people  wish  to  manifest  their 
sense  of  indignation  at  the  absurd  limit,  they  can  take 
an  order  for  nine  and  elevenpence,  and  put  up  a  penny 
stamp  with  it,  for  the  receiver.  MK.  MONSELL  will  not 
be  angry. 

The  Irades  Union  Bill  was  read  a  Second  Time.  It  is 
generally  approved  in  the  House  and  by  the  public 
but  the  Unions  complain  of  the  clause  which  [forbids 
"molestation"  and  picketing,"  without  which  they 
say  they  cannot  make  a  Strike  complete.  Precisely  so — 
and  hence  the  Bill  will  be  passed  in  the  present  form,  as 
prayed  by  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  at  Sheffield,  where 
people  know  something  about  intimidation. 

H'rilneiday. — A  Railway  Debate,  and  a  complete 
exposure,  by  SIR  H.  SELWIN-IBBETSON,  of  the  reckless 
and  shabby  system  on  which  some  of  our  lines  are 
managed.  Of  course,  the  usual  answer  was  made, 
"  Directors  always  ready  to  improve,"  "  Suggestions  not 
practical,"  "  Very  few  people  killed,  considering  how 
many  travel,"  "  Surely  directors  must  know  their  own 
business,"  &c.,  &c.  The  clock,  more  punctual  than  most 
trains,  brought  the  matter  to  an  end. 

Thursday, — The  University  Tests  Bill  was  read  a 
Second  Time,  in  the  Lords,  without  opposition.  "  AYhat 
wilt  thou  do,  renowned  SALISBURY ?"  "You'll  see,  in 
Committee,  renowned  Punch,"  replied  the  Marquis. 

In  the  Commons,  there  were  no  fewer  than  five  divi- 
sions, at  the  end  of  the  Army  debate,  on  the  question  of 
adjournment,  and  of  course,  as  this  might  have  gone  on 
until  now,  Government  submitted. 

Friday. — Bless  us,  haven't  we  told  you  above — how 
many  times  is  Mr.  Punch  to — 0,  ah !  Well,  there  was 
a  slight  row  between  ME.  C.  BENTINCK,  who  complained 
that  MB.  A.  PEEL,  a  member  of  the  Government,  had 
made  noises  at  him  and  ME.  BENTINCK  begged  ME. 
GLADSTONE  to  keep  his  colleagues  in  better  order.  MB. 
PEEL  said  that  he  had  made  no  improper  noises,  but  that 
he  had  certainly  signified  disapproval  when  ME.  BEN- 
TINCK charged  the  PBEMIER  with  want  of  principle.  The 
House  expressed  its  approbation  of  this  explanation,  and 
ME.  GLADSTONE  was  satisfied  with  an  explanation  by 
ME.  BENTINCK,  and  all  became  serene. 

ME.  NEWDEGATE,  made  a  speech  about  Catholic  con- 
vents, and  wanted 

But  we  say.  Does  any  body  want  to  hear  about  that 
at  a  time  like  this  ?  We  trow  not.  What  ho !  The 
Flowing  Bowl.  Health  and  Happiness  to  HER  ROTAL 
HIGHNESS  the  PRINCESS  LOUISE,  and  to  her  Lord. 
Here  we  all  are.  Hooray ! 


ILLUSTRATIVE  IDEAS. 
(Respectfully  Intcrtbed  to  MR.  MATTHEW  ARNOLD.) 

SWEETNESS  and  light  MARIA  JONES 

Together  doth  comprise ; 
There 's  sweetness  in  MARIA'S  tones — 

Light  in  MARIA'S  eyes. 

In  sugar-candy,  too,  -we  see 

Those  qualities  unite ; 
Because  that  sweetmeat  is,  as  she, 

At  once  both  sweet  and  bright. 


Pax! 

PEACE  is  assured.    There   is  no   necessity  for   any 

ormal  ratification  of  the  Treaty.    It  would  be  an  idle 

ormahty.    The  diplomatists  may  spare  themselves  all 

turther   trouble.      We  have    the  pleasure  of  drawing 

attention  to  what  has  been  rightly  called  "  a  first  result 

ot  peace,     and  of  (tying  wider  publicity  to  the   most 

sonvincing  proof  of  the  return   of  a  happier  state  of 

ungs,— COOK  s  excursions  to  Paris  have  re-commenced. 

THE  PUBCHAS  JUDGMENT— which  the  High  Church 
party  brought  on  themselves  by  their  want  of  judgment. 


THE  BURDENS  OF  FASHION." 

AVlIAT  WE   MUST  COMB  TO   BEFORE  LONG  ! 


NATIONAL  DEBT  TILL  DOMESDAY. 

(Appeal  of  a  Briiish\Tax-pa.yer  to  the  REV.  DE.  CUMMING.) 

WHY,  DE.  GUMMING,  with  increased  severity, 
Should  we  be  taxed  for  the  gain  of  Posterity  ? 
Taxed  for  the  purpose  of  paying  the  National 
Debt  off— proposal  of  persons  irrational. 

As  for  Posterity,  will  there  be  any  fit 

By  our  taxation  hereafter  to  benefit  ? 

At  our  expense  aught  advantaged  how  can  it  bel? 

Ere  it  could  possibly,  where  will  this  planet  be  ? 

Should  not  the  world's  end  have,  Doctor  prophetical, 
Come  four  years  since,  but  for  slight  exegetical 
Error  ;  and  may  we  not  shortly  anticipate 
That  day  which  all  things  is  destined  to  dissipate  ? 

But  if  in  prophecy  you  're  altogether  out, 

And  our  Earth  yet  has  a  long  time  to  weather  out, 

We  shall  in  no  respect  any  the  better  be 

To  us  of  thanks  if  Posterity  debtor  be. 

My  children's  children,  suppose  I  had  got  any, 
(Being  no  Croesus,  I  'in  glad  I  have  not  any) 
Debt,  from  my  own  predecessor  inherited, 
Nohow  that  I  shouldT  redeem  would  have  merited. 

Much  less  will  children  of  children  of  other  men — 
Deeply  and  dearly  as  I  love  my  brother  men, 
For  those  grand-nephews  and  nieces  that  are  to  be, 
Taxed  ere  they  're  born  is  what  I  do  not  care  to  be. 

GUMMING,  whatever  we  think  of  futurity, 
Present  taxation 's  a  plague,  of  a  surety. 
Even  supposed  we  this  globe's  perpetuity, 
Paying  the  National  Debt  were  fatuity. 
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REAL    IRISH    GRIEVANCE. 

Irish  Model  (requested  to  put  on  rather  a  (i;i«t>iJ,tlf<l  costume).  "  THE  BUSSED  SAINTS  DIRICT  ME  INTO  THIS  COAT,  SOB  !  " 


PAPAL 

A  TELEGRAM  itom 


INCORRUPTIBILITY. 

announces  the  notable  fact  that  :  — 


"The  POI-E  has  refused  his  consent  to  the  Prussian  proposal  of  separating 
the  diocese  of  Alsace  and  Lorraine  from  the  sees  of  France." 

A  worldly  Pope  in  the  place  of  his  Holiness  would  have  acceded 
to  that  proposal  in  order  to  curry  favour  with  the  Emperor  of 
Germany.  But  even  though  KAISER  WILHELM  should  ofl'er  to  dis- 
unite Home  from  Italy,  and  replace  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  on  his 
temporal  throne  if  ho  would  consent  to  separate  Alsace  and  Lorraine 
from  the  French  sees,  no  doubt  tlir  reply  of  Pio  Noxo  would  still  be 
Non  passman*.  And  perhaps  ANTONELLI  would  advise  him  to 
persist  in  saying  so. 


A  SEVERE  STATE  SURGEON. 

THE  principle  on  which,  last  year,  MR.  ROBERT  LOWE  professed 
to  construct  his  Budget,  was  that  of  making  everybody  a  little  un- 
comfortable. It  is  to  be  feared  that  his  forthcoming  financial 
arrangement  will  be  based  on  the  same  principle,  with  the  aggrava- 
tion of  being  made  very  uncomfortable  to  everybody.  The  CHAN- 
CELLOR OF  THE  EXCHEQUEB  is  a  State  Surgeon,  who  does  not  put 
the  patients  on  whom  he  operates  under  chloroform.  His  practice 
is  uiiirsthetic  in  the  opposite  way,  directed,  when  he  reduces  taxa- 
tion, so  to  reduce  it  that  they  whose  burdens  are  lightened  by  the 
reduction  shall  not  feel  it.  But  who  will  thank  you,  ROBERT,  for 
the  relief  of  which  you  take  care  that  nobody  shall  'be  sensible  ? 


Another  New  Title. 

"  DAYBREAK  in  Spain."  Why  select  this  particular  period  of  the 
day  as  the  subject  of  a  book  ?  and  why,  further,  go  to  Spain  for  a 
voluminous  description  of  it  ?  Is  the  early  morn  more  striking  in 
that  country  than  in  Italy,  or  the  Tropics,  or  on  Mont  Blanc,  or 
Netting  Hill  ? 


EXCEPTIONAL  SON-IN-LAW. 

HAPPY  the  man  who,  when  he  takes  a  bride, 
Espouses  her  alone,  and  none  beside  : 
And  doth  not  find,  as  many  husbands  do, 
That  he  has  married  her  relations,  too. 

Let  him  that  needs  must  wed  select  a  wife 
Whose  parents,  both,  departed  have  this  life. 
Her  sole  regard  that  he  may  comprehend. 
And  prove  the  else  friendless  orphan's  only  friend. 

What  mortal  ever  yet  the  husband  saw 
Blest  in  the  Mother  he  acquired  by  law  ? 
Exceptions  to  all  rules  in  time  are  born — 
Long  live  thy  Mother-in-law,  LOKD  OF  LOBNE  ! 


SAD  OCCURRENCE. 

MB.  PUNCH, — I  am  sure  you  have  a  great  respect  for  age.  I  am 
sure  you  would  wish  the  old  to  enjoy  their  well-earnea  rest  and 
repose  in  unmolested  tranquillity,  to  take  their  nap  and  their  doze 
and  their  sleep  without  any  disturbance  or  interruption  ;  to  be 
allowed  even  to  be  stertorous  without  question  or  remonstrance.  I 
feel  a  moral  certainty,  therefore,  that  you  will  share  my  indignation, 
when  you  hear  that  in  my  neighbourhood  we  have  lately  witnessed 
the  public  scandal  of  a  sale  by  open  Auction  of  no  less  than 
"three  thousand  old  sleepers."  Poor  dears!  But  I  cannot  trust 
myself  to  write  further.  I  can  only  invoke  your  powerful  aid  to 
prevent  the  recurrence  of  such  an  outrage  on  all  the  best  feelings 
of  our  Ascidion  Nature. 

A  MAS  WITH  Two  GKANDMOTHEKS,  AND  A  GEEAT  AUNT. 


Cool  Spot,  E.C. 

THE  best  place  in  the  City  for  Summary  proceedings  is  of  course 
the  Vintry  Ward. 
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EVENINGS    FROM    HOME. 


OYALTY  THEATRE. — 

Passing  through 
"  The  Elegantly 
Appointed  Sa- 
-  loons"  (n'(/c  New 
lloyalty  playbill — 
no,  we  beg  pardon, 
' '  Programme  ")  we 
find  ourselves  in 
the  Auditorium, 
where  the  prices 
range  from  six- 
pence to  two  gui- 
m  ;is,  and  all  is 
velvet,  lace,  young 
women  in  waiting, 
I!  i: M  MEL'S  per- 
fumed programmes 
(with  advertise- 
ments of  lime-j  nice, 
glycerine,  and 
"  photochromo  "), 
apples,  oranges, 
ginger-beer  (as 
"  \eefar  for  (lie 
Gods  "),  and"  Ite- 
freshmenta  of  the 
finest  quality"  for 
those  who  are  in- 
clined to  take  advantage  oi  the  minutes  allowed  between  the  Acts. 

TIME  8'30.— Piece,  "An  Original  Comedy  in  Three  Acts,  entitled— 
BEHIND  A  MASK." 

Our  Scene,  before  the  Curtain  ;  the  Auditorium  generally,  Stalls  in 
particular.  On  the  Stage  the  Scene  of  Act  I.  is  supposed  to 
represent  "  Jiehind  the  Scenes  of  the  T.R.  Pevensey-super- 
Mare." 

Young  Gentleman  enters  Stalk  late,  joins  his  party.    Greetings.   He 

settles  down  after  the  usual  difficulties  with  his  hat. 
Elderly   Gentleman,   with  Young  Lady,   enters  elegantly-appointed 
Saloon.    Elegantly-appointed  Female  Attendant  appears  from 
another  elegantly-appointed  Saloon  somewhere. 
Elegantly-appointed   Syren    (courteously  suggesting).    The  lady 

would  bike  to  leave  her  cloak 

[Young  Lady  hesitates,  not  being  sure  what  is  the  correct  thinq 

to  do. 

Elderly  Gentleman  (probably  Uncle).  No — no,  never  mind. 
[Foresees  saving  sixpence.    He  proceeds,  ticket  in  hand,  with  an 

undaunted  air. 

Elegantly-appointed  Male  Box-keeper  (suddenly  appearing  from 
behind  some  elegantly-appointed  curtains,  and  addressing  Elderly 
Gentleman  authoritatively),  Leave  your  coat  and  'at,  Sir  ? 

Elderly  Gentleman,  (who  would  sooner  die  than  yield  these  articles, 
sternly).  JSo,  I  11— urn— I'll  (as  if  giving  expression  to  a  brilliant 
idea)— I  '11  take  'em  with  me. 

[Flatters  himself  on  having  "shut  up"  the  elegantly  appointed 
one,  and  on  having  again  saved  sixpence.  Shows  ticket 
defiantly,  while  Young  Lady  is  half  afraid  that  in  conse- 
quence of  her  Uncle's  abrupt  manner,  he'll  be  refused  ad- 
mittance out  of  spite.  They  are,  however,  handed  over  to  the 
care  of  another  elegantly-appointed  Syren,  dressed  some- 
what in  the  style  of  the  pert  lady's  maid  only  seen  in  farces, 
who  shows  them  into  the  Stalls. 

Niece  (thoughtfully).  We  shall  want  a 

Syrtn  (sweetly).  Programme  Y    (Hands  one.) 
Uncle   (pretending  not  to  notice  this— another  sixpence  saved). 
mere  are  our  Starts  r>     (They  are  pointed  out  to  him.     He  begins  to 
feel  hot.     Wtshes  he  'd  left  his  coat.     Stoops  to  put  his  hat  under  the 
seat.     Comes  up  again  purple  with  the  exertion.)    Very  awkward 
-—(kicks  li>s  hat,  ,,,,,1  ,//,-<>s  again.     Reappears  very  much 
exhausted,  after  staving  in  one  side  of  his  hat.     Wishes  he  'd  left  it, 
with  his  coat.) 

Friend  behind  him  (recognising  him).  Hallo  1    You  here ! 
Uncle  (puffing,  and  unable  to  deny  the  fact).  Yes.  (Apologetically) 
I  've  brought  my  niece.    Let  me  introduce—- 

[Introduces  Friend  at  back  to  Niece  at  his  side.     Niece  inclines 
her  head  at  an  acute  angle,  and  sees  as  much  of  her  Uncle's 
•a  as  she  can  conveniently  take  in  with  her  left  eye. 

tn     T./ltB     fttMit'ftf-intn        -f..j:1tt      -fit  ,.4       I..*-     ...  T.   *J  _      J  •        /         7    •     1       i 


er   e      eve. 

Uncle,  m  this  operation,  feels  that  his  white  tie  (which  he 
t  and  can  t  pin  without  using  lad  language)  has  irriri- 
>•>«<>«!•  KM  wish  that  Friend  was  sitting  ilt  f,;Jnt 


instead  of  behind.     Original  Comedy  has  in  the  meantime 
progressed. 

Intricate  and  complicated  pint  of  Act  I.    Miss  JOSEPHINE  BELLING- 
M  \M — pretty  name  by  the  way — elopes  with  ALGKUXOX  I'KRCIVAL, 
— another  rcry  pretty  name. — in  order  to  become  5Ii;s.  A  M.KRNON 
I'LKCIVAI,,  orMus.  PKKCJVAL,  as  /lie  case  may  be.     That's  all. 
Louni/er  (einniiiij  in  late  and  joining  Party  in  Stalls).  What 's  this  ? 
His  Friend  (briefly).  First  Act. 

Lounger.  Ah!  (looks  about).  Anything  been  done,  eh  P 
His  Friend  (much  interested  in  the  piece).  No,  nothing  particular. 
Joe  Attwood  (a  prompter,   capitally  made  up  and  very  carefully 
played  by  MB.  FLOCKTON).  Yes,  Governor  (to  MR.  BELLINGHAH,  the 


manager),  our  JOEY  (meaning  Miss  Jos.  BELLUTGHAH)  is,  &e.,  &c. 

Man  (who  knows  HHHeMnglabout  theatricals,  in  Stalt^    Wlm+  'c 
the  prompter  supposed  to  be  doing  ? 


What 's 


Amateur  Friend.  Don't  know.  (Brilliantly)  Prompting,  I  sup- 
pose. Doesn't  seem  like  it,  though. 

Lady  Vaguely  (in  Private  Box  to  the  HONOUEADLE  C'n  UJT.FS,  her 
friend,  in  attendance.).  It  reminds  me  of— dear  me — what's  that 


himself)— not  "  Still  Waters,"— no—  [They  both  think  it  over. 

Deeply-interested  Swell  (in  another  Prira/e  Jio.r,  leaning  with  his 
baek  towards  the  Stage).  I  say,  old  boy — (to  dinner  companion) — 
what  a  bore  it  is  not  being  able  to  smoke  at  a  theatre. 

Second  Swell  (nlsn  </ee/>///  interested).  Ya-as.  (Yawns.)  S'pose  wo 
go  to  Alhambra  ?  Deuced  good  band  there,  first-rate.  'Pomysoul 
(he  means  to  say  '"1'on  my  soul"),  best  place  for  evening — in  a  box, 
of  course. 

First  Swell.  Ya-as. 

Enter  on  Stage  CAPTAIN  CHIFNEY  CHALLONEH,  well  played  by 

MR.  0.  SUMMERS,  and  excellently  "  made  up." 
Lady  Vaguely  (suddenly) .  0,  I  know — (taps  HON.  CHAKT.KS  with 
her  fan) —     The  First  Night  " — that  was  the  name  of  the  piece. 
Hon.  Charles.  Yes :  of  course,  behind  the  scenes. 
Second  Swell  (condescending  to  attend  for  a  few  minutes).  That 
fellow 's  not  so  bad,  is  he  ?    He 's  dressed  deuced  well. 

[He  alludes  to  MR.  BISHOP,  who  is  an  admirable  exponent  of  the 
HON.  TIM  WHIFFLER.    MR.  BISHOP  is  certainly  one  of  the 
best  (and  we  have  very  few)  "  Young  Men  "  on  the  Stage. 
Captain  Chifney  (on  Stage,  speaking  in  a  deep  roice).  Aw — ya-as 
— doosid  good — haw — haw. 

Critical  Habitue  (in  Stalls).  Rather  like  BANCROFT  in  Ours. 
Lady  Habitue.  Yes :  but  it's  the  same  sort  of  character. 
Josephine  (on  Stage,  to  her  parent  in  a  plum-coloured  coat).  Kiss 
me,  father— kiss  me — say  that  you — (He,  kisses  her.  Recollection 
of  Scene  in  "  David  Copperfield,"  where  EMILY,  on  the  night  of  her 
intended  elopement  with  STEEEFOETH,  asks  PEGOTTY  to  kiss  her,  and 
pardon  her  if  she  has  ever  caused  him  any  sorrow,  $c.,  fyc. — Ahem  ! 
— JOSEPHINE  continuing).  Kiss  me,  father — (he  docs  so,  she  clings  to 
him)— say  that  you — that  you — (Her  father  twinkles  his  eyes,  purses 
up  his  mouth,  smacks  his  lips,  somewhat  after  the  manner  of  the  late 
ME.  HARLEY  or  the  present  MR.  COMPTON)— that  you—  (Struggles 
with  her  feelings,  whatever  they  may  be,  still  guided  by  LITTLE 
EM'LY)— That  you— booh-hoo-hoo ! 

[Her  feelings  being  too  much  for  her,  she  gives  way,  and  is  led 

off  by  an  elderly  matron. 
Amateur  in  Stall.  MR.  ALGERNON  PEECIVAL  will  have  a  pleasant 
elopement,  if  that 's  how  she 's  going  on. 

progresses.  MR.  BELLINGHAM  (Pcggotty)  receives  a  note  from 
JOSEPHINE  (Emily)  to  say  she 's  gone.  JOE  (Ham)  reads  it  to 
him.  End  of  Act. 

Niece  (to  Uncle,  in  Stalls,  answering  friend  behind).  Yes,  it's — 
it 's  pretty. 

Friend  behind.  Your  Uncle  seems  greatly  interested. 
Niece.  Yes,  I  must  wake  him ;  he  always  sleeps  at  a  theatre. 
[Wakes  her  Uncle,  who  blinks  for  a  few  seconds  and  then  refers 
to  his  watch. 


ACT  II. 
Private  Theatricals  at  Feltham  Hall. 

Mrs.  Pcrcival  (formerly  Josey  Selling  Jutm).  I  '11  put  you  all  right. 
[Takes  manuscript  and  makes  herself  generally  useful,  and  />nr- 

ticu/arli/  disagreeable. 

Lady  Vaguely  (in  Private  Box  to  HON.  CHARLES).  I  don't  think  she 
would  be  invited  again.  [HoN.  CHARLES  simpers. 

Mr.  Cadby  Scrattle  (on  Stage).  I  'm  a  local  reporter  and  a  dread- 
ful little  cad — (to  everyone,  briskly) — good  evening — and  I  'm  asked 
here  to  the  rehearsal — in  order  that  I  may  write  a  full  account  of 
LOKB  BEAUHORRIS'S  private  theatricals  in  the  small  provincial 
journal. 

[N.B.  This,  perhaps,  is  the  most  original  idea  in  the  "  Comedy." 
Swell  (interesting  himself  in  ME.  BISHOP,  who  is  in  evening  dress, 
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inn!  iilai/inij  Hiiiiournlle    Tin, i     ll'/iiftlcr,  us  in  Aei   /.,  i-i>/>iln//i/} 

,  lie  i\ i!i  uenl  well  dressed.     Only      (Imn-ilii  il'      look 
Second  fhcell  (equally  horrified).  Some  our  <>\\<A\\  1o  trll  him  no 
In  wear  white  stockings  in  evening  dress  with  low  shoes.    Looks 
horrid  bud. 

PLOT  OK  ACT  II. 


Mils.  l'i:i;e|\AI.  ri  li<-ilfses  a  /mr/  in  ir/u'e/i  sin-  lias   to  sai/,  "  »,  ,,<</ 

fill  her,   il"   ire   llli'il  Ill/nil!   .'  "   Of   ll'nrds  In   Ihlll  effei-t 

Clever  llnliln'-  (loni/nidli/).   l!rt  sin   meets  her  father. 
i'reri/liiid;/  (en-ri/ie/ieri   in  theatre}.   (I,  of  course. 

[• and,    strainje    In    xni/    (dear    me,    hmr  I'lii'ions/i/    ///int/s    d, 

ennie     alinilt.     In     lie     sure  .')     s/n-    pn.-ii/ irell/     rushes     into     lei 

father's  tirms,  >rhn  lias  emne  in  et'i  ninii  dress  In  superintend 
ni-nft-ssiniinl/i/  Hie  rehearsal.      Nn  new,  '/""  l-'n"ie,  and  lake. 

l/olt  sn  hi/  slir/ll'iai-  .' 

A(  T  III. 

Lodgings  lit/  the  Neil-side.     Alont  four  i/ears  after  Ail  If.,  judi/in/ 
that  it  from    Hie   size  of  tin-   e/ii/d,  A  I.M'.H.N  ii.v  I'  .' ui'iior. 

leln  is  hrnni/h!  in  at  flu-  Jinis/i  on  the  Mi:--.  Tnnrrv  /n-iari/.fi ,  it 
order  to  e.rei/e  tin-  compassion  of  lln-  inn/.'. 

'  off  her  thump."   J//«- 
•  telegraph  ? 


Joe  ^inn-nod.  .losi  1'iiiNK  is  (>one 
gont  i-i'ii-//  trith  grief  owing  in  the  disappearance  <;/'Mi:.  l'i:i:i  iv.w..) 
Iliililin'.  AVhy  didn't  l'n;i  ivu,  write  r1  or 


yenera/li/.  Ah  !  why  didn't  he  P 

L  (li-nn-iil  dissatisfaetitoi  u  ill  l'r.i;i  i  VAI.'S  conduct. 

Joe   .Ithl'iiad    (In     .M  i;s.     1  )l  K  Illl  AM,  tll>    Matrox}.    Don't    pe  I 

Minn.     (Nhe  eries.)     Don't   persevere,  Mum.     ($l<-  does  somi  thing 
else.)    Don't   penerere,   .Mum.    (Tin's  /«/,»/  said  <it  in/en-als 

iilnnil  ii  iln-i-n  tiiiii'x,  iii-tn  liiiiijlii-d  at  omisianiil/i/.) 

Critical  Habituf.   rn-h.-qis  that's  what  he'll  say  to  the  author: 

"  1'on'i  ,  Sir." 

r.nli'i-  .IIISKV  "  ,,jr  Jn-r  ,-!n/m/>,"  mini  us  TlLBTTBUfA,  in  white  »ins/ti>. 

Mi;.  Ai.  i,  i  I:\UN   I'Kiicn.M.  i;-liirns. 

I'ercirnl.  Wlii'ii  she  sees  me  she  '11  he  pleased. 
ill  sin  •;>  Hi-  ix  dri-sscd  in  Mark,  frock  mat  and  trousers, 
frilled  slirt,  and  pvrple  gloves,  being  in  mourning  for  hix 
father,  ir/mxe  illness  has  taken  him  away,  and  caused  his 
n-ifi-'s  madness.  O,  isn't  it  simple  and  pretli/,  and  O,  so 
natural,  and  O,  so  probabh,  and  O,  so  affecting  .' 


,  you  '11  see  if  some  one  don't  go  and  play 

tune  which  she  heurd  before/ as  a  child,  or  somewhere  a  long  time 
aa-o,  and  then  she  '11  wake  up  all  of  a  sudden  like,  and  the  young 
pore  'II  call  out  to  her,  and  she'll  come  round  all  square,  and  tumhle 
into  his  arms.  See  if  she  don't.  (Ami  «<  she  ilocsl) 

Jfis  Frti'iii/  (iiilinii'ini/li/}.  You  was  right.     You  see  'd  it  afore. 

Ci-i/ieii/  I'ii/ii,-  (winking).  Know  it  off  the  reel,  i  Lor'  bless  yer, 
it 's  the  reg'lar  thing.  Come  along  ! 

Ejrciint  Omnes. 


SONGS  OF  SIXPENCE. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  BOLD  TAU. 

COME  listen  to  this  Jolly  Old  Tar, 
And  the  time  he  will  beguile 
Not  in  tittle  tattle. 
But  a-telling  of  a  battle, 
Of  the  famous  battle  of  the  Nile, 

My  boys !  my  boys ! 
Of  the  famous  battle  of  the  Nile. 

Chorus,  if  you  please. 

At  the  battle  of  Nile 
I  was  there  all  the  while, 
At  the  battle  of  the  Nile 
/was  there ! 

'Twas  past  three  bells  when  the  en'my's  sail 
Hove  in  sight  of  our  larboard  bow ; 
Our  skipper  cried — 
I  was  standing  by  his  side, 
But — his  words  I've  forgotten  now, 

My  boys !  my  boys  ! 
His  words  I  can  not  remember  now. 


Wr  saw  livi-  tliou-.iiid  I  n  nrhiiii  n  tin  n  , 
At  the  dHuiirr  of  u  mile   ; 

\Vr  L'llVr  till',  e  <  ' 
KOI 

Who  \\ri-,  Kruvrly  up  (In-  Nile, 


My 


!   my  I 
he  Silr.  ' 


I 
' 


Allu-siiling  briiM  ly  Dp  the 

All  liamls  to  ln-rakla-t  had  just  linn 
Arid  the  kettle  began  to  liilr, 

When  a  *hot  went  a  u  lii/xin' 

Through  tin'  main-gallant-nib 

'Twas  the  lir.-t  at  tin-  battlr  ol  thr  Nil,., 

My  boy.s!  my  boys  ! 
'Twas  the  first  at  the  battle  ..I  thr'Nilr. 

Our  Admiral  he  were  in  his  dish-o'bill, 
But  lie  dashed  on  his  cocked  tile  : 

'Twas  lion-hearted  .\i:i>".\, 
And  he  hadn't  nothing  else  on, 

On  the  morn  of  the  battle  of  the  Nile, 
My  boys  !  my  buys  ! 

On  the  mom  of  the  battle  of  the  Nile. 

[Allfhcir/ie   Ch'il'IIS  as  liifnn. 

A  British  Seaman  's  brave  and  true, 
At  all  dam  ••.  rs  In   v.  ill  smile  : 
And  a  /  be  bold, 

Though  he  stojis  down  in  the  hold 
All  the  time  of  thr  battle  of  lln   Nile, 
My  boys  !  my  boys  ! 
All  the  time  of  the  battle  of  the  .Nile. 

A  Tar  must  go  wherever  duty  calls, 
Though  to  face  a  crocodile, 
<  >,  'twas  hard  that  a  cold 
Confined  me  to  the  hold 
On  the  day  of  t!  ;   the  Nile, 

My  boys  !  my  boys  ! 
All  the  day  of  th"  Dftttls  of  the  NUe. 

The  cannons  began  to  rage  and  to  rr 
And  where  wa>  this  Tar  meanwhile  '•; 
Aye  !  this  brave  heart  beat 
Neath  a  blanket  and  sheet 
In  my  berth  at  the  battle  of  the  Nile. 
My  boys  !  my  boys  ! 
Influenza  at  the  battle  of  the  Nile. 

'Twas  done!  we'd  won!  they  slept!  I  crept 
Out  of  berth,  sheets  and  blanket  a-pile, 
And  jumped  into  the  river  _ 
'Twas  a  bad  thing  for  my  liver, 
To  tell  of  the  battle  of  the  Nile, 

My  boys  !  my  boys  ! 
To  be  first  with  the  battle  of  the  Nile. 

Once  more  I  stood  on  England's  shore 
On  the  shore  of  our  own  dear  Isle 
I  've  lived  a  long  time  in  it 
But  never  till  this  minute 
Have  I  sung  of  -the  battle  of  the  Nile, 
My  boys  !  my  boys  ! 
Have  I  sung  of  the  battle  of  the  Nile. 
But  —  (heroic  chorus.) 
At  the  battle  of  the  Nile 
I  was  there  all  the  while 
At  the  battle  of  the  Nile 
/  was  there  !  ! 


Royal  Development. 

TAIK  of  the  law  of  Natural  Selection,  we  are  all  glad  to  see  it 
allowed  to  govern  the  marriage  of  a  British  Princess  with  the  heir  of 
a  British  Peer.  This  is  a  great  improvement  on  the  rule  of  non- 
natural  selection  by  which  German  husbands  have  hitherto  been 
wont  to  be  chosen  for  our  Royal  spinsters.  Happily,  too,  Natural 
Selection,  in  the  present  instance,  will  not  be  accompanied  by 
Struggle  for  Existence. 


BETTER  LATE  THAN  NEVEK. 


A  pRECATJTioir,  suggested  by  the  late  panic  with  respect  to  an 
exanthematous  complaint,  haa  suggested,  in  some  quarters,  the 
nquiry  whether  there  is  any  peculiar  process  appointed  by  the 
''acuity  for  the  Vaccination  of  such  as  are  of  riper  years. 
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"TRAIN    UP    A    CHILD,"    &c. 

"MAMMA,  DON'T  YOU  THINK  Puo  OUGHT  TO  BE  VACCINATED  ?" 

"  WHAT  NONSENSE,  DEAR  !    THEY  ONLY  VACCINATE  HUMAN  BEINGS  !  " 

"  WHV,  LADY  FAKEAWAY'S  HAD  ALL  HER  SMRVAI/TS  VACCINATED,  MAMMA  !" 


PUNCH'S  PEOTHALAMION. 

(On  the  Espousals  of  the  PRINCESS  LOUISE  and  the  LORD  OF  LORNE, 
March  21,  1871.) 

MAD  March,  that  lion-like  break'st  on  the  year, 
Be  lamb-like  for  LOUISE,  who  weds  to-day : 
Or,  if  thy  wild  winds  needs  must  pipe  and  play, 

Be  it  blithe  wedding  march,  and  chorus  clear. 

And  if  thy  dust  appear, 

Be 't  that  gold  dust  of  thine,  whereof  they  say 

A  peck  of  it  is  ransom  for  a  king, 

Which  on  her  golden  head  for  guerdon  lay, 

Crowning  her  new  life  with  the  smile  of  spring, 

While  pairing  birds  shall  sing 
The  song  that  best  befits  a  marriage  morn — 
And  with  thy  softest  green  the  boughs  adorn, 

And  woo  forth  from  its  bud  each  sweetest  flower, 
That  all  Earth's  fairest  firstlings  may  be  born 

To  deck  the  bridal  bower, 

And  grace  this  rosy  hour. 

And  thou,  by  Windsor's  walls,  thine  elms  among, 
Sweet  Thames,  run  softly,  till  I  end  my  song.* 

This  is  no  common  day,  e'en  among  days 

Of  princely  wedlock  :  when  our  Windsor  rose 

Boldly  the  pale  of  Royalty  o'ergrows  ; 
Beyond  that  old  ring-fence  shoots  venturous  sprays  • 
Like  a  free  field-flower  strays, 

And— .Rose  d' Amour — save  Love's  no  lordship  knows ! 
Cupid,  that  laughs  at  locksmiths,  laughs  at  ties 

i  ast  knotted  out  of  Royalty's  red-tape, 

i  *  ^/V^T*  presents  his  thanks  to  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  for  the 
loan  oi  tins  line. 


And  under  a  wise  mother's  guardian  eyes, 
By  the  heart's  right  o'er  the  hand's  destinies, 

Makes  Law  help  Love's  escape. 
Then  boldly  leap,  LOUISE  ;  and,  lusty  LOEXE, 
Show  how  a  dear  load  may  be  lightly  borne, 

Though  weighted  with  a  princely  coronet — 
He  that  would  win  the  rose  must  brave  the  thorn  ! 

Envy  's  the  winner's  debt — 

Blithely  this  fiowret  set 
Beside  thy  eagle  plume,  and  wear  it  long — 
And  Thames,  run  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

"  Let  royal  blood  but  with  blood  royal  blend, 
Lest  crowned  heads  out  of  subjects'  reverence'  fall, 
Or  subjects,  with  the  throne  for  pedestal, 

For  dangerous  and  dizzying  heights  contend." 

So  Fools  the  time  would  mend, 
And  on  the  dial  back  the  hands  would  call, 

And  have  things  still  to  be  as  they  have  been, 
Keeping  the  Future  to  the  Past  in  thrall ; 

But  while  they  mouth  their  cues,  Time  shifts  the  scene, 

And  cast,  from  Clown  to  Queen  ; 
Old  properties,  old  phrases  pass  away, 
And  lo,  new  actions  move,  new  actors  play ! 

Such  change  of  scene  is  here,  where  Youth  and  Love 
Take  parts  they  seldom  in  Court-shows  essay, 

The  varnished  mask  remove, 

And  doff  the  glace  glove, 

For  Youth's  true  face,  and  Love's  clasp  warm  and  long- 
Sweet  Thames,  flow  softly,  till  I  end  my  song  ! 

Or,  if  blood-royal  to  blood-royal  run, 
The  stock  of  the  MAC  CAILEAN-MOR  *  may  claim 

*  For  the  benefit  of  readers  unread  in  Highland  family  lore,  Mr.  Punch 
ought  to  say  that  MAC  CAILEAX  MOB  is  the  great  COLIN,  the  real  founder  of 
the  house  of  Campbell.  He  fought  Norse  HACO  at  Largs  (A.D.  1263),  and  after 
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To  match  the  (li  ELF'S  tor  long-descended  famo, 

Since  \Vn.u  ui's  niece  the  (jn.i.ii:  ('U.I.UM  won, 

And    left    a    Nonnall 

TIP  mask  M\<    DMKMIIP'S  inider  BEAtTCHAWrs  name. 

Tin   Hhile  I.<M  now,  ;it  blood-feud  >'ill  with  I.OKXI:, 
i;,-Mp,'il  ili.   r.-il  han.-st  .sowed  liy  sword  and  flame, 
Till  In  Kilchiviian  CUI.KVX  M' 
\Vhile  lli''  M  \<    D M.I.'--  iiihroeh  skirled  in  scorn. 

And  givv.  of  girth,  so  flush  of  fruit, 

It-,  anus  I.OKM  id  lordslii])  shadowed  0*1  r, 

And  what  pared  w  a  s  won  by  wooer's  suit, 

Till,  liy  M  1C  DMKMIIP'S  hoar, 
LBOYH    I.OI:M:'S  '-'alley  wore — 

\o  prouder  coat,  St.  (lem-eys  flags  among! 

Sweet  Thames  !  run  softly  till  I  end  my  song. 

A  Koyul  Mnid's  white  palm  ere  now  was  laid 
In  ii  nil  roiriiiaj.'s.     \Vasnotstout  SraNi.n.,' 
For  service  done  at  need  by  sleight  and  steel, 

AVith  I!KI  (  r.'s  sister's  hand  by  BUUCK  repaid, 

\Vhrn  kinirs  thanked  subject's  blade  P 
So  lit  ini'x/illidHri'  needs  uo  dread  to  fed, 

Believers  in  blue  blood  and  blazon's  power  ; 
I.OKM;  leasts  all  rights  that  pedigrees  reveal 

To  eounti  rpoise  e'en  his  TOMSK'S  ilower ; 

And, — best  gifts  of  the  horn-, — 

He  brings  his  youth  and  strength  and  promise  fair 
Of  all  that  crowns  with  joy  a  wedded  |niir  : 

While  she  that  blushes,  blissful,  at  liis  side, 
Moves  to  the  altar,  'mid  a  nation's  prayer 

That  liest  may  her  betide 

Kind  stars  can  give  a  bride. 
Then,  while  those  prayers  move  heavenward,  swift  and 

st  rang, 
Sweet  Thames,  flow  softly  to  my  nuptial  song. 

a  long  life  of  gain  and  glory,  was  buried  at  Kilchrunan,  on  Loch  Awe,  having 
been  slum  on  thr  Siv;ini;  of  Lurnc,  in  u  foray  against  tho  Mar  Dougalls, 
Lords  of  Lome,  anil  hereditary  enemies  of  the,  Campbells,  who  gradually 
ousted  them  ,if  their  lamU  by  tho  sword,  and  completed  tho  work  by  the 
wedding  of  Coux,  first  Earl  of  Argyll  (A.D.  1470)  with  the  I.ADY  ISABEL 
STKWAHT,  Daughter  and  co-heiress  of  JOHN,  Lord  Lome.  It  was  this 
COLIN  who  thus  brought  into  the  house  of  Campbell  the  lands,  title,  and 
arms  of  its  undent  enemy,  and  so  bore  the  galley  of  Lome  on  his  banner, 
alongside  tho  boar's  head  of  Diannid,  the  mythic  ancestor  of  the  MAC  CAILBAN 
Mou.  It  was  UiAiiMiD'g  grandson,  Gillie  Callum,  who,  going  over  to  Nor- 
mandy, before  the  Conquest,  there  married  the  nieee  of  CUKE  WILLIAM,  the 
Conqueror,  and  gave  to  his  sous  the  Norman  name  of  Beauchamp,  Latine, 
Campm-bcllus,  Anglice,  Camp-Mi. 

*  SIR  NEIL  of  Lochow  received  from  KINO  RODEBT  BHCCE,  as  the  reward 
of  his  good  service  in  council  and  in  the  field,  the  hand  of  his  sister,  LADY 
MART  BUUCE,  A.D.  1314. 


FIRST  PRINCIPLE  IN  A  PROTOCOL. 

THE  language  of  diplomacy  is  not  always  that  of  truth.  But 
truer  words  were  IICV.T  written  than  those  of  the  special  protocol, 
signed  liy  the  representatives  of  the  Great  Powers,  at  the  first  meet- 
in  .1;-  d!'  the  late  ( 'niit'erence  concerning  the  Black  Sea,  in  which  Eng- 
land has  triumphed  so  gloriously,  This  protocol  affirms  that  a 
Power  which  is  party  to  a  joint-treaty  is  not  justified  in  rescinding 
that  Treaty  without  the  assent  of  its  co-signataries.  The  degree  of 
truth  expressed  in  this  proposition  is  fully  equal  to  that  which 
lliunlt't  enunciated  when  ho  said — 

"  There  'a  ne'er  a  villain,  dwelling  in  all  Denmark, 
But  ho  's  an  arrant  knave." 

And,  ns  Horatio,  on  receipt  of  the  foregoing  information,  re- 
marked to  the  giver,  so  we,  touching  that  equally  true  protocol,  may 
say  to  E.uu,  OKANVILLE — 

"  There  needs  no  ghost,  my  Lord,  come  from  the  grave, 
To  tell  us  this." 

It  is  so  evidently  true.  Indeed,  nobody  ever  denied  it;  not 
GORTSCDAKOFK  even,  nor  his  master.  pSo  neither,  amongst  ourselves, 
would  any  two  characters  known,  to  the  police,  if  they  were  in  a 
responsible  state  of  mind,  deny  that  theft,  and  swindling,  and 
robbery  accompanied  with  violence,  are  utterly  unjustifiable. 
"  But,"  the  British  rascals  would  add,  grinning,  "what  then?" 

The  Victory  Won. 

THERE  can  no  longer  be  any  doubt  that  MK.  FOHSTER'S  Education 
Bill  is  a  complete  success,  and  that  the  reproach  of  ignorance  will 
soon  be  wiped  oft'  from  us  as  a  nation.  A  School  Board  has  been 
elected  at  "  Ystradgunlais  hower."  We  regretted  to  find  that  there 
was  no  member  of  it  bearing  the  name  of  JONES. 


SABBATARIAN  INFORMATION. 

A    ri:\r,  which  is  to  be  found  in  text-hand  copy-books 

"Mind  your  own  business."     This  excellent  injunction  cannot  be 

tly  obeyed  than  in  endeavouring  to  enforce  the  Act  of 

CII.UU.LS  nn:    Si:<  ON  IP,  which  prohibit!   Sunday  Trailing,   against 

idiopkecpers  who,  Ipy  infringing  that  too  commonly  treated  as  obso- 

1  iiliath 

Day  differing  I'roiu  your  own.  Acting  on  the  golden  rule  above 
Quoted,  as  well  as  on  that  other  which  n  .juire*  us  to  do  as  we  would 
be  don,  liy,  the  Ki:\.  .).  P,n:  \\  v  to  1  1n-  Association 

for  the  Suppression  of  Sunday  Trading,  on  Thursday  1; 
aooordiaff   to  a   Polie.     l:,p,,il,   summoned   Mi:.  THOMAS   hi- 
tobacconist,  of  No.  i't,  Queen's  Road,  Bayswater.  on  a  cliai-L'e  of 
unlawlully  c\eivis,iiiK  his  worldly  calling  and  business  on  the   I  irsl 


Day  of  the  Week,  contrary  to  tna  statute  29  of  tin  must  r.-l. 
and  LTacious  King  aforesaid,  cap.  7.  This  grave  offence  having 
.  MK.  MANM-'IKI.II  lined  the  defendant  in  tin- 
nominal  penalty  of  one  penny,  and  refused  to  allow  the  prosecution 
their  costs;  thus  treating  a  Society  of  zealous  philanthropists  as 
though  he  considered  them  a  set  of  meddlesome  bigots,  or  else 
Pharisaical  hypocrites,  who,  having  instituted  a  vexatious  prose- 
cution under  an  antiquated  Act,  deserved  to  be  scouted  out  of 
court. 

It  is  true  that  the  worthy  Magistrate,  so  to  call  him,  "granted  a 
ease"  for  decision  by  the  Court  of  (Jm  en's  Bench  on  certain 
points  ;  one  of  them  being,  "  whether  a  Magistrate,  on  convicting 
an  offender  under  the  Lord's  Day  Acl,  is  not  required,  by  the  statute 
11  and  12  Victoria,  cap.  43,  section  is,  to  award  to  the  prosecutor 
the  cost  of  the  summons  that  ho  obtained  against  the  offender." 
Hut  suppose  tho  Court  above  should  confirm  MB.  MANSFIELD'S 
decision,  that  he  was  empowered  to  saddle  tin  Anti-Sunday  Trading 
Association  and  its  Secretary  with  the  costs  of  their  laudable  attempt 
to  vindicate  a  pious  law.  In  that  case  they  will  be  charged  with 
liabilities  to  the  amount,  perhaps,  of  several  shillings.  Very  likely 
this  will  be  a  heavy  expense  to  be  shared  by  persons  who,  being  of 
course  for  the  most  part  unlettered,  may  be  presumed  to  belong 
mostly  to  tho  jxiorer  classes.  Should  it  ultimately  fall  on  them, 
subscriptions  will  doubtless  be  forthcoming  to  indemnify  that 
busy  Bee,  though  by  no  means  busybody,  the  REV.  J.  B.  WiuaiiT, 
and  his  Sabbatarian  employers. 


NEW  WAYS  FOR  NURSEMAIDS. 

AMONG  the  arrangements  of  the  contemplated  tramways,  there 
ought  to  be  one  which  would  remove  from  the  pavement  01  every 
street  a  constant  source  of  annoyance,  and  indeed  injury,  to  pas- 
sengers walking  thereon.  The  perambulators  propelled  by)  gaping 
maid-servants  incommode  people  very  much.  They  are  continually 
pushed  in  men's  way,  very  often  poked  against  their  legs,  soiling 
their  trousers,  and  not  uncommonly  driven  over  their  toes,  thus 
crushed  by  the  wheels  of  cars  of  baby  Juggernauts.  If  the  Police 
had  orders  to  cause  these  vehicles  to  DC  kept  to  the  road  for  other 
carriages,  the  nuisance  which  perambulators  now  constitute  would 
be  abated.  But  nobody  whose  mind  is  largely  endowed  with  an  acute 
feeling  of  tenderness  for  helpless  infancy  would  very  much  like  a 
regulation  which  would  occasion  children,  as  well  as  nursemaids,  to 
be  run  over  and  squelched  by  vans  and  omnibuses,  albeit  for  the 
sake  of  protecting  his  own  corns,  and  bunions,  and  gouty  lower 
extremities,  from  contusion.  Now,  our  own  legs  and  feet,  and  the 
infants  of  other  people  as  well,  might  bo  alike  secured  against 
damage  of  that  description  by  a  separate  tramway  laid  down  m  the 
carriage-way  of  every  street  for  perambulators  alone,  which  the 
most  vacant  of  servant-girls  couldT  not  help  wheeling  straight  on, 
inoffensively  and  out  of  danger.  The  man  whose  nature  is  rightly 
constituted  has  a  kindness  for  children,  but  likes  always  to  see 
them  in  their  right  place,  where  they  would  evidently  be  situated 
when  wheeled  along  on  a  tramway  which  they  and  their  attendants 
had  all  to  themselves. 


Note  on  Macbeth. 
(Shaksptariaii  Clown  sings.) 

0  TELL  me,  my  reflective  Brother — 
When  Duncan  was  of  life  bereft, 

You  know  his  horses  eat  each  other, 
Then  how  much  horseflesh  was  there  left  P 


A  FACT  FOK  CAllLVLK. 


Tire  earliest  manifestation  of  Hero-worship,  of  which  we  have 
notice  in  any  record  ancient  or  modern,  was  on  the  part  of  a  young 
Greek  enthusiast  of  the  name  of  LEANDEH. 
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IRREVOCABLE. 

Customer  (for  the  Royal  Wedding  photograph).  "  CAN'T  I  HAVE  THK  LADY  ONLY 
I  DON'T  so  MUCH  WANT  THE  GENTLEMAN  ! !" 

Youny  Person  (with  decision).  "No,  SIK  ;  WE  CAN'T  PART  THEM,  SIR,  NOW/' 


WHO  CAN  IT  BE  ? 
ME.  PUNCH, 

IN  a  leading  article  m  one  oi  the  papers  on 


. you  tell  _ 

che  Puritans  gave  peculiar  names  to  their  offspring,  so 
that  this  lady  may  have  been  one  of  those  children  who 
were  born  at  that  time  and  received  the  extraordinary 
designations  at  which  posterity  smiles  ;  only  that  I  have 
no  recollection  of  CAROLINE  being  amongst  the  names 
Favoured  by  the  grim  Anabaptists  and  independents. 
Perhaps,  however,  you  may  have  made  acquaintance 
with  "CAROLINE  DIVINITY"  in  your  voluminous 
reading :  if  so,  a  reference  will  greatly  oblige  a 

PUZZLE-PATE. 


HUMILITY  IN  TRIUMPH. 

THEIE  conquered  foe  the  Germans  made 
Under  no  Caudine  yoke  to  march  ; 

But  they  themselves  tramped,  calm  and  staid, 
Beneath  that  foe's  Triumphal  Arch. 

Therein  did  they  forbearance  show, 
And  let  all  Europe  see  they  knew 

The  honour  to  a  noble,  though 
Aggressive  nation,  which  was  due. 


Gaol-Bird  Guests. 

ACCORDING  to  the  Times,  ' '  the  released  Fenian  prisoners 
continue  to  be  treated  almost  as  national  guests  in  the 
United  States."  Many  of  our  American  well-wishers,  in 
the  excess  of  their  amity  towards  us,  perhaps,  have  invited 
some  of  those  patriots  to  their  domestic  board  ;  but  now 
repent  that  they  carried  their  enthusiasm  so  far— having 
lost  spoons.  

Clerical  Error. 
"  HIGH  "  Parsons  would  have  couples  tarry 

When  they  propose  to  wed  in  Lent— 
But  why  f    The  sooner  people  marry, 

The  sooner,  mostly,  they  repent. 


PUNCH'S  FOLK-LOBE. 


ST.  PATRICK'S  DAY. 

THE  season  of  Spring  gives  us  lamb  and  violets,  salmon  and  patron 
Saints.  St.  David  and  St.  Patrick  are  commemorated  in  March, 
St.  George  only  waits  until  Ajjril.  (Of  this  last-named  Saint  a  very 
careful  notice  has  for  some  time  been  in  preparation,  to  include  six 
autobiographical  anecdotes  of  his  boyish  days,  a  selection  from  his 
unpublished  correspondence  with  his  laundress,  and  an  authentic 
portrait  of  his  chief  antagonist — the  Dragon.) 

St.  Patrick's  Day !  The  heart  leaps  up  with  uncontrolled  delight, 
and  a  flood  of  popular  airs  comes  rushing  o'er  the  brain.  What 
reminiscences  of  bye-gone  days  invade  the  territory  of  the  mind ! 
All  the  population  of  Dublin,  headed  by  the  Lord-Lieutenant  and 
Ulster  King-at-Arms,  abroad  at  daybreak,  looking  for  four-leaved 
shamrocks  in  the  Phoenix  Park,  and  singing  MOORE'S  Melodies  in 
unison  ;  an  agreeable  mixture  of  whiskey  and  water  provided  in  un- 
limited quantities  in  every  market  town  in  Ireland,  the  expense  of 
the  water  being  defrayed  out  of  the  Consolidated  Fund  ;  the  Lord 
Mayor  of  Dublin  presented  with  a  new  shillelagh  of  polished  oak, 
bound  with  brass,  purchased  by  the  united  contributions  of  every 
grown-up  citizen  bearing  the  name  of  PATRICK  ;  the  Constabulary 
in  new  boots  ;  a  public  dinner  on  the  Blarney  Stone,  and  a  fancy- 
dress  ball  on  the  Wicklow  Mountains !  These  are  but  a  few  of  the 
marks  of  distinction  showered  on  this  memorable  day  by  Erin's 
grateful  sons  and  daughters,  who  owe  to  St.  Patrick  two  of  the 
greatest  distinctions  that  ever  befel  them — freedom  from  serpents, 
snakes,  scorpions,  efts,  newts,  tadpoles,  chameleons,  salamanders, 
daddy-long-legs,  and  all  other  venomous  reptiles,  and  instruction 
in  six  lessons,  in  "the  true  art  of  mixing  their  liquor,  an  art,"  it 
has  been  well  observed,  "  which  has  never  since  been  lost." 

This  leaning  of  the  Saint  to  potheen  is  viewed,  however,  by 
one  section  of  the  community  with  manifest  displeasure — the 
Temperance  and  Teetotal  Societies — who  remain  indoors  the  whole 


of  the  day  with  the  blinds  closely  drawn  down  and  straw  in  front  of 
their  houses,  and  employ  paid  emissaries  to  distribute  tracts  amongst 
their  excitable  countrymen. 

The  notorious  fact  that  St.  Patrick  lived  to  be  considerably  more 
than  a  hundred,  cut  a  wisdom  tooth  at  ninety-eight,  never  had  a 
day's  illness  in  his  life,  was  possessed  of  funded  property,  and  could 
see  to  read  without  spectacles  until  within  six  weeks  of  his  untimely 
end  (caused  by  a  fall  from  a  cherry-tree),  speaks  libraries  for  the 
tonic  and  salubrious  qualities  of  that  stimulating  spirit,  which  has 
ever  "since  his  day  been  known  and  highly  appreciated  under  the 
name  of  "  L.L.,"  or  Long  Livers'  Whiskey. 

A  curious  custom  is  kept  up  by  the  Knights  of  the  Order  ol  St. 
Patrick  (founded  by  KING  BRIAN  BOROO  THE  FOURTEENTH)  on  the 
morning  of  this  day.  the  origin  of  which  is  lost  among  the  wilds  of 
Connemara.  Before  it  is  light  the  Knights  all  go  up  in  their  robes  and 
shamrocks,  one  by  one,  into  the  belfry  of  the  Cathedral,  and  toll  the 
great  bell  one  hundred  and  twenty-three  times,  the  exact  number 
of  years  to  which  the  Saint,  in  forgetfulness  of  SIR  GEORGE  CORN- 
WALL LEWIS  and  the  Editor  of  Notes  and  Queries,  is  said  to  have 
attained.  They  then  parade  the  principal  streets  of  Dublin  on  pie- 
bald horses,  preceded  by  a  band  of  music  and  the  Law  Officers  of  the 
Crown,  and  disperse  at  a  moment's  notice,  no  one  knows  where. 

St.  Patrick's  tastes  were  athletic.  He  had  a  wart  on  his  forehead, 
and  a  cousin  in  the  militia ;  and  displayed  a  profound  acquaintance 
with  the  laws  of  short  whist,  then  in  its  infancy.  He  was  an  early 
riser,  a  deep  thinker,  and  a  careless  dresser,  and  foresaw,  with  an 
eagle  glance,  the  gradual  development  of  the  Railway  System,  while 
his  declining  years  were  soothed  by  the  devoted  attentions  ot  some 
of  the  oldest  families  in  Ireland. 


Reflection  in  a  Quiet  Street. 

Two  classes  of  persons  maybe  said  to  be  "  music-mad,"— thos(  • 
who  are  mad  after  music,  and  those  (the  far  greater  number)  whc  > 
are  every  day  driven  mad  by  music  (!)  from  street-bands,  street- 
niggers,  street-organs,  and  street-singers  of  all  descriptions. 
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A    GENERAL    SALUTE. 

Captain  Dyngwcll,  1st  It.  V.  (sotto  wee).  "Now,  WHAT  THE  DOOCE  CAN  THESE  SYMPSON  GALS  MEAN  BY  LOOKING  IN  THAT  RIDICULOUS 

MANNER  ? " 


HALF  A  CENTURY  HENCE. 

FORESHADOWED  BY  OUR  OWN  CLAIRVOYANT. 

A.I).  1921.  JANUARY. — A  clean,  well-constructed,  and  comfort- 
;ilile  cab,  with  a  civO,  conscientious,  and  obliging  driver,  is  seen  for 
the  first  time  in  a  London  street. 

Fcbniari/.—A.  poor  governess  is  paid  better  wages  than  a  cook, 
and  is  actually  treated  by  her  mistress  as  a  lady. 

Murch. — A  Bill  is  introduced  in  the  House  of  Commons,  rendering 
it  penal  to  give  alms  to  a  street-beggar. 

April.— Hyde  Park  is  disposed  of  to  a  Building  Society,  and  the 
shifted  animals  are  removed  from  the  British  Museum. 

May. — Opening  of  the  Thames  Embankment  throughout  the 
whole  extent  of  London,  reaching  from  Southend  to  the  bridge  at 
Hampton  Court. 

June.— Abolition  of  the  "  chimney-pot "  by  Act  of  Social  Parlia- 
ment, and  invention  of  a  comfortable  and  becoming  hat  for 
gentlemen. 

July. — A  '  Drawing-room  is  held  for  the  first  time  at  Windsor 
Castle,  that  being  now  the  centre  of  the  fashionable  West  End. 

August. — Enlargement  of  the  Royal  Albert  Hall  at  Kensington, 
in  order  to  accommodate  the  audience  expected  to  listen  to  a  lecture 
on  Fine  Art  by  Mr.  Punch. 

Ki-pti'mlcr. — During  the  vacation  all  London  is  macadamised, 
excepting  in  such  thoroughfares  as  are  paved  with  asphalte. 

October. — The  balloon  St.  Leger  race  is  run  for  the  first  time  over 
the  new  course,  starting  from  the  Land's  End  to  the  roof  of  John  o' 
Groat's  House. 

nber. — The  Lord  Mayor's  Show  is  held  upon  the  Fifth,  in 
pursuance  of  the  Act  prohibiting  the  exhibition  of  any  guys  in 
London  excepting  on  that  day. 

December. — Grand  Inauguration  of  the  Punch  Statue  in  the  centre 
of  what  formerly  was  known  as  Leicester  Square,  but  which,  having 
been  roofed  over,  has  been  christened  the  Walhalla,  and  is  filled 
with  England's  Worthies,  waiting  for  their  Chief. 


A  HIGH  JOKE  IN  SPAIN. 

THE  Times  remarks  that  when  the  MARQUIS  DE  MIRAFLORES, 
addressing  the  Spanish  Senate,  said.  "  I  ask  the  Senate  to  pass  a 
Bill  that  shall  put  an  end  to  all  revolutions,"  his  words  "  convulsed 
the  House  with  laughter."  Naturally.  The  Spanish  Senate  laughed 
as  heartily  as  the  British  House  of  Lords  would  laugh  if  some  noble 
Peer  were  to  request  their  Lordships  to  pass  a  Bill  that  would 
initiate  a  series  of  revolutions.  Perhaps  if  M.  THIERS  were  to  talk 
to  the  French  National  Assembly  about  legislation  that  should  put 
a  stop  to  revolutions,  he  would  be  laughed  at  by  his  hearers  equally 
with  the  MARQUIS  DE  MIRAFLORES.  Revolutions  in  France,  as  weU 
as  Spain,  constitute,  as  MB.  O'BKALLAGHAN  says,  the  natural  order 
of  things.  

THE  DEAN  AND  THE  PARSON. 
DEAN  OF  RIPON  to  PARSON  PURCHAS. 

Dean  (sings) — 

THE  Judges  have  spoken.    Now  don't  be  irascible : 
Off  with  your  Tunicle,  Stole,  Alb,  and  Chas  j'ble. 

Pars.  P.  (sings) — 

That 's  true,  Mr.  Dean,  but  they  also  declare, 
That  a  Cope  in  Cathedrals  all  clergy  must  wear. 
On  High  days  and  Sundays — 

Dean  (sings  fortissimo).  What  me !  wear  a  Cope ! 

On  Sunday  or  Anyday !    Go  to  the POPE. 

[Exeunt  in  opposite  directions. 


Matrimony  Made  Seasonable. 

WOULD  those  of  their  Reverences  who  think  it  wrong  to  marry  in 
Lent,  be  reconciled  to  a  Lenten  marriage  by  an  arrangement  that, 
at  the  wedding-breakfast  thereafter,  to  preclude  undue  fast-break- 
ing, the  fare  should  be  limited  to  red-herrings  ? 


PUNCH,   Oil  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 
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DOLTS    OF    DOVER. 

IKS,  — MR.  PUNCH  has  heei 
much  ill-treated  in  tin;- 
Dover  business.  He  speaks 
of  "this  Dover  business' 
without  explanation,  for 
thanks  to  his  contempo- 
raries, all  the  civilised  work 
is  aware  that  by  a  majorit) 
of  15  to  13  it  has  been  de- 
cidrd  that  Punch  shall  no 
lie  (aken  in  by  the  DOVEI 
YOUNG  MEN'S  Cint]sii\\ 
ASSOCIATION.  He  could 
perhaps,  bear  that,  witl 
the  fortitude  furnished  b. 
philosophy,  but  his  griev- 
ance is  that  the  Dolts 
of  Dover  committed  Huh 
crime  against  sense  at  a  dah 
which  afforded  all  his  news- 
paper friends  an  oppor- 
tunity of  so  demolishing 
the  unhappy  criminals  that 
little  is  left" for  Mi-.  Fund 
to  do,  except  to  make  his- 
best  bow  to  his  faithfii 
Allies.  DEAN  SWIFT  ob- 
serves that  one  doesn'1 
throw  water  on  drowned 
n.ts. 

However,  he  has  a  word 
or  two  more  to  say.  First 
one  with'His  Worship,  il  i:. 
E.  KNOCKER,  at,  present  Mayor  of  Dover.  This  personage  is  stated, 
in  the  report  of  the  meeting  at  which  .the  above  amazing  .decision 
was  arrived  at,  to  have  abused  Punch, 

"  Believing  it  to  be  a  publication  contemptuous  of  Keligious  Influences,  if 
not  absolutely  hostile  to  them." 

Unhappy  Dover,  unhappy  Mayor !  Over  head  and  ears  tumbleth 
his  Worship  at  the  first  word.  WTiy  does  he  "believe"  anything 
about  the  character  of  a  publication,  when  it  is  open  before  him, 
and,  if  he  can  read  it,  he  can  "  know"  what  it  contains.  But  per- 
haps MR.  KNOCKER'S  modesty  suggested  the  word— he  is  not  a  brass 
knocker— and '  he  only  ventures  to  believe  that  he  understands 
Punch.  Well,  he  does  not,  but  we  forgive  that.  But  then  MR. 
KNOCKER,  like  the  scandal-monger  in  the  play,  says,  "  As  we  know 
nothing  about  it,  let  us  believe  the  worst." 

"  Religious  Influences  "  is  a  phrase  belonging  to  a  certain  class  of 
Christians,  among  whom  are  thousands  of  the  best  people  in  Eng- 
land. Therefore  Mr.  Punch  will  not  (and  certainly  not  on  the 
provocation  of  such  a'very  weak  vessel  as  poor  MR.  KNOCKER)  depart 
from  his  thirty  years'  rule  of  never  chastising  folly  in  a  way  that 
may  offend  piety.  He  therefore  merely  remarks  that  when  MR. 
KNOCKER  (a  "serious  attorney")  will  leave  off  "believing,"  and 
will  point  out  one  paragraph  or  picture,  in  all  Mr.  Punch's  volumes, 
which  evinces  contempt  of  Religions  Influences,  Mr.  Punch  will 
make  the  amplest  amends. 

But  a  gentleman— (we  would  say  a  Christian,  but  for  being 
adjudged  unworthy  company  forthe  young  Christiansof  Dover)  always 
supposes  the  best,  as  long  as  he  can.  Mr.  Punch  supposes  that 
MR.  KNOCKER  is  a  dismal  person.  He  is  to  be  pitied  for  this.  If  he 
.hinks  that  Nature  made  a  mistake  in  supplying  us  with  a  machinery 
'or  smiling  and  laughing,  or  that  it  is  a  sin  to  use  that  machinery, 
ve  can. but' deplore  the  (profanity  that  criticises  Nature,  and  wish 
hat  MR.  KNOCKER  may  some  day  'abate  his  presumption.  And  we 
lave  done  with  him  when  we  have  conferred  on  him  our  Royal 
T  icence  to  change  his  name — by  altering  one  letter. 

In  a  book  by  an  author  whose  name  he  may  have  heard — nay, 
seen,  for  he must  have  visited  Westminster  Abbey — MR.  KNOCKER 
will  find  this  passage.  It  will  serve  for  a  motto  which  he  should 
oause  to  be  printed,  with  a  black  border,  and  hung  up  by  a  black 
:ord  in  the  reading-room  of  his  Christian  young  men. 


Waspc.  Why  do  you  laugh,  Sir? 

Quarloitx.  Sir,  ym'll  allow  me  my  Christian  liberty.  I  may 
laugh,  I  hope  ? 

KNOCKEM.  Xiir,  in  some  sort,  Sir,  he  may  neither  laugh  nor 
hope  in  this  Company. 


Of  MR.  MAYOR  KNOCKKM,  whose  ideas  of  the  conduct  belitting 
oung  Christians  are  thus  crystallised,  Mr.  Punch  takes  leave  — 
vith  the  sensation  experienced  on  coming  out  of  the  shop  of  a  highly 
•espectable  undertaker, 


But  now,  Mu.  MOWLL  (why  the  initial  and  final?),  one  word  with 
you.  We  are  apprised  by  the  report  that  you 

"  — took  up  pretty  much  the  same  ground  as  the  Mayor  had  occupied, 
and  triumphantly  producing  a  back  number  of  Punch,  containing  a  humorous 
illustration  of  an  old  lady  imparting  to  a  sympathising  friend  the  fact  that, 
although  she  permitted  JEMIMA,  the  cook,  to  go  to  chapel  throe  times  a-day, 
she  discharged  her  duties  in  the  kitchen  no  better,  arguing  that  this  was  a 
Sneer  at  Religion." 

0,  MOWLL,  MOWLL  !  We  cannot  be  serious  with  yim.  From  one 
or  two  things  your  Mayor  said  (we  have  hinted  why  we  do  not  touch 
on  them),  we  believe  that  his  dismalness  is  respectable,  and  we  have 
respectfully  castigated  it.  But  you  must  _be  simply  stupid.  With 
that  picture  staring  you  in  the  face,  and  with  the  meaning  palpable, 
you  detect  a  Sneer  at  Religion.  It  would  be  wrong  to  ilagellate  you ! 
Poor  MR.  MOWLL.  Please  take  from  Mi:  Punch  the  assurance  that 
the  meaning  of  the  picture  was  the  c.r.m-1  _  rrrrrse  of  whtit  y<>, 
Imagined.  Are  you  sure  that  your  name  isn't  MOLE  ?  Then  it 
ought  to  be.  But  if  you  are  quite  sure  that  it  isn't,  why— off  to 
your  Thistles. 

But  what  of  Dover?  What  of  its  Young  Christians  ?  What  of 
people  who  can  choose  each  Rulers  and  can  submit  to_  them  ?  We 
suppose  that  they  suit  Dover,  and  the  next  deduction  is  that  Dover 
must  lie  a  place  of  Dolts.  Well,  (here  interposing  our  Royal 
acknowledgments  to  the  Rev.  H.  P.  Ilrr.iiKS,  who  exposed  the 
absurdity  of  the  Mayor  and  President,  and  to  the  12  others,  who 
"voted  Punch")  we  apprise  Dover  that  its  unhappy  dulness  shall 
be  respected  anil  tenderly  cared  for.  Our  pictures  shall  henceforth 
be  explained  (in  foot  note  or  otherwise.)  for  the  instruction  of  Dover, 
and  as  the  Essex  Calf  has  been  improved  into  avi  rage  sense,  Punch 
hopes,  that  years  of  cultivation  may  elevate  the  Hover  Dolt. 


A  REASON. 
(Fuutc  da  Miciix.) 

WHAT  right  to  be  First,  Lord  has  MR.  Gos<  H  EX  ': 
This  right  at  least — that  his  name  rhymes  to  ocean. 
And  as  his  name  is  JOACHIM,  the  riddle 
Is  further  read  in  hope  he  '11  play  first  fiddle. 
Not  to  the  tune  that  G LAPS-TONE  now  bewilders, 
And  from  the  race  has  scratched  poor  Flying  CM  i 


A  DISAPPOINTMENT. 

TO  SCHOOLS   AND   INSTITUTES.— A  Member  of  the  Mathe- 
matical Society  will  be  happy  to  deliver  SIX  LECTURES  on  the 
Poetry  of  Motion " 

VERY  pleased  to  find  that  learning  can  unbend  and  disport  itself 
on  such  a  fascinating  subject  as  Dancing,  for  which,  of  course,  "  the 
Poetry  of  Motion  "  is  only  a  graeef  id  euphuism — 

1 being  introductory  to  the  study  of  Euclid,  Trigonometry,  and  the 

lighcr  Plane  Curves." 

Very  puzzled  to  think  what  the  connection  can  possibly  be  between 
he  Waltz,  the  Quadrille,  and  the  pas  sent,  and  Euclid,  Trigono- 
metry, and  the  Higher  Plane  Curves  ;  "  and  fear  we  are  altogether 
mistaken  in  our  notion  of  the  lecturer's  benevolent  design. 


HARROWING. 
DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, 

Tins  joke  is  mine,  and  I  have  been  looking  at  it  until  I 
quite  admire  it : — 

"  Anna  viriimqtie  cano,"  says  the  poet ;  "Anna  rirusqtie  cmtn," 
ay  the  Harrow  boys  when  they  are  licked  for  refusing  to  be 
vaccinated. 

That's  good,  though  I  say  it  that  shouldn't.  Tours  respectfully, 

A  II.u:i;ow  BOY'S  FATHER. 

[Indeed  you  shouldn't. — JR.] 


Anthropoid  Apes  ? 

WE  are  informed  that  numerous  quids  have  been  lately  discovered  in 
he  conglomerate.  They  are  supposed  to  be  relics  of  a  transitional 
>eriod  when  monkeys  chewed  tobacco.  The  scientific  author  of 
The  Descent  nf  Man  should  have  one  of  those  quids  presented  to 
lim  as  a  quid  /»•"  I/HO. 


EXTRA  WEEK'S  HOLIDAY  AT  ETON.  —  Her  Majesty  the  QUEEN 
laving  been  successfully  rc-vaccinatcd,  it  has  been  decided,  &c.,  &e. 
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THE  GREAT    EVENT  ON  THE  RIVER. 

(A  PROSPECTIVE  RETROSPECT.) 

THE  Boat-race  is  a  certain  remedy  for  lassitude,  low  spirits,  loss 
of  appetite,  aversion  to  business,  and  disinclination  to  flirting. 

The  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat-race  has  been  witnessed 
15,674,989  delighted 
spectators  since  its 
first  institution  by 
the  Heads  of  Houses 
in  the  two  Univcrsi- 
ties,  for  the  encour- 
agement of  sound 
and  useful  rowing  ; 
1,746,911  pairs  of 
gloves,  of  all  sorts, 
sixes,  colours,  and 
d(  -script  ions,  have 
been  lost  and  won 
at  the  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  Boat- 
race  ;  391,208  en- 
gagements date  from 
its  successive  happy 
anniversaries ;  and 
tin-  ( 'Immpagne  con- 
sumed from  its  foun- 
dation after  the 
Battle  of  Waterloo 
to  the  present  era, 
would  fall  the  Suez 
Canal  twice  over, 
with  about  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  dozen 
to  spare  for  medici- 
nal purposes. 

The  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  Boat- 
race  undoubtedly 
encourages  Trade. 
Manufactures,  and 
Commerce  by  the  im- 
petus it  gives  to  the 
production  of  blue 
silk  (plain,  moire, 
and  watered),  blue 
satin,  blue  sarcenet, 
blue  lutestring,  blue 
poplin,  blue  rep,  blue 
net,  blue  gauze,  and 
everything  else  that 
is  blue — except  blue 
ilevils,  for  which  the 
Oxford  and  Cam- 
bridge Boat-race  is 
a  perfect  cure. 

The  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  Boat- 
race  is  alluded  to 
by  WATERLAND, 
KI.MH.II  s,  UNDINE, 
and  other  writers  of 
classical  and  aquatic 
antiquity. 

The  only  Univer- 
sitv  "Test"  that 
will  never  be  re- 
pealed is  the  ques- 
tion, "  Are  you  Ox- 
ford or  Cambridge  ?" 
at  the  time  of  the 
Boat-race. 

There  was  a  gen- 
eral holiday,  fol- 
lowed by  illumina- 
tions and  fireworks 
at  night,  on  the 
occasion  of  the  Ox- 


mast-head.      He  was  escorted  to  the  place  of   embarkation  by  a 
troop  of  the  Blues. 

"Where  to  8{>end  a  happy  day?"  In  an  elegant  carriage,  in 
elegant  attire,  with  elegant  ladies,  and  an  elegant  luncheon,  survey- 
ing the  glories  of  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat-race. 

When  Mu.  TOOLE  returned  from  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat- 
race,     he    acknow- 
ledged    that 
at   last     he 


now 
was 
"happy." 

The  reproach  that 
has  hitherto  at- 
tached to  the  first 
of  April  will  be 
henceforth  abolished 
forever,  the  Oxford 
and  Cambridge 
Boat  -  race  making 
that  day  memorable- 
and  honoured  for  all 
time. 


MOST  NATURAL 
SELECTION. 

IF  ME.  DABWIS'S 
theory  of  the  De- 
scent of  Man  were 
true,  we  should,  in 
consistency  with  it, 
have  to  accept  quite 
new  views  of  mar- 
riage. At  present, 
marriages  with  near 
relations  are  gene- 
rally considered  ob- 
jectionable, and  that 
in  proportion  to- 
proximity  of  kin. 
Accordingly,  there- 
fore, the  more  re- 
mote the  relation- 
ship between  a  mar- 
ried pair,  the  more 
normal  the  mar- 
riage. Now,  if  we 
are  descended  from 
Anthropoid  Apes, 
the  Orang  -  Outang. 
the  Chimpanzee,  ana 
the  Gorilla  are  cer- 
tainly our  poor  re- 
lations, and  they  are 
as  distant  as  they 
are  poor,  far  more- 
distant  than  any 
tribe  of  natives  ca- 
pable of  articulate 
speech.  If,  then, 
we  believed  the 

Ssnealogy  which 
E.  DARWIN  claims 
for  us,  we  should 
conclude  that  there 
was  no  cause  or  just 
impediment  what- 
ever why  we  should 
not  marry  cousins 
so  very  many  more 
degrees  removed 
than  any  other  as 
those  arboreal  and 
quadrumanous  ones 
above-named.  *  We 
might  even  go  far- 
ther, and  not,  un- 
less Darwinism  is 
nonsense,  fare  worse, 


ford  and  Cambridge  uvurcuoc, uuonumc. 

Boat-race.    All  the  public  offices,  Banks,  Baths  and  Washhouses,  but  better.    Any  human  being,  desirous  of  a  perfect  mate,  would 

and  other  places  of  business  were  closed,  and  everybody  went  down  clearly  do  best  of  all  to  marry,  if  possible,  the  Larva  of  a  Marine 

to  the  banks  of  the  Thames,  from  the  peer  in  his  robes,  to  the  artisan  Ascidian. 

in  his  blouse.  = 

Mr.  Punch  witnessed .the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat-race  from  "THE  WSSD  THAT  CHEERS,"  &c.— Smoking  must  be  carried  to 

his  private  Trireme  (painted  dork  and  light  blue  in  alternate  layers,  a  great  excess  in  the  91st  Regiment  ("  Argyllshire  Highlanders"), 

to  show  his  rigid  impartiality),  with  a  blue  "  Peter  "  flying  from  the  to  oblige  that  corps  to  have  a  "  Pipe-Major. rt 
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HAVE    THEY    IMPROVED? 


FEOM  DEAN  SWIFT'S  POLITE  CONVERSATION. 
(1738.) 


LADY  SMART'S  Antechamber. 

Lady  Smart  (to  LORD  SrAHKisn,  who  enters).  My  Lord,  your 
Lordship's  most  humble  Servant. 

Lord  Sparkish.  Madam,  you  spoke  too  late.  I  was  your  Lady- 
ship's before  ? 

Lady  Smart.  0 !  COLONEL  ATWIT,  are  you  here  ? 
Colonel.  As  sure  as  you  're  there,  Madam. 

Lady  Smart.  And  ME.  NEVEROUT  !  Well,  I  '11  get  a  knife  and 
nick  it  down  that  ME.  NEVKKOUT  came  to  our  house. 

Neverout  (to  Miss  NOTABLE,  ^vho  enters).  Miss,  your  Slave.  I  hope 
your  early  Rising  will  do  you  no  harm. 

Miss.  I  always  rise  at  Eleven,  whether  it  he  Day  or  not. 

Lady  Smart.  How  do  you  like  this  Tea,  Colonel. 
Colonel.  Well  enough,   Madam,  but  I  methinks '  it   is  a  little 
more-ish. 

Lady  Smart.  0 !  Colonel,  I  understand  you.  BETTY,  brin.sr  the 
Canister.  I  don't  love  to  make  two  Wants  of  one,  want  when  1  have 
it  and  want  when  I  have  it  not,  He,  he,  he,  he.  [Laiiyhs. 

Colonel  (to  Miss).  Miss,  when  will  you  be  married? 

Miss.  One  of  these  Odd-come-shortly's,  Colonel. 

Colonel.  Odd  so !    I  have  cut  my  Thumb  with  this  blessed  Knife. 

Lady  Ansirerall.  Ay,  that  was  your  Mother's  fault,  because  she 
only  warned  you  not  to  cut  your  fingers. 

Lord  Sparkish.  Come,  Miss,  never  sigh,  but  send  for  him. 

Lai!;/  Smart  and  Lady  Answerall  (speaking  together).  If  he  be 
hanged  he'll  come  hopping,  and  if  he  be  drowned  he'll  come 
dropping. 

Miss.  Well,  I  swear,  you  '11  make  me  die  with  laughing. 

Neverout.  I  '11  make  you  a  fine  Present  one  of  these  days,  Miss. 
0,  'tis  the  prettiest  tiling.  I  assure  you  there  came  but  two  of  them  j 
over  in  Three  Ships.     Pray,  Miss,  what 's  o'clock  ? 

Miss.  Why,  you  must  know,  'tis  a  thing  like  a  Bell,  and  you  arc  a 
Fool  that  can't  tell. 

Lady  Smart.  My  Lord,  my  LADY  ANSWERAXL  and  I  were  walk- 
ing in  the  Park  last  night  till  near  Eleven.  "Twas  a  very  fine  night. 

Nererout.  Egad,  so  was  I,  and  I  '11  tell  you  a  Comical  Accident. 
Egad,  I  lost  my  Understanding. 

Miss.  I  'm  glad  you  had  any  to  lose. 

Neverout.  Lgad,  I  kicked  my  Foot  against  a  Stone,  and  tore  off 
the  Heel  of  my  Shoe,  and  was  forced  to  limp  to  a  Cobler  in.  the  Pall 
Mall.  He,  he,  he,  he! 

Lady  Smart.  My  Lord,  has  CAPTAIN  BBAG  the  honour  to  be 
related  to  your  Lordship  ? 

Lord  Sparkish.  Very  nearly,  Madam ;  he 's  my  Cousin-German 
quite  removed. 

Lady  Answerall.  Pray  is  he  not  rich  ? 

Colonel.  Well,  however,  they  say  he  has  a  great  Estate,  but  only 
the  right  Owner  keeps  him  out  of  it. 

Lady  Answerall.  What !     I  see  'tis  Raining  again. 

Lord  Sparkish.  Why,  then,  Madam,  we  must  do  as  they  do  in 
Spain. 

Miss.  Pray,  my  Lord,  how  is  that  ? 

Lord  Sparkish.  Why,  Madam,  we  must  let  it  rain. 

Neverout.  Miss,  indeed  you  are  very  handsome. 

Mist.  Poh !  I  know  that  already.     Tell  me  news. 

Nererout.  Indeed,  Miss,  it  grieves  me  to  pity  you. 

Miss.  What  •*  You  think  you  said  a  fine  Thing,  then :  well,  if  I 
had  a  Dog  with  no  more  Wit,  I  'd  hang  him. 

Lord  Sparkish.  Well,  so  much  for  that,  and  Butter  for  Fish.  Let 
us  call  another  Cause,  Miss.  What  do  you  think  of  my  friend  TOM, 
here? 

Mist.  My  Lord,  I  think  he 's  not  the  wisest  Man  in  the  World, 
and  truly  he 's  sometimes  very  rude. 

Lord  Sparkish.  That  may  be  true,  but  yet  he  that  hangs  TOM  for 
a  Fool  may  find  a  Knave  in  the  Halter. 

Miss.  \\~cll,  however,  I  wish  he  were  hanged,  if  it  were  only 
to  try. 

Lady  Smart.  I  '11  tell  you  one  thing,  and  that 's  not  two.  I  shall 
get  a  Fit  of  the  Head  Ach  to-day. 

Nererout.  0,  Miss,  I  have  heard  a  sad  Story  of  you. 
^  Miss.  I  defy  you,  MR.  NEVEEOUT.    Nobody  can  say  Black 's  my 
Eye. 

Neverout.  I  believe  you  wish  they  could. 

Lord  Sparkish  (looking  at  his  match).  'Tis  past  Twelve  o'clock. 

Lnrly  Smart.  Well,  what 's  that  among  all  us  ? 

Miss.  Well,  MR.  NKVEHOUT,—  here  's  the  Back  of  my  Hand  to  you. 

Neverout.  Miss,  I  find  you  will  have  the  last  Word.  Ladies,  I  am 
more  your's  than  my  own.  [The  parti/  brea/.-s  up. 


FPvOM  DEAN  PUNCH'S  POLITE  CONVERSATION. 
(1871.) 


LADY  SMART'S  Drawing-rooms. 

Lady  Smart  (to  LORD  SPARKISII,  who  enters).  Ah,  HENRY."  tWe 
saw  you  in  the  Park,  but  you  wouldn't  see  us  (with  meaning). 

Lord  Sparkish.  'Sure  you  I  didn't. 

Lady  Smart.  Quite  right  not  to  see  us,  HENRY. 

Lord  Sparkish.  Can't  guess  what  you  mean,  I  'm  sure.  Awful 
crowd.  Poor  little  DOLLY  BEAN  had  his  pocket  picked. 

Lady  Smart.  Was  the  pickpocket  in  a  Victoria  ? 

Lord  Sparkish.  0,  you  're  so  awful  clever.  LADY  SMAET.  Fellows 
say  that  you  write  LORD  SMART'S  speeches  for  him  ? 

Lady  Smart.  I  would,  if  I  thought  he  could  read. 

Lord  Sparkish.  That 's  good.  Must  try  and  remember  that. 
Miss  NKVKKOUT,  there  's  the  pigeon-shooting  business  to-morrow. 

Miss.  0,  I  'in  coming.  1  have  been  talking  to  Mamma  about  it 
for  the  last  ten  days,  and  I  shall  manage  it  at  last. 

CohueL  Don't  bet  against  me,  please,  or  you  '11  make  me  nervous. 

Lady  A  nsweratt.  Who  cleverly  fixed  it  for  the  Private  View  day  ? 

Colonel.  Private  View — which — where? 

Lady  Answerall.  Why,  the  Academy. 

Lady  Smart.  0,  we  can  easily  manage  both.  One  doesn't  want 
more  than  an  hour  at  the  pictures. 

Miss.  I  do,  a  great  deal  more,  but  I  would  rather  see  the  pigeons. 

Colonel.  Yes,  I  forgot  you  paint,  or  something.  Or,  pemaps,  as 
ABTEHTS  WAED  says,  you  sculp  ?  Here 's  TOM  NEVEROUT. 

Neccrout  (who  enters) .  Here  ne  is.     "  And  yet  I  am  not  happy." 
[This  was  a  bit  of  Stage  tcit  of  the  pi-riml. 

Colon-el.  You  don't  look  happy,  old  man.    What 's  the  trouble  ? 

Neverout.  0,  not  much.  Yes,  I  '11  have  some  tea.  You  were  not 
at  PATTI  last  night,  LADY  SMART. 

Lady  Smart.  Which  I  weren't.     (All  laugh.) 

Nrn-roiil.  Sorry  for  you.     You  missed  a  treat. 

Ladi/  Smart.  I  know  I  did.  She  is  awfully  good  in  Amina. 
But  LORD  SMART  insisted  on  my  going  down  to  the  House,  and  some- 
times one  has  to  be  obedient. 

Nererout.  1  suppose  so.  But  I  didn't  mean  PATH,  but  your  hand- 
some and  meritorious  neighbour,  four  boxes  off. 

Lord  Sparkish.  Yes,  now  you  mention  it,  I  hoard  of  that  at  the 
One  o'Clock,  but  it  went  right  out  of  my  head.  Tell  us. 

Nererout.  Well,  you  know,  I  don't  say  it  isn't  awfully  hard  on 
poor  old  BERTIE,  who  is  no  end  of  a  good  fellah,  and  all  that.  But 
then  he  's  old  enough  to  know.  Anyhow,  he  had  been  dining,  and 
we  '11  suppose  the  wine  was  bad,  and  his  grievances  came  strong 
upon  him.  However,  it 's  to  be  kept  out  of  the  papers,  if  they  can. 

Miss  (laughing).  The  most  lucid  narrative  I  ever  heard.  I  wish 
you  'd  write  novels. 

Lord  Sparkish.  Row '11  be  final,  suppose  ? 

Neverout.  Must,  this  time,  I  should  say.  Mind  was  much  too 
freely  spoken  on  both  sides. 

Colonel.  And  on  the  third  ? 

Neverout.  Well,  you  see,  the  third  hadn't  much  "chance  of  being 
oratorical,  having,  at  an  early  stage  of  the  debate,  been  spun  right 
out  of  the  box.  It 's  a  fact.  Little  BOHHY  LARDNEH  saw  the  exit. 
I  'm  awfully  sorry,  you  know,  and  I  hate  talking  about  it. 

Miss.  Very  much.     We  are  all  sure  of  that. 

Neverout.  Now  don't  chaff  a  fellah.  We  don't  say  sharp  things 
now-a-days,  you  know.  All  very  well  in  the  time  of  QUEEN  ANNE. 

Miss.  When  was  that  ?  I  will  bet  you  half-a-dozen  pair  of 
gloves  you  can't  tell  the  date  within  twenty  years. 

Nererout*  Thank  you.  I  haven't  got  to  get  my  living  by  a  com- 
petitive ex  animation.  Ask  that  Colonel ;  they  're  going  to  educate 
die  soldiery,  don't  you  know. 

Colonel  (coldly).  That 's  chaff,  if  you  like,  and  not  in  the  best  taste 
neither.  (Recovers  his  good  temper.)  No,  I  don't  say  that,  but  the 
idea  of  education  is  revolting  to  my  finer  feelings.  (Laughs.) 

Miss.  All  very  well,  but  I  am  covetous  of  gloves.  I  want  to 
know  what  made  MR.  NEVEROUT  speak  of  QUEEN  ANNE  ? 

Neverout.  Well,  I  saw  a  book  on  a  fellah's  table,  and  it  was  called 
Polite  Conversation,  as  talked  by  our  great  grandmothers,  and  I 
give  you  my  word  they  all  snapped  at  one  another  like  fish-fags. 
And  weren't  they  vulgar,  just  ? 

Lady  Sparkish.  Tastes  alter.     But  tell  me,  were  they  stupid  ? 

Nererout.  Why,  no,  not  that.  They  all  tried  to  talk  like  a  comedy, 
don't  you  know  ;  wit,  and  all  that.  Some  of  the  things  made  me 
roar,  but  they  wouldn't  do  now,  you  see.  By  the  way,  we  're  to 
hove  SCHNEIDER  again  and  the  Grande  Duchesse. 

All.^0,  that's  delightful! 

[Fat are  agi's  must  find  out  f]u>  paint  of  this  "xiirkrism  "forfhem- 
Ki'ln's,  ii x  1'n ii rh  is  a  fniii  i/1/j/nirnal.']    [The  party  breaks  vp. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

Mv  Aunt  is  of  opi- 
nion that  I  shall 
I.  t  ho  better  for  my 
journey  to  Rums- 
gate  :  this  she  say-. 
1).  fore  starting,  at 
tho  Railway  Station. 
I  never  knew  any 
two  people  so  diffi- 
cult to  find  as  my 
Aunt  and  her  maid, 
or  any  tilings  so 
diffioidt  to  keep  in 
one  place  as  my 
Aunt's  and  her 
maid's  pael, 

an  altercation  with 
the  Cabman  in  con- 
of      the 
of    parcels 
outside,  is  which  h<- 
has  the  best  of  it),  I 
>  take   their 
tickets     and     look 
at!.r    the    luggat .  . 
It  requires  a   con- 
siderable amount  of 
„'  tdtu."    I 

a-tk  them  hi  tie  meantime  to  step  into  a  waiting-room :  from  that 
moment  I  experience  the  greatest  trouble  in  what  I  may  term 
marshalling  my  forces. 

After  seeing  the  luggage  labelled,  and  arranging  for  one  porter  to 
carry  our  wraps,  rug* — we  have  as  many  aa  if  we  were  going  on  an 
expedition — and  umbrellas,  and  entrusting  another  porter 
with  the  turtle-dove  in  its  wicker  cage,  I  go  in  search  of  my  Aunt. 
Into  one  waiting-room — no.    Somebody  very  like  her,  but  that 
won't  do. 

Into  another  waiting-room — no.    Odd.    Perhaps  the  rci'n  shment- 
room — no.    Ah,  there's  DODDRIBGE,  her  maid,  by  the  bookstall. 


,      ees  ,  ,  , 

has  known  me  from  infancy,  and  calls  me  MASTEB 
She  is  a  trine  more  cheerful  than  my  Aunt,  there  being', 
perhaps,  just  one  smile,  to  choose  between  them.    You  never  know 
when  either  of  them  is  going  to  cry.    There  ore  some  subjects  of 
conversation  which, it'  anybody  touches  upon  ever  so  lightly,  set  them 
after  the  other,  as  if  by  mechanism.  DODDRIDGE'S  sorrow  is  the 
memory  of  her  great-grandfather,  whom  she  supported  for  years 
(she's  a  kind  soul)  until  there  was  nothing  left  to  support,  except 
his  loss,  which  appears  to  be  still  (and  it  happened  twenty  years 
ago  at  least),  insupportable. 

.!/.»»  (always  to  be  Imrtu-  in  mind  in  talkinij  with  DoDDHIDGE). 
Never  mention  any  great  grandfather.  Ignore  such  a  being. 

My  Aunt  has  a  secret  sorrow.  There  s  the  difficulty  with  her. 
No  one  can  tell  why  she  chooses  to  dress  like  a  Lady  Abbess  (with 
modifications).  No  one  can  tell  why  she  invariably  retires  for  two 
hours  during  the  afternoon,  and  will  be  at  home  to  no  one. 

You  can  avoid  the  pit-fall  of  DODDRIDOE'S  grief,  but  you'can't  do 
the  same  with  my  Aunt's.  You  may  step  down  on  it  suddenly  if 
you  're  treading  (conversationally)  ever  solightly,  and  then — squish  ! 
— out  come  the  tears,  not  noisily,  but  with  sufficient  force  to  give 
you  such  a  shock  as  you'd  have  it  you'd  pulled  a  shower-bath 
string,  when  you  thought  there  was  nothing  m  and  the  top  turned 
out  to  be  full. 

You  never  knew  of  what  subject  to  steer  clear  with  her.  And 
then,  when  she  cries,  it  is  most  embarrassing ;  she  weeps  with  her 
eyes  wide  open,  not  blinking  for  a  second,  and  she  never  has  a  pocket 
handkerchief  to  hand  when  wanted.  If  my  Aunt  is  up-stairs,  her 
pocket-handkerchief  is  down-stairs,  and  rii-v  rcrsa. 

1  tind  DommiDGE  at  the  Stall.  Where  is  my  Aunt?  "Lor, 
M^SIKU  GEORGE,"  says  this  excellent  woman,  "how  should  I  know? 
What  with  the  bustle,  and  the  whistling,  and  things  going  about,  I 
really  can't  see  no  one  nowhere,  and  where  your  Aunt  nas  gone, 
(ii:oi;i,i:,  is  a  misery"  (she  means  "mystery")  "tome."  I 
point  to  a  waiting-room  and  tell  her  to  go  in  there.  She  continues, 
"  and  then,  MASTI  ,  there's  poor  Charlie  (the  King  Charles, 

now  in  her  arms,  turning  up  his  nose  at  me,  and  showing  his 
teeth),  I  must  take  him  with  me  in  the  carriage.  Lor',  if  he  was 
to  go  in  the  luggage  place,  or  if  I  was  to  part  company  with  him, 
Missus  would  never  forgive  me,  for  she  says,  just  before  you  left  us, 
says  she," — 

-I  pretend  to  see  my  Aunt  in  the  distance  and  leave  DonDHrDGE. 

I  find  my  Aunt  at  last,  slowly  walking  up  the  Greenwich  Train 
platform.  I  bring  her  back,  and  then  go  for  UODDRIDGE,  in  the 


waiting-room.  IIOIIIUMIM.I.  has  vanished.  I  rush  out,  and  to  secure 
my  Aunt,  iisk  her  to  "wait  there"  (a.  scat  under  the  clock)  while 

]>OI>I.I:I[I<;K. 

I  find  lioDiiuiiH.K  in  the  refreshment-room,  feeding  the  dog. 
\Vc  've  only  got  live  minatM— sk*  can't  find  In  r  pur-e.  I  ]>ay— 
sandwich  for  dog.  Now  then,  back  to  my  Aunt. 

No  Aunt— try  for  lugga.  .  >•  •  i'  >rtcr  with  turtle-dove,  showing 
it  to  bOinu  other  m.  n.  1»,  m't  see  Porter  with  Ai< 

On  my  return,  followed  li\  Porter  and  dove,  who  shan't  quit  nv 
any  more,  I  mis-.  ]>OI>DRIJM.K  -  [I  can't  h>  li>  eonf'iiindini.'  I>m>- 
BKD6E  with  a  "d"  hr  allitcratively]— and  suddenly 

encownter  my  Aunt  coming  out  of  wuiting-room. 

I  exclaim,  "  here  you  are,  at 

M  .:  wintr  the  day  from  a  diary  p<> 

view)  this  was  i  the  tune  in  which  to  address  htr.    Must 

•itle  with  my  Aunt.] 
Afraid  1  spoke  rougBlj 

ing  in  her  eye.     Can't  be  brutal — ean't  say  "  only  two  minutes  ;  no 
to  cry ;  come  on ;  cry  when  we  're  in  tho  train."    What  can  I 

Porter  does  it.    Porter  says,  "  Only  two  minute*  more,  SB." 
Tfcem  w»  kurry  on.    That  is,  the  Porter  hurries  fart  to  MJT  we 're 

coming  ;  I  hurry  next,  »t  only  hall  the  pace  I  tmM  and  should 
go  if  I  were  alone,  and  the*  wines  n*y  Aunt,  whom  at  tkk  moment, 
in  my  impetuosity  (I  am  impetuous  and  hate  »J»i*g  »  train)  1 
should  like  either  to  carry  down  the  platform,  on  a  track,  at  a  run, 
or  (with  another  fellow)  to  take  both  hand*  and  pull  tor  aiMg, 
somewhat  after  the  country  dance  styfe  of  "  np  tfce  Middle  and  down 
again."  I  don't  think  this  cruelly,  but  as  much  as  to  say  (rf  I 
could  say  it  to  her),  "  You  '11  thank  me  for  it  whe^yon'r^feated,^ 

She  is  seated;  half  a  minute  more.     She's  in 
the  turtle-det*.     Where's  the  other  porter? 


other  porter?  and  DODDMDOX.- 

Good  heavens !  DODDBIDGE  ! !  and  Charlie !— a  rpaarter  of  a  minwtt. 
Stout  old  Guard,  with  ruddy  face,  s«ys,  "  How  then,  Sir,"  intimat- 
ing that  I  must  get  in  and  let  Mm  shut  the  door.  I  say,  "  Tell  me 
have  you  seen — " 

Quotation  sityatsts  itself— "  Tell  »•  Bfcepkerd  (Guard  of  the 
Ramsgate  train)  have  yon  seen  my  DoDD*nxtt  pass  this  w*y  f  • 

No.     "  With  a  dog  ?  "  shrieks  my  Annt. 

••  ( :..t  a  ticket  for  it,  M'm  ?  "  asks  Guard.    My  Aunt  turns  to  me. 

"  Yes,"  I  reply  ;  luckily  I  have,  at  least,  I  know  1  r  .  .  ivedfM, 
but  can't  find  it,  or  any  of  them,  now,  of  course  ;  bother  the  things. 
"  Yes,  and  for  the  maid — ' 

Hharp  Porter  (suddenly}.  "  Maid  and  little  dog.  I  put  'em  second.' 

He  rushes  (for  sixpence)  wildly  along  the  platform,  tugs  at  a 
door,  lugs  out  DODDRTDGE  (who  thinks  it  s  something  to  do  with  the 
police,  or  train  on  fire)  and  the  dog,  brings  'em  along,  I  beckoning 
(having  come  out  of  the  carriage  again),  my  Aunt  waving  her  hand  - 


DODDBIDGE  is  bundled  in  and  falls  somewhere  as  the  signal  is  given, 
the  engine  shrieks,  and  we  are  off. 

"0,  Mum!"  exclaims  DODDRIDGE,  "the  nigs  and  umbrellas:! 
They  was  put  in  with  me,  Mum,  by  the  young  man  as  showed  me 
into  the  second-class,  as  I  didn't  know  as  MASTER  GEOBGE  had 
took  a  first  ticket  for  me,'  Mum,  and  I  've  left  'em  there,  Mum,  in 
the  'urry.  Whatever  shall  we  do,  Mum  ?  There !  I  wouldn't  ha' 
had  that  tappen  for  fifty  pound.  Mum,  1  wouldn't." 

I  say,  we  shall  get  them  on  the  first  stoppage,  and  I  wish  we  may. 

Mem.  What  I  am  on  all  hands  advised  to  get  for  My  Health  is, 
Quiet,  Repose,  and  an  absence  of  Responsibility. 

First  Stoppage.  Old  Guard  (sounds  like  a  Napoleonic  title)  looks 
in,  brings  rugs,  &c.  Joy  of  the  part  y . 

Old  Guard  informs  us  through  the  window,  pleasantry,  that  he  a 
going  through  with  us.  I  reply  that  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

'Mem.  Politeness  to  a  Guard,  or  from  a  Guard,  costs  something. 
Invariably. 

Old  Guard,  still  looking  in,  says  with  a  knowing  look,  "  All  right, 
you'd  like  this  carriage  to  yourselves"— I,  my  Aunt,  and  DOD- 
DBIDGE,  aged  fifty-three  if  a  day—"  so  I  '11  do  my  best  to  keep  it 
for  you,"  with  which  he  nods,  winks,  smiles  and  locks  the  door. 
Does  he  think  we  're  a  bridal  party,  two  spoons  and  an  old  maid  ? 
or  can  he  imagine  that  my  Aunt  wants  to  smoke  ? 

Smoke !  I  should  like  a  cigar  now,  while  travelling.  The  tim« 
above  all  others.  My  Aunt  hates  it.  Not  to  be  thought  of— or 
rather  to  be  thought  of  as  much  as  I  like,  but  not  to  be  tried  on  any 
account. 

Mem.  Absence  of  Worry  is  essential  to  My  Health.  I  feel  I  shall 
worry  myself  about  not  being  able  to  smoke,  while  I  'm  at  my  Aunt's. 


OSE  LlITE,  AT  LEAST,  THAT  IS  WOMtED  OX  THE  "  BLOCK"  SYSTEM. 

— The  House  of  Commons. 
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A    LOGICAL    REFUTATION    OF    MR.    DARWIN'S    THEORY. 

Jack  (who  has  been  reading  passages  from  the  "Descent  of  Man  "  to  the  Wife  whom  ho  adores,  but  loves  to  tease).  "  So  YOU  SEE,  MARY, 
BABY  is  DESCENDED  FKOM  A  HAIRY  QUADRUPED,  WITH  POINTED  EAKS  AND  A  TAIL.     WE  ALL  ARE  ! " 

Mary.  " SPEAK  FOR  YOVRSSLF,  JACK  !    I'x  NOT  DESCENDED  FROM  ANYTHING  OF  THE  KIND,  I  BEG  TO  SAY;   AND  BABY  TAKES 

AFTER  ME.      So,    THERE  !  " 


IN  THE  HANDS  OF  THE  SANSCULOTTES. 

FAIN  we  would  turn  our  eyes ;  spare  easy  blame  ; 

Nor  take  her  plight  for  text  wise  saws  to  spin. 
Has  she  passed  through  the  famine,  and  the  name, 
By  her  endurance  half  redeemed  her  name 

From  its  foul  taint  of  wantonness  and  sin, 
To  sink  to  this  extremity  of  shame ! 

If  willing  captive  of  this  ruffian-swarm, 
How  fallen — fair,  frail  Paris — from  the  pride 

With  which  the  harlot-houri  plied  her  charm 

Of  beauty,  weird  and  witch-like,  and  the  harm 
Of  those  Circean  spells  that  none  defied, 

But  her  sweet  smile  was  potent  to  disarm. 

Or  if  unwilling  victim,  blacker  still 

Her  infamy,  and  deeper  yet  her  fall, 
Whose  nerveless  arm  and  palsy-stricken  will, 
For  fear  of  less  enduring  greater  ill, 

Leave  her  of  shameful  fear  the  shameless  thrall, 
And,  changeful  in  all  else,  a  coward  still. 

Beneath  the  canopy  of  lurid  smoke, 

Brooding  above  the  blood  that  stains  her  stones, 
Pale  phantoms  of  old  terror,  new  awoke, 
The  Furies  of  red  Ninety-three  invoke, 

All  but  the  fiery  hearts  and  trumpet  tones 
Of  the  wild  zealots  that  the  invader  broke. 

Out  of  the  gathering  woes — wherewith  close  bound, 

Like  the  scathed  scorpion  in  its  ring  of  fire, 
Mad  tail  on  helpless  head  writhes  rancorous  round, 


Slaying'and  slain  with  suicidal  wound, — 

Comes  "  Vive  la  Republique  !  "  from  those  whose  i 
Lays  the  Republic  death-struck  on  the  ground. 

Till  none  can  say  if  other  hope  remain, 
Than  to  seek  shameful  safety  from  the  foe ! 

So  dyeing  deeper  her  disgrace's  stain, 

And  turning  all  men's  pity  to  disdain, 
Making  us  own  her  due  in  her  worst  woe, 

And  bidding  those  that  smote  her  smite  again. 


ire 


WELL  SAID,  SIRE! 

"  I  am  impelled  above  all  things  to  give  expression  to  my  humble  thanks 
for  the  Historic  Successes  which  have  blessed  the  armies  of  Germany." 

Emperor  to  the  Reichstag,  March  21. 

A  BRACE  of  approximate  words  well  expresses 
The  difference  'twixt  Gallic  idea  and  Teutonic : 

The  German  aspires  to  Historic  successes, 
The  Frenchman's  are  nothing  unless  Histrionic. 


A  Case  for  the  Police. 

LAST  Thursday  night,  as  the  family  were  retiring  to  rest  about 
half -past  ten  o'clock,  great  consternation  was  caused  in  the  house- 
hold of  two  highly-respected  maiden  ladies  residing  in  a  genteel 
villa  on  the  banks  of  the  Thames,  not  five  minutes  walk  from  a  rail- 
way station  and  omnibuses  both  to  the  City  and  West  End,  within  a 
convenient  distance  of  two  packs  of  hounds,  and  in  the  centre  of  a 
good  shooting  country,  by  the  alarming  discovery  of  a  thief  in  the — 
candle ! 

A  GEEAT  "  MESS." — Our  Army. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

ONDAY,  March  20.  Ex- 
cept for  the  sake  of  the 
profound  wisdom  and 
the  brilliant  wit  which 
Mr.  Punch  brings  to 
bear  upon  the  least  im- 
portant and  least  amus- 
ing subjects,  there  is  no 
particular  reason  why 
anybody  should  read  the 
/.W«re  thia  week.  For 
Parliament  has  done 
little,  and  done  that 
little  dully,  a  word  de- 
rived either  from  the 
Welsh  dial  or  tin 
dol,  or  both,  or  n 

LORD  CAIRSS  stated 
that  tlirre  is  in  premra- 
tinn  a  I  'ode  for  Magis- 
trates in  petty  - 
It  is  supposed  to  1»  M  i  y 
much  wanted,  though 
fliciv  are  not  wanting 
authorities  who  contend 
that  the  remarkable 
elasticity  of  the  present 
no-system  fit*  it  to  the 
wants  of  the  nation  and 
to  the  genius  then-of. 
We  have  not  the  slight- 
est clue  to  the  [meaning 
of  the  phrases  which  we 
have  j  ust  used. 

MR.  LOWK  was  severe 
ipon  Half-Crowns.  No 
new  ones  n  have  been 
coined  for  a  long  time, 
and  no  new  ones  will  be  coined.  They  are  not  called  in,  but  will 
bo  extinguished  by  Natural  Selection  in  favour  of-  the  Florin. 
Schoolboys  accept  nothing  under  an  Angel,  and  \theref ore  the  ques- 
tion does  not  concern  them  ;  but  it  may  be  well  that  anybody  who 
is  now  in  the  habit  of  being  thankful,  or  pretending  to  be  thankful, 
for  the  Tip  of  half-a-crown,  should  understand  that  he  is  to  profess 
similar  sentiments  when  he  is  endowed  with  a  two-shilling  piece. 

Hansoms,  to  which  reference  was  also  made  to-night,  received 
compliment,  on  occasion  of  explanation  why  their  drivers  are  to  be 
paid  eightpence  for  waiting  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  while  Growlers 
get  only  sixpence.  The  time  of  the  Hansom  was  declared  by  MB. 
BRUCE  to  be  of  more  value  than  that  of  the  Growler,  because  the 
former,  being  expected  to  go  faster,  was  drawn  by  a  better  horse. 
As  the  ladies  have  taken  so  largely  to  the  use  of  Hansoms  (especially 
of  late,  on  pretence  of  fear  that  the  close  cabs  are  used  for  hospital 
purposes),  it  would  be  well  if  affectionate  request  were  officially 
made  to  the  drivers  not  to  emplqy  the  worst  of  language  when  any 
difficulty  of  the  road  occurs. 

To-day  a  question  was  asked  as  to  the  state  of  Paris,  but  this  was 
forty-eight  hours  before  the  atrocities  which  have  excited  the  indig- 
nation or  Europe,  and  all  that  the  Minister  had  to  say  was  that  LORD 
LYONS,  in  accordance  with  the  wish  of  M.  THZEHS,  had  removed 
to  Versailles,  as  had  the  other  diplomatists. 

Next,  did  MR.  TREVELYAN  make  a  speech  in  support  of  his  proposal 
that  there  should  be  no  more  appointments  to  Honorary  Colonelcies. 
He  wished  to  begin  checking  the  creation  of  Vested  Interests.  But 
MR.  CARDWELL  did  not  see  that  this  course  would  be  a  just  one 
to  those  who  have  already  forfeited  money  in  the  hope  of  obtaining 
the  rewards  assigned  to  General  Officers,  SIR  JOHN-  PAJOWOTOST. 
also,  thought  that  the  course  would  be  premature,  and  COLONEL  S. 
KNOX  accused  MR.  TREVELYAN  of  stumping  the  provinces  and  dic- 
tating to  the  Government.  On  division  he  was  defeated  by  204 
to  Hi. 

Next  we  had  a  talk  on  the  Principle  of  Selection.  The  discussion 
was  not  based  on  MR.  DABWIN'S  book,  which  alleges  that  we  are 
descended  from  something  like  the  Larva;  of  Marine  Ascidians  (we 
Aint,  with  an  emphatic  Capital),  but  upon  the  choosing  officers  for 
regimental  promotion.  Then  a  squabble  about  going  into  Supply, 
and  a  renewal  by  MR.  GEORGE  BENTINCK  of  his  declaration  that  the 
real  Government  is  below  the  gangway  ("  Gang  awa,"  said  a  Scotch 
number,  waking  up  from  a  dream  that  he  was  in  Elysium,  drinking 
toddy  with  MARY  Qi TKKN  OK  SCOTS  and  BURNS),  and  there  seemed  to 
be  something  in  this,  for  Mu.  Gi.u>siu\r.  actually  postjnjned  the 
Kstiiuates,  that  MR.  MCXIIKI.I.A  might  be  able  to"  make  a  speech 
against  them  on  the  following  Thursday. 


We  went  into  Supply,  and  voted,  inter  alia,  £75,000  to  buy 
77  pictures  and  18  drawings,  chiefly  of  the  Dutch  school,  for  t  lie- 
National  Gallery.  These  pictures  were  collected  by  the  late  SIR 
ROBERT  PEEL,  and  the  present  SIR  ROBERT  had  had  them  valued 
at  £80,000,  but  had  sold  them  to  the  nation  for  the  reduced  sum. 
Mr.  Punch  happens  to  know  that  they  are  worth  at  least  £100,000 
at  the  present  preternatural  price  of  precious  paintings.  MB.  I'I:N- 
TINCK  admitted  their  value,  hut  thought  that  while  we  had  so  many 
paupers  we  ought  not  to  buy  pictures.  This  was  a  bit  of  chip-trap 
that  might  be  well  e.\pi-cti-d  liom  a  Republican  shoemaker,  but 
which  did  not  befit  the  lips  of  an  educated  M.P. 

MR.  PETER  TAYLOR  objected  to  the  item  of  £14  10*.  for  the 
insignia  ot  J'KIM -i:  ARTJIUK  as  Knight  of  St.  Patrick.  Punch  is 
unequal  to  any  remark  on  this. 

The  excellent  Hill  giving  power  to  Poor- Law  Guardians  to  detain 
Casuals  in  Unions,  thus  depriving  the  latter  of  some  part  of  tin  ii 
character  as  Hotels  for  Vagabonds,  was  read  a  Second  Time.  Tin- 
Habitual  Pauper  will  always  be  imprisoned  tor  some  hours,  or  until 
he  has  done  certain  work,  and  in  some  cases  may  be  delayed  to  his 
great  inconvenience. 

Tuesday.  LOUD  Hon.inoN  elicited  (a  certain  class  of  literary 
gentlemen  would  say  eliminated)  from  LORD  GRANVILLE  a  declara- 
nt had  not  intended  to  recognise  the  Southern  States 
of  America,  and  therefore  had  not  been  prevented  from  doing  so  by 
the  influence  of  Russia. 

Two  notices  were  given,  which  notice.  CAPTAIN  STACPOOI.  is 
resolved  that  the  QUEEN  shall  have  a  Palace  in  Ireland,  and  Mu. 
M  i  ALL  has  finally  made  up  his  mind  to  destroy  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land on  the  18th  of  April  in  ,\t. 

A  debate  on  Harbours  of  Refuge,  on  the  proposal  of  LounC.  JOHN 
HAMILTON  (would  he  oblige  us  by  signing  this  way,  to  avoid  confu- 
sion ?)  that  a  harbour  should  be  made  at  Filey.  Which  is  a  very 
pleasant  place,  and  it  is  a  relief  to  get  over  there  from  Scarborough 
(which  would  be  the  pleasantest  place  in  the  world  but  for  the 
visitors),  but  why  it  should  have  a  harbour  all  to  itself  is  not  so 
clear.  The  debate  was  rather  worth  hearing,  some  odd  doctrines 
being  advanced.  One  was,  that  it  is  inhuman  to  have  many  places 
of  safety,  as  the  knowledge  that  they  exist  induces  navigators  to 
embark  in  bad  ships,  and  to  run  needless  risks.  But  the  real  ques- 
tion was  one  of  money,  and  MR.  Gi.  VHSTOM:  and  MK.  LOWE  -were 
that  night  stern  guardians  of  the  public  purse.  LORD  C.  JOHN 
HAMILTON  was  defeated  by  124  to  89.  Nevertheless,  -we  repeat  that 
anybody  weary  of  the  sham  swelldom  of  Scarborough  will  find  a 
delightful  Harbour  of  Refuge  at  Filey.  If  he  does  not  like  that,  he 
may  go  to  Philoe ;  "  nobody  wants  to  be  a  hinderin'  of  him,  do 
they  ?  "  as  Mr.  Foker's  papa  stated  and  inquired. 

Wednesday  was  devoted  to  a  discussion  on  a  Bill  for  the  abolition 
of  the  Scotch  law  of  Hypothec,  word  derived  from  the  Latin  hypo- 
theca.  a  pledge.  The  thing  is  akin  to  the  English  law  of  distress  by 
a  landlord,  but  unless  Mr.  Punch  is  misinformed,  the  Scotch  land- 
lord has  a  very  much  longer  arm  than  his  English  brother.  Except 
that  the  revolutionary  question  was  asked,  whether  a  landlord  ought 
to  have  more  power  than  any  other  tradesman  who  lets  you  have 
anything,  and  that  the  English  territorials  affected  terror  lest  the 
Government  should  abolish  their  rights,  there  is  only  to  be  said  that 
the  Ministry  were  in  the  minority.  Observe  the  value  of  a  little 
article.  Had  the  proper  one  been  "  a  "  instead  of  "  the,"  MB.  DIB- 
BAJBLI  might  now  be  in  the  Royal  Closet.  The  defeat  was  signal, 
and  the  Bill  was  lost  by  184  to  105. 

Thursday.  Be  it  known  that  the  House  of  Lords  is  enriched  by 
two  additions  unto  the  Roll  of  Peers.  SIR  HJENBY  BULWER,  Author 
and  Diplomatist,  and  deservedly  successful  in  both  capacities,  is  now 
LOUD  BAILING  AND  BULWEB  ;  and  SIB  WILLIAM  MANSFIELD,  of 
Indian  renown,  is  now  LORD  SANDHURST.  Epigrams  on  these  pro- 
motions may  be  sent  in  when  Dull  Folks  are  tired  of  sending  "  f  or- 
Lorne,"  "Purchase,"  and  " Berlin-on-the-^r«t." 

N.B.  Not  that  Mr.  Punch  objects  to  Correspondence.  He  ttted  to 
do  so,  but  now  that  a  cart  collects  paper,  to  be  stewed  up,  and 
reproduced,  and  the  owners  of  the  cart  pay  for  what  is 
collected,  he  is  delighted  to  see  Toby  carrying  tons  of  letters  and 
sketches  doicn-stairs. 

In  the  Commons,  MR.  MUNDELLA  let  off.  his  oration  against  the 
Estimates,  objecting,  on  the  usual  grounds,  to  the  increase  of  our 
defensive  power.  The  PREMIER,  answered  him,  snfficingly,  with  a 
speech,  and  the  House,  conclusively,  with  a  majority  01  294  to  91. 
MR.  I.KATHAM  moved  to  knock  oft'  20,000  men,  and  was  himself 
knocked  down  by  304  to  74. 

Then  SIB  CHARLES  DILKE  did  a  dreadful  thing.  He  proposed  to 
cut  down  the  Household  Troops.  A  TALBOT  came  to  the  rescue,  and 
cut  him  down  by  108  to  51. 

Friday.  LORD  CARNARVON,  in  an  able  speech,  called  attention  to 
the  Tien-tsiu  Massacrt ,  and  to  the  very  unsatisfactory  satisfaction 
given  by  the  Chinese  authorities.  He  was  for  dealing  with  them 
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JONES'S    LAST    DAY. 

Friends.  "HULLOA!    WHAT'S  THE  MATTER,  OLD  FELLOW?    COME  TO  GRIEF,  EH?    HAVE  SOME  SHERRY,  OLD  BOY?" 

Jones.  "SHERRY?    AY— BRANDY!    FAINTING!     CONFOUNDED  FELLOW  !— BUMPED  AGAINST  ME  !     AH H!" 

[MORAL. — Don't  be  Vaccinated  until  the  Hunting  Season  is  over. 


much  more  vigorously  than  we  do.  LORD  GRANVILLE  defended  his 
policy,  but  somehow  omitted  his  only  strong  plea,  namely,  that  we 
ought  to  be  consistent,  and  having  done  nothing  to  avenge  the  Greek 
atrocities,  we  ought  not  to  be  severe  on  Chinese  assassins. 

MB.  BENTINCK  called  MR.  GLADSTONE'S  attention  to  the  Republi- 
can demonstration  of  ME.  ODGER  and  his  friends.  The  PKEMIEH 
said  that  he  should  not  interfere,  and  that  such  matters  were  best 
left  to  sink,  unnoticed,  into  the  oblivion  which  was  their  destined  and 
their  proper  course.  Still,  pace  the  Mayor  of  Dover,  we  hope  that 
we  may  be  allowed  to  laugh  at  Brutus  of  Brooke  Street. 

The  rest  of  the  night's  proceedings  may  be  called  slow,  unless  any- 
body can  extract  excitement  from  MR.  AYRTON'S  announcement 
(made  with  noticeable  politeness),  that  he  meant  to  allow  carriages 
to  go  from  the  Gate  by  Marlbqrough  House  to  Storey's  Gate.  The 
Trades  Union  Bill  is  to  be  cut  into  two  Bills,  and  the  civil  and  cri- 
minal portions  are  to  be  severed.  Is  this  a  circumbendibusque  mode 
of  abandoning  the  latter  ?  To  use  an  entirely  new  quotation,  Nous 


FASHIONABLE  ECONOMY. 

HERE  is  a  scrap  of  highly  interesting  intelligence  from  a  fashion- 
able writer : — 

"The  reversible  satins  are  gradually  gaining  ground  in  England." 

If  we  were  the  father  of  a  fashionable  family,  we  should  be  deeply 
gratified  by  this  momentous  news.  We  presume,  of  course,  these 
satins,  when  worn  out  upon  one  side,  can  be  turned  and  worn  till 
they  are  worn  out  on  the  other.  Thus,  a  fashionable  father  may 
chuckle  and  quote  SHAKSPEARE  of  his  fashionable  daughter,  "  Aye, 
she  can  turn  and  turn,  and  still  go  on  turning  "  her  reversible  satins. 
Satin  at  first  thought  seems  hardly  a  material  to  be  lauded  by 
economists. .'  But  it  may  do  a  man  a  good  turn  when  it  is  made 
reversible. 


SCOTLAND  YARD. 

HERE  's  a  health  to  the  brave  Police 
For  preserving  Her  Majesty's  Peace  ; 

We  've  their  pay  to  augment ; 

It  were  money  well  spent ; 
And  their  numbers  we-  'd  better  increase. 

In  our  midst  we  have  felons  and  foes, 
And  we  need  more  defenders  from  those  : 

Men  who  '11  bear  back  the  knaves 

By  the  show  of  their  staves. 
And,  if  need  be,  with  prods  and  with  blows. 

We  have  ruffians  and  rowdies,  who  fain 
Some  occasion  for  plunder  would  gain  ; 

We  have  democrats  who 

Are  allied  with  that  crew, 
Whom  the  Government  fails  to  restrain. 

They  're  in  Progress  advanced  ;  so  far  gone 
Revolution's  brood,  mingled  with  spawn 

Of  foul  Licence  and.Crime, 

It  is  very  high  time 
That  those  rascals  were  told  to  move  on. 

For  the  gallant  Police  give  three  cheers. 
May  they  catch  all  our  rogues  by  the  ears  ! 

In  one  toast  we  '11  combine 

The  Police  with  the  Line, 
The  Militia,  and  bold  Volunteers. 


ACCOUNTED  FOR  AT  LAST.— Is  it  not  strange  that  the  "best  Man" 
at  a  Wedding  is  not  the  Bridegroom  ?  This  must  be  the  reason  of  so 
many  unhappy  marriages. 
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THE    NEW    THRONE. 


BERLIN,  MAKCH  21,  1871. 

"  By  one  o'elork  Ihr  Wliilc  Saloon  was  full.     The  throne  <> 
gold  and  crimson  stands  in  il>  arru-tomeil  plan'.    By  n  side-duo 
suddenly  appear  a  l>o<h   "I1  meehanie.s  in  their  working  clothe* 
.•mil  ailv'iinc  im-  In  tin-  throne  take  it  away.     Is  there  to  be  no 
throne,  then  ''  is  the  whispered  inquiry  among  tlie  ladies  in  th 
sloping  seats.     There  are  tiie  mechauies  Imek  and  at  work  build 
ing — yes,   aetnally  building — a  substitute  for  the  erin. 
gold  throne    they   Imvu    taken    away — its    lege   four  cannon- 
balla;  its  seat,    back,   and  >ides  grcut  slabs  of  stone." — Ituify 
Letter,  on  the-  Opcnimj  <>f  tlte  lieichstug. 

TIIKY  tonk  (lie  royal  throne  away, 

(  It'   seilHet    ill  eked    U'itll    fidld. 

Where  Prussia's  kiiiL's  nf  earlier  day 
Were  wniit  their  state  to  hold. 

And  sturdy  workmen  filing  in, 

court  irrs  all, 

Bore  four  rough  stonui,  and,  for  each  stont, 
An  iron  cannon-ball. 

'•   Iniilt  those  stones  into  a  - 
Stroll'.',  stern,  oi'  t rapping*  ba : 
Ati'l  set  those  iron  i  :>-et, 

'J'liat  massive  weight  to  1, 

AIK' 
The  K  U-KI:'S  new-r.'iir. 

!|  1)011  U  )>a.ll 

Scat,  back,  and  arms  of  st 

ojuieklv  into  form  they  hu: 
That  solidcst  of  thru 
Wild  marked  the  mortar's  hu   . 
To  bind  those  might  | 

Yet  they  that' watched  might  see  it  ooze, 

So  fresh  the  fabric  stood, 
Not  white,  like  lime  that  masons  use, 

But  darkly  red  like  blood. 

By  that  throne,  blood-bound,  iron-balled. 

Which  WILLIAM  mounts  to-dav. 
Looms  he,  who  blood  and  iron  called 

That  throne's  cement  and  stay. 

And  near  him  the  grey  warriors  stand 

Who  that  prey  KAISEB  crowned, 
VON  ROON,  VON  WUAX<;KL,  flag  in  hand, 

VON  MOLTKE,  world-renowned. 

Yet  mild  the  old  KAISER'S  speech,  nor  rude. 

As  fits  such  suite  and  throne, 
But  humble  words  of  gratitude, 

And  peaccfulness  alone. 

Peace  smiles  from  these  mustachioed  lips, 
Peace  folds  these  blood-stained  hands  ; 

Peace  speeds  the  war-fire's  swift  eclipse, 
Mid  these  glad  home-bound  bands. 

And  perching  with  unwonted  feet 

On  iron,  blood,  and  stone, 
Lo,  a  white  dove  hath  found  its  seat 

O'er  the  new  KAISKR'S  throne ! 


IN  THE  STREET. 

French  Ocntleman,  taking  leave  of  English  Lady. 
Well,  Madame,  adieu !  As  to  the  conduct  of  England 
towards  us,  1  fear  we  shall  retain— pardon  me  —  the 
belief  we  have  long  had,  that  you  are  a  nation  of  Shop- 
keepers. 

J-:>i<l/isli  Liith/.  Very  well.  Mistakes  will  always  be 
made.  \\  e  Long  had  a  belief  that  you  were  a  nation  of 
Soldiers.  =====  [Exeunt. 

Pretty   Thought. 

LORD  LORNK'S  motto  is  "AW  OWiViWra."  But  he 
hopes,  and  we  hope,  ami  r\eryhody  hopes,  that  his 
beloved  J'rineess  „•///  f,,riret  all  about  that  trouble,  now 
happily  past  and  gone. 


IN    CONFIDENCE." 

Hungry  Customer.  "TAINT  BAD." 

Chef.  "  GLAD  YOU  LIKE  IT  ;  FOB,  TO  TELL  YER  THE  TRUTH,  A'THOUGH  I  'VE 
BEEN  A  MAKIN'  o'  THIS  SOUP  FOR  FIFTEEN  YEAR,  I  AIN'T  NEVER  TASTED  IT 
nrsxur ! ! " 


A  BRAVE  PEIEST. 

VERY  well  said,  CHAPLAIN-GENERAL  GLEIG.  Your  letter  (in  the  Times), 
iouching  the  PURCHAS  decision,  Reverend  and  Dear  Sir,  does  you  honour. 
You  tell  the  Chaplains  in  the  Service  that  they,  of  all  people,  are  most  bound 
A  show  obedience  to  constituted  authorities,  and  therefore  you  commend  the 
udgment  of  the  Council  to  their  best  attention.  Sir,  with  exactly  the  reverse 
>f  disrespect,  Mr.  Punch  cites  your  and  his  friend  WILLIAH  of  Avon.  "  Your 
Vorship  speaks  like  a  thankful  and  reverent  youth,  and  I  praise  Providence 
"or  you."  But  there  is  no  novelty  in  your  saying  the  right  thing  at  the  right 
ime. 

0  dear  Sir,  labuntur  Anni  .'  That  is  why  Mr.  Punch  used  a  quotation  with 
'  youth  "  in  it.  You  are  a  goodly  evergreen.  But,  Sir,  what  an  awful  time  it 
s  since  what  followeth  was  written  about  your  reverence.  The  bard  (Punch's 
ontributorj  DR.  MAOINN)  writ  in  Fraser's  Magazine—  there  was  idiotic  talk  of 
{.epublicanism  then,  as  at  present  — 

"  And  if  the  Row  were  opening  now. 

Would  flame  once  more  the  soul  of  GLEIG  ; 
The  surpliced  crew  he  would  eschew, 


, 

And  sport  claymore  and  philibeg.* 
One  rub-a-dub  brings  '  PAKSON  Srii,' 


, 

Where  beams  the  banner  of  THE  BEAU, 
Nor  HUME  nor  PLACE  find  softer  grace 
Than  savage  SOULT,  or  scamp  JUNOT, 
In  fields  Iberian  long  ago." 

*  Must  we  annotate?  Alack  for  an  ignorant  rising  generation  !  Well,  then,  MR.  GLEIG, 
efore  taking  orders,  was  a  gallant  Highland  soldier,  and  fought  in  the  Peninsula.  The 
ard  called  him  "Parson  Sub,"  from  his  delightful  book,  The  Subaltern.  The  DUKE 
vas  called  "The  Beau,"  from  his  contempt  of  foppery.  MR.  HUME  did  not  deserve  the 
isinuation,  nor  indeed  did  MK.  PLACE,  who,  though  a  Itadicul  tailor,  had  good  sense. 
OULT  and  JUNOT  were  French  Generals,  of  a  now  non-existent  type,  for  they  gained 
ictories.  Iberia  is  Spain. 
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ENCOURAGING! 

g.  Master  (to  Sub.  Belonging  to  one  of  the  ww  Mounted  Batteries).   "  WELL,  SIR  !     You  'RE  All  'OF  A  HEAP'  ON  THE  HORSE'S 

NEXT  !~!™U  VE  TOIJR  KD    AKD    TOUR    FOEAQE-CAP.    AND    Y°P  'VJS   LOST    TOUR    STIBBUPS—  AND 


YOU  'li    LOSE    YOUESKLF 


"  MUSICAL  HONOURS." 

THE  QUEEN  she  hath  graciously  knighted 

Three  Mm.  Docs,  all  in  a  row — 
There's  STEHNDALE  BKNNETT,  and  BENEDICT, 

And  DB.  GEOBGE  ELVET  also. 

Then  say  your  grace,  BEJTN-ETT  and  BENEDICT— 

"  Senedictus  Benedicat .'"— 
And  ELVF.Y'S  elevation 

No  envious  organist  strike  at. 

'Tis  in  honour  of  Music  we  're  told. 

These  three  Mm.  Docs,  are  knighted : 
Let  the  "  heavenly  maid  "  of  the  Nine 

No  more  feel  herself  the  most  slighted. 

But  she  probably  considers, 

(Though  the  QUKKX  's  the  fountain  of  honour,) 
That  one  of  the  excellent  Ministers 

Might  lay  higher  favours  upon  her. 

"Would  ME.  FORSTER  hut  open 

Her  way  to  the  National  Schools, 
And  to  the  Three  It's  add  another— 

Namely,  '^4r-mony  and  its  rules ! 

What  if  these  three  Musical  Knights, 

Harmonia's  errant  Hectors, 
Were  installed  in  three  new  berths 

Of  Musical  School-Inspectors, 

And  sent  forth,  with  the  blushing  honours 
That  they  our  gracious  QDEKN  owe, 

With  Tonic  Sol-fa  to  win  a 
New  battle  of  Sol-fa-rino  ? 


We  hear  much  of  the  discord  prevailing 

In  National  Education ; 
Suppose,  by  the  teaching  of  music, 

We  helped  its  elimination  ? 

The  rising  generation 

To  a  sense  of  Time's  value  bringing, 
And  teaching  them  rightly  to  bear 

Their  part*  in  more  than  singing. 

So  that  England,  on  the  old  ways 
Still  advancing  towards  new  lights, 

Mipht  for  future  harmonious  days 
Thank  future  Musical  Knights. 


HE  VOLUTION  AT  DOVER. 

As  Mr.  Punch  expected,  Dover  rose  in  Revolution.  Happily  there 
was  no  violence.  A  meeting  of  the  Christian  Younjj  Men  took  place, 
and  a  Resolution  was  carried  rescinding  the  Idiotic  Decree  against 
Mr.  Punch,  and  ordaining  that  his  journal  should  "lay"  on  the 
table,  as  heretofore.  He  congratulates  Dover  upon  its  return  to  good 
sense,  and  requests  that  all  may  be  forgotten  except  that  Dover  has 
had  the  narrowest  escape  from  demolition.  He  had  prepared  for  a 
Bombardment,  to  which  that  of  Sebastopol  would  have  been  but  as 
a  display  of  Crystal  Palace  fireworks.  When  Dover  shall  have 
amended  its  grammar,  peace  shall  be  formally  signed. 


The  Saddle  on  the  Right — Donkey. 

CONSIDERING  the  prominent  position  in  the  Sansculotte  Central 
Committee  taken  by  the  workman  Assi,  it  is  suggested  that  the  best 
name  for  the  present  rising  in  Paris  would  be  the  Assi-nine  move- 
ment. 


iSr  1»»  ^fhTrrt.01?  f"!,"11  °f  Si'  *•"•«;  ""'""'"•'ll.  i"  Hi"  County  of  Middlesex,  nt  the  Print!.,*  Offlcw  of  Me.sr,.  Bradburr,  ET»H>,  i  Co.,  Lon 
lutefii»n,  la  the  City  of  LoBdoo,  tnt  raih.hed  b,  him  .(  No.  85,  Fleet  Street,  in  the  Pamh  of  St.  Bride,  Oltj-  of  Londoo.-SAtoioVr,  April  1/ieff 
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A  SONG  OF  SPRING. 
(By  a  Singer  who  unluckily  it  Rather  out  of  Sorts.) 

SPRING'S  delights  arc  now  returning, 
Cuttingly  the  East  wind  blows : 

Blazing  hrcs  we  must  keep  burning, 
Chilblains  else  infest  our  toes. 

Fitful  are  the  frequent  changes ; 

One  day  freezing  to  the  bone  : 
Next,  the  glass  to  ninety  ranges, 

When  the  sun  has  brightly  shone. 

lit  nor  come  asthma  and  bronchitis, 
Coughs  and  colds  and  sore-throats  too  : 

Hence  the  tongue,  inspected,  white  is, 
And  the  cheek  is  pale  of  hue. 

Rheumatism  and  lumbago, 

Influenza  too  attacks : 
Till  we  live  on  slops  and  sago, 

And  lie  helpless  on  our  backs. 

Friends  robust  enjoy  for  dinner 
Ducklings  and  spring  cabbage  sweet ; 

Envious  we  grow  daily  thinner, 
Getting  nothing  nice  to  eat. 

Doctors  send  us  nasty  mixtures, 
Frequent  powders,  draughts,  and  pills : 

Indoors  keeping  us  as  fixtures, 
Till  we  call  to  pay  their  bills. 


TWO    EXTINGUISHERS. 

Fastidious  Snob  (probably  from  Dover).  "  I  PROTEST  AGAINST  TOCR  SMOKING, 
Sin.  I  THINK  SMOKBRS  SHOULD  BE  COMPELLED  TO  TEAVEL  BY  THE  CATTLE- 
TUAINS  ?" 

Gentleman  (throwing  away  his  cigarette}.  "  IN  THAT  CASE,  SIR,  PERHAPS  SOME 
YOUKG  CALF  MIGHT  OBJECT  ! !  " 


A  Noisy  Offender. 

SOME  people  appear  to  have  singular  notions  of  the 
powers  and  duties  of  the  Police.  In  a  notice  of  the  earth- 
quake in  Wales  we  read  that  "  a  lady,  in  the  absence  of 
her  husband,  much  alarmed  by  the  noise,  went  in  great 
excitement  for  a  police  officer."  We  are  not  told  what 
the  constable  was  expected  to  do.  Probably  to  take  the 
earthquake  up ;  or,  at  the  very  least,  to  report  it  to 
the  inspector  on  duty  for  making  a  disturbance. 


BEGINNING   BETIMES. 


IT  is  pleasant  to  see  that  scientific  improvements  and 
sanitary  contrivances  are  early  brought  under  the  notice 
of  the  youthful  members  of  the  Royal  Family.  The 
"  Albert  Victor  Filter  "  is  ready. 


ADULTERATION  EXCUSED. 

PERMIT  me,  Mr.  Punch,  to  say  a  word  in  excuse  of  the  adultera- 
tion of  articles  of  food  by  those  who  deal  in  them— numerous  if  not 
respectable  tradesmen. 

I  am,  Sir,  in  the  habit  of  using  ginger,  medicinally.  I  use  un- 
bleached ginger.  Bleached  ginger  is  spoilt  ginger.  But  unbleached 
ginger  is  only  to  be  had  at  certain  shops.  I  tried  four  of  the  chief 
grocers  in  a  principal  London  thoroughfare  the  other  day  for  it,  and 
couldn't  get  it.  An  intelligent  chemist,  at  whose  shop  I  asked  for 
unbleached  ginger,  did  not  keep  any.  He  said  the  Public  would  not 
buy  it ;  but  insisted  on  having  their  ginger  bleached,  because  it 
looked  white  and  pretty.  With  such  a  Public  to  deal  with,  shop- 
keepers are  obviously  tempted  to  adulterate  food  and  drink,  at  least 
in  order  to  colour  them.  Who  can  wonder  at  finding  copper  in 
pickles  ?  And  who  can  wonder  at  the  need  of  enlarging  Earfewood 
and  other  institutions  of  a  similar  character?  Qualification  for 
those  asylums  must  be  greatly  on  the  increase  among  a  Public  that 
has  got  to  prefer,  for  the  mere  appearance  of  the  thing,  bleached  to 
unbleached  ginger. 

The  ginger  which  our  forefathers  consumed  in  the  good  old  days 
of  QIK.KN  ELIZABETH,  was  manifestly  unbleached.  "  Yes,  by  Saint 
Anne  ;  and  ginger  shall  be  hot  i'  the  mouth  too,"  swore  the  Shak- 
spearian  Clown.  It  was  a  true  oath  then ;  but  would  be  a  rash  one 
now.  Bleaching  greatly  impairs  the  strength  of  ginger's  essence ; 
so  that  bleached  ginger  is  not  hot  but  lukewarm  in  the  mouth. 
Moreover,  by  being  bleached,  ginger  is  hardened,  and  rendered 
difficult  to  grate. 

Ginger,  in  relation  to  Earlswood  and  the  like  retreats,  is  as  a 
straw  which,  when  thrown  up,  affords  information  which  I  do  not 
repeat  to  you  any  more  than  I  should  offer  instruction  equally 
superfluous  to  my  grandmother.  On  behalf  of  the  small  tradesmen, 
however,  whom  public  imbecility  tempts  to  do  worse  things  than 


bleaching  ginger,  I  will  not  go  so  far  as  to  say  that  it  is  not  desirable 
that  the  Pillory  should  be  reinstituted,  but  would  only  venture  to 
suggest  that  the  number  of  eggs  with  which  the  People  would  be 
allowed  to  pelt  the  rogues  standing  therein,  should,  in  cases  of 
adulteration  extenuated  by  circumstances  of  temptation,  if  possible, 
be  limited.  Allow  me  to  call  myself  CLEMENS 

P.S.  Perhaps,  too,  justice  tempered  with  mercy  would  require 
that  the  eggs  should  not  be  too  stale. 


THE  HEDGE-SPARROW'S   HOORAY! 

A  HEDGE- SPABBOW,  warbling~on  a  spray, 

Said  to  a  Cock  Robin,  on  All  Fools'  Day, 

You  may  say  what  you  like  about  your  nest ; 

But  we  11  lay  you  an  egg  that  shall  beat  your  best. 

"  Indeed,"  the  Cock  Robin  replied,  "  how  so  ?" 

Said  the  Hedge-Sparrow — "What  I  have  sung,  I  '11  show. 

Your  eggs  are  red-freckled,  and  ours  light-blue"; 

And  that  is  the  colour  of  the  Cambridge  Crew." 


In  and  Out. 

THE  best  motto  for  the  Royal  Albert  Hall,  with  its  admirable 
arrangements  for  going  in,  coming  out,  and  returning,  or,  as  the 
lawyers  phrase  it,      ingress,  egress,  and  regress,"  would  be  a  not 
unfamiliar  line  of  SHAKSPEABE,  slightly  modified : — 
"  It  has  its  exits  and  iU  entrances." 


"  IMPRESSIONS  OF  GREECE." — Candle-droppings  on  the  carpet. 


VAT.       T  T 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE 


OF    PARLIAMENT. 

ONPAT,  March  27.  The  Mar- 
riage with  your  Sister-in- 
Law  Bill  came  on  for  Second 
Heading  in  the  House  of 
Peers.  To  parody  a  mar- 
vellous line  from  SHELLEY, 

"  0  Sister !  '  Legislation '  is 
a  delicate  thing," 

particularly  when  it  affects 
a  Sister.  The  Bill  was  pro- 
moted hy  the  Judge  in 
Divorce,  LORD  PENZANCE. 
who  delivered  a  long  and 
able  speech  in  its  favour. 
It  was  opposed  by  the  DUKE 
OF  NORTHUMBERLAND,  and 
then,  after  speeches  from 
Lords  LIFKORD  and  DEN- 
MAN,  the  first  for,  the  second 
against  it,  the  Lords  threw 
out  the  Bill  by  97  to  71.  So 
the  less  instructed  classes, 
who  are  not  apt  to  perceive 
that  whether  a  law  be  good 
or  bad  it  must  be  obeyed 
while  it  is  law,  will  com- 
prehend merely  that  the 
AKCHBISHOP  OF  CANTER- 
BURY for  the  Church,  LORD 
PENZANCE  for  the  Law,  and 
the  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  for 
the  Nation,  approve  of  the 
repeal  of  the  prohibition,  but  that  twenty-six  noblemen  are  able 
o  maintain  it,  Which  facts  seem  to  have  enraged  bBRjF.ANT  JOHN 
SIMON,  M.P.  for  Dewsbury,  for  he  has  given  notice  of  a  Resolution 
that  the  right  of  the  Lords  to  reject  Bills  which  have  several  times 
passed  the  Commons,  is  unconstitutional,  and  ought  to  be  limited. 
This  proceeding  is  one  which  we  should  not  have  expected  from  an 
LL.B.  and  a  8erjeant-at-Law,  though  it  would  not  have  surprise 
us  if  adopted  by  another  gentleman  of  the  name  of  bniON,  whose 
negotiations  for  the  purchase  of  certain  confectionery  were  trus- 
;rated  by  the  circumstance  of  his  not  possessing  a  small  portic 
;he  circulating  medium  of  exchange. 

MR,  LOWE  declines  to  let  us  have  Adhesive  Stamps  on  commercial 
bills.  His  reasons  are,  that  officials  might  be  too  stupid  to  put  on 
the  right  stamps,  and  too  fraudulent  to  cancel  them  on  use.  The 
view  may  be  sensible,  but  it  is  not  complimentary.  Perhaps,  it 
officials  were  better  paid  they  would  be  more  clever  and  more 

The  War  Secretary  declared  his  final  mind  on  the  Martini-Henry 
rifle.  All  sorts  of  tests  prove  that  this  is  the  best  possible  weapon 
for  our  soldiers ;  and,  therefore,  there  is  to  be  no  more  inquiry  or 
delay,  but  the  Martini-Henry  is  to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  all  our 
Braves  who  shoot. 

The  Spanish  Council  of  State  has  at  length  authorised  the  pay 
ment  of  the  Compensation  Money  to  the  crew  of  the  Tornado 
Those  unfortunate  persons  owe  this  entirely  to  the  incessant  exer- 
tions of  Mr.  Punch,  but  he  expects  no  commission  on  the  amount 
but  begs  that  they  will  drink  his  health  with  cheers  like  a  tornado 
The  word  being  from  the  Spanish  tornada,  it  is  all  the  more  fit  tha 
Spain  should  on  this  occasion  raise  the  wind. 

Previously  to  FIRST  LORD  GOSCHEN'S  debut  in  his  new  character 
MR.  GRAVES  moved  that  we  ought  to  have  Gun  Vessels,  of  ligh 
draught,  to  protect  our  harbours.  There  was  debate,  but  sue 
satisfactory  assurances  being  given,  there  was  no  division. 

The  new  FIRST  LORD  then  moved  the  Navy  Estimates,  and  did  s 
in  a  very  able  manner.  You  may  be  content  with  knowing  that  h 
asks  for  something  under  Ten  Millions  of  Pounds — takes  £385,00 
more  than  last  year — wants  only  the  same  number  of  men  and  boy 
as  before — and  spends  the  excess  on  Ironclads,  and  other  valian 
vessels.  The  men  and  boys,  and  some  two  millions  and  a  half  wer 
voted.  "  Rule  Britannia,  Britannia  rules,"  &c. 

Tuesday.  The  Lords  discussed  what  was  described  as  the  Law  o 
the  Reserve  Forces,  but  which  turned  out  to  be  the  question  as  1 
the  powers  of  Lord  Lieutenants  of  Counties,  as  to  the  appointmen 
of  officers  in  the  Militia.  A  minor  point,  though  perhaps  it  was  no 
minor  in  the  opinion  of  LOKD  VIVIAN,  who  moved  for  a  Committee 
was  that  he  had  been  "  snubbed,"  he  said,  by  MR.  CAKDWEI; 
LORD  SALISBURY  said  that  the  Government  were  so  manifest! 
wrong  in  the  matter  complained  about,  that  it  was  not  worth  whi 
inquiring.  The  motion  was  negatived.  On  the  main  question  thei 
is  no  doubt  that  though  the  Lord  Lieutenants  are  usually  high 


inded  personages,  the  nation  would  be  best  served  by  their  having 

o  power  to  appoint  officers.  . 

More  important  was  a  speech  by  LORD  STRATHNAIRN,  sometime 

ommander  of  the  British  Forces  in  India.     He,  speaking  as  one 

ho  has  authority,  and  not  as  the  scribes  who  scribe  upon  questions 

whether  they  understand  them,  or  do  not,  declared  that  a  shameful 

o-norance  of  strategy  characterises  the  British  officer.     That  Brave 

vho  is  full  of  noble  qualities,  ought  to  be  instructed,  or  he  would 

ertainly  lose  battles  which  his  valour  and  that  of  his  men  would,  if 

roperly  directed,  win.    Government  and  the  DUKE  OF  CAMBRIDGE 

dmitted  the  truth  of  the  criticism,  and  made  consoling  promises. 

In  debate  on  the  Armament  of  Gibraltar,  SIR  HENRY  STORKS 

ssured  the  Commons  that  everything  was  being  done  to  strengthen 

o  important  a  place.     Satisfactory  in  itself,  SIR  HENRT,  and  even 

more  satisfactory  as    showing    that    philanthropocosmopolitanism 

sn't  going  to  make  us  give  up  Gib.    Observe,  as  a  literary  exercise, 

10  exquisite  art  of  that  last  passage,  and  compare  it  with  bHAKS- 

EARE'S  multitudinous  seas  incarnadine,  making  the  green  one  red. 

Uso  remember  THOMAS  HOOD'S  illustration  of  these  last  words,  a 

okel  being  turned  into  a  soldier.     "Happy  ve,"  who  sit  at  the 

eet  of  G  \3tALlEL  PUNCH,   and  drink  wit   and  wisdom  trom  his 

nexhaustible  Rabelaisian  Oracle  of  the  Bottle. 

In  discussion  on  Export  of    Arms  to   Belligerent  ,    MR. 

LOWTHER  proposed  that  this  question  should  be  settled  with  foreign 

ations.    MR.  HENRY  JAMES  contended,  with  ability,  that  any  such 

ttempt  would  complicate  the  subject,  and  break  down  the  simple 

aws  of  political  economy  ;  and  when  Punch  adds  that  SIR  ROUNDELL 

P  \LMEK  praised  that  contention,  and  to  a  great  extent  agreed  with 

V{R  JWIES,  it  will  be  understood  that  about  enough  had  been  said. 

}ut  nevertheless  there  was  a  good  deal  more  said,  and  then  the 

motion  was  withdrawn.  . 

The   Trades  Unions  Bill  was    cut  in  two,  and  made  a  sort 

mphisbsena,  and  in  the  course  of  the  week,   both  halves  went 

Krough  Committee. 

To-day   Mr.  Punch  was  not  in  his  place  in  the 


.       -  . 

House,  but  in  his  place  in  the  West  Arena,  block  B,  of  the  Royal 
Albert  Hall.  "He  had  the  happiness  of  hearing  his  Royal  Lady  and 
listress,  QTEEN  VICTORIA,  say  this  to  the  PRINCE  OF  WALES  •— 
"  I  have  to  express  my  grnif.  admiration  <>t  this  bcautajul  Mail, 
nd  my  earnest  wishes  for  its  r<»»/ilrff  success.  ' 
Mr    Punch's  cheer  tore  all  other  shouts  to  shreds,  and  then  he 
ushed  up-stairs  to  a  refreshment  room,  and  poured  a  libation  in 
lonour  of  his  QUEEN,  and  to  the  crowning  of  her  wishes.     Ihe 
icathens  shed  then-  libations  on  the  ground,  or  on  a  victim.    But 
Mr.  Punch  didn't  see  any  victim  handy,  and  he  did  not  wish  to 
plash  the  new  flooring.     Besides,  as  has  been  solemnly  affirmed  by 
he  Christian  Young  Men  of  Dover,  he  is  anything  but  a  heathen. 
He  was  then  graciously  pleased  to  proceed  to  the  East 
>lock  N,  and  to  gaze  down  on  the  brilliant  scene.     Having  expressed 
lis  unhesitating  opinion  that  it  was  splendid,  he  retired  to  a  cigar 
n  Palace  Road,  but  the  wind  being  cold,  he  came  back  again,  in 
time  to  direct  a  respectful  but  admiring  gaze  at  his  adored  PRINCESS 
OF  WALES  (in  beautiful  ruby),  his  worshipped  PRINCESS  LOUISE  (m 
bridal  white),  and  to  shout  a  good  deal  more  when  his  UUEEN  rose, 
and  finally  saluted  the  Eight  Thousand. 

As  for  the  Commons  of  England,  such  of  them  at  least  who  were 
not  at  the  Albert  Hall  with  the  PREMIER,  they  discussed  a  Bill 
invented  by  LORD  SANDON,  for  establishing  Parochial  Councils  in 
the  interest  of  the  Church  of  England.  The  Bill  was  read  a  Second 
Time  •  but,  as  it  was  arranged  that  nothing  more  was  to  be  done 
with  it  at  present,  all  that  need  be  said  is,  that  the  plan  proposes  to 
make  the  laity  work  with  the  clergy.  LORD  SANDON  s  appeal  to 
the  Dissenting  Members  to  assist  him  in  a  scheme  for  the  good  ( 
religion,  was  not  ungraciously  received.; 

Thursday.  LORD  LAUDEHDALE'S  demand  for  a  return  of  the 
number  of  ships  of  the  sort  required  for  the  defence  of  our  Har- 
bours and  Coasts,  was  met  by  an  explanation  that  there  were  none, 
as  yet,  that  met  his  description. 

A  petition,  asserted  to  have  been  signed  by  250,283  women  (or  a 
all  events  to  have  that  number  of  names  attached  to  it)  against  one 
of  the  Sanatory  Acts,  was  heaved  into  the  House  by  two  Members. 
Sentential  ponderantwr,  non  niimenintur. 

Then  came  the  long-expected  debate  on  the  conduct  of  Ministers 
in  accepting  the  Black  Sea  Conference.  The  affair  was  a  fiasco. 
MR.  BERNAL  OSBORNE  did  not  describe  it  amiss  when  he  compared 
it  to  flogging  a  dead  horse.  None  of  the  great  guns  went  off. 
CHARLES  DILKE  put  the  whole  case  against  the  Cabinet  as  strongly 
as  he  could,  and  at  the  end  of  the  debate  the  Foreign  Under-Secre- 
tary,  LORD  ENFIELD,  replied,  with  aplomb  and  effect.  The  PREMIER 
would  not  allow  the  motion  of  censure  to  be  withdrawn,  and  it  was 
negatived.  Moral.—  Russia  has  all  she  wanted,  but  she  has  had  to 
be  civil,  and  perhaps  no  particular  harm  will  come  of  the  changed 
securities,  while,  certainly,  England  does  not  go  to  War. 

Friday.  LORD  DAXLING  AND  BULWER  took  his  seat.    Mr.  Punch 
congratulates  his  Lordship  on  his  well-earned  honours,  and,  by  way 
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of  promoting  Damnation,  would  like  to  ask  him  what  he  thinks, 
just  now,  <>f  France,  Social  and  Literary,  and  of  tho  Monarchy  m 
the  Middle  Classes  in  Paris. 

The  Commons  must.  rul  thinly  to  bear  MFC.  liui.n:  <'<><HK\M 
in  tin-  i  '  '\irnmcnt  that  something  should  be  done  to  procure 
for  I'nuicr  :i  mitigation  lit'  tin-  (ii-rman  terms  of  peace.  Mil.  GLAD- 
STONE, in  defending  the  course  of  the  Cabinet,  made  tin-  best  xpi  •>  •<•! 
which  he  has  delivered  this  Session.  He  objected  to  being  hampered 
l>y  any  I';irli;imcnt;u-y  resolution,  but  promised  to  avail  himself  oi 
any  opportunity  of  lightening  matters  tor  the  French. 

Finally,  tin  re  was  an  amusing'  debate  nil  the  I'ru  ilrL'i  of  Married 
Women  to  commit  Crime  al  the  suggestion  of  their  Husb;r 
arose  nut  of  the  case  of  MUITIIA  THRPKY  of  the  Diamonds  ami 
An;e.sthi  tic.  Mi:.  Dnu.i.v*  Si  ICAMIIIT  made  \i\sdehul,  and  explained 
having  been  an  cyc-witnc.ss  of  her  trial,  that  her  being  a  little 
woman  with  a  baby,"  really  got  her  off—  the  jury  waxing  senti- 
mental.  Ridicule  of  jurymen  an  gc  rod  MK.  Movi  <...[  i:  (,'IIAMBKUS. 
was  able  law-talk,  especially  by  MH.  J  KSSEL  and  the 
ApiT(u:NKY-fiKM.i:\i.  on  the  status  of  she-criminals,  and  it  is  pro- 
bable that  we  shall  soon  cease  to  insult  a  strong-minded  and  strong- 
l">ilii  '1  woman,  by  acquitting  her  on  the  presumptuous  presumption 
that  she  Did  as  She  Was  Bid. 


The  University  Boat   Race,  and  the  Isis  was  again 

defeated  by  the  Cam.    At  least  we  suppose  so.    But,  a*  ; 

to  be  some  difficulty  about  the  Press,  we  accredited  and  dispatched 

to  the  scene  a  Special  He-porter  of  our  own,  whose  portrait  we 

suhjoin. 


This  individual  has  not  since  been  heard  of,  and  therefore  we  are 
obliged  to  borrow  from  our  contemporaries  the  information  that 
Light-Blue  won  by  some  two  lengths.  We  need  hardly  say  that  Mr. 
Punch  wasn't  going  to  get  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  to  see  a 
race  on  the  river.  Father  Thames  appears  to  have  forgotten  his 
duty  to  the  civilised  public.  Is  this  his  gratitude  for  the  Embank- 
ment, or  his  revenge  for  Barking  ? 


BORS  VIRGILIANA  FOR  THE  PARISIANS. 

(JZneid.  bvok  i-iii.,  I.  274.) 
( 'incite  fnmde  comas,  et  pocula  pnrgite  dextris  : 
Communemque  vacate  Deum,  et  date  rj«o  volenttt, 
Or,  in  Mr.  Punch's  own  hexameters — 

Garland  your  hair  with  wreaths  from  your  Liberty-trees ;  fill  your 

glasses : 
Toast  "  La  Commune  "  as  your  goddess,  and  make  her  guards  free 

of  your  cellars. 

Cannibalism  Extraordinary. 

IT  is  our  melancholy  duty  to  announce  that  a  gentleman  well 
known  in  literary  circles  and  the  neighbourhood  of  Hoxton,  a  kind 
husband,  an  affectionate  father,  a  devoted  friend,  and  an  ex- 
churchwarden,  one  at  whom  the  finger  of  suspicion  has  never  been 
pointed,  and  on  whose  character  the  breath  of  calumny  has  never 
yet  alighted,  was  the  other  day  found  devouring  a  favourite  author  .' 

Tin:  HF-.ICHT  ov  SABBATARIANISM.— Finding  a  bank-note  on  the 
pavement  on  a  Sunday,  and  declining  to  pick  it  up. 


SCIENCE  IN  FASHION. 

A  FULL,  true,  and  particular  account  of  the  PRrxcEss  LOUISE'S 
wedding-drew  appeared,  of  course,  in  tin  Murnimj  7W.  It  indi- 
cated, very  signally,  what  has  liccn  for  sum.-  time  oli-Tvuble  by  any 
student  of  our  .  sti .  nn-d  i'ri'-nd,  7,c  /•;,//,-/,  tliat  millinery  is  fast 
rising  into  the  dignity  of  a  This  inventory  of  "The  Bridal 

Attire"  is,  in  the  complexity  of  its  details,  ei|iuil  to  an  elaborate 
architectural  or  anaton ii.  al  analx'si-.  It  really  mny  be  said  to  be 
quite  a  model  of  scientific  precision;  specific  ev«  t.i  tin  •  nici  'ties  of 
botanical  nomenclature.  Limits  of  space  forbid  the  description  of 
tlu  entire  costume  to  be  quoted  at  length,  but  so  much  of  it  as  the 
concluding  portion,  comprehending  one  item,  will  exemplify  the 
rest: — 

"The  bridal  veil  is  made  en  mitt  with  the  tunic  and  flounce,  but,  instead 
of  the  cornucopia  a  bouquet  is  substituted,  and  is  worked  from  a  sketch  made 
by  Her  Royal  Highness.  1  his  bouquet  U  composed  of  rofics  ua  tho  oentrc, 
surrounded  by  lighter  tlowm,  :unong  which  orange-dowers,  ruvrtle,  jawnin. 
and  myoBotis  form  part.  The  delicate  quaking  grass  (Brisa  *ttdlu.)  ana  grace- 
ful frondi  of  fern  (  ] 'nlyttichtun  attgulart]  appear  to  great  advantage  on  the 
net,  which  u  sprigged  with  -i.  1  orttuge-bloatom  and  marguerites, 

and  powdered  with  very  smaU  rings." 

The  exactness  with  which  the  quaking-grass  (Jiriza  media)  and  the 
fern  (foiyttichum  onfplare)  are-  particularised  is  remarkable.  One- 
wonders,  however,  that  an  adept  in  dress-making1  so  evidently 
scientific  as  tho  author,  whose  descriptive  powers  are  instanced 
above,  omitted  to  be  equally  precise  in  a  preceding  portion  of  his 
statement,  whero,  having  explained  tho  tunic,"  whereon  "the 
most  prominent  objects  ar«  medallions  containing  bouquets"  of 
certain  flowers,  he  goes  on  to  say  that : — 

"  The  medallions  are  surrounded  by  a  wreath  of  rotes  and  lilies,  aad  above 
is  a  amnller  bouquet  of  tulips,  roses,  phlox,  coreopsis,  wiatari*,  ice.,  whilst  in 
the  openings  of  the  ground-work  butterflies  are  introduced  with  T«ry  pleasing 
effect." 

An  accomplished  naturalist,  no  donbt,  and  writing  for  the  infor- 
mation of  readers  to  whom  the  fashions  are  a  matter  of  serious  study 
in  connection  with  universal  knowledge,  he  might  as  well  have- 
added,  to  distinctness  in  point  of  botany,  equal  descriuiination 
respecting  entomology.  He  speaks  of  butterflies  as  introduced  with 
very  pleasing  effect,  among  the  flowers  in  the  medallions  of  the 
Princess's  tunic.  How  pleasing  the  effect  was  we  should  be  able  to 
imagine  all  the  better  if  we  knew  exactly  what  butterflies  those 
same  were.  Another  time,  perhaps,  on  a  like  opportunity,  he  will 
mention  the  ornamental  insects'  names,  and  may  tell  us  that  in  the 
openings  of  the  ground- work,  or  some,  other  equally  suitable  region, 
were  introduced  butterflies,  namely,  for  instance,  the  Swallow- 
tailed  Butterfly  (Papilio  Machaon],  the  Common  Blue  Butterfly 
(Polyommattis  Alexis),  the  Red  Admiral  (Vanessa  Atalanta),  the 
Peacock  (Vanessa  Iu),  the  Black-veined  White  or  Hawthorn 
Butterfly  (Pitris  Crattegi),  and  the  familiar  Cabbage  Butterfly 
(Pontia  Srassicee).  Moreover,  since  beetles  as  well  as  butterflies 
are  sometimes  included  among  the  decorative  elements  of  feminine 
costume,  he  must  not  forget  to  cite  the  entomological  names  of  the 
Colenptera  as  well  as  those  of  the  Lepidoptera  in  occasionally  describ- 
ing a  dress  embellished  with  insects  of  both  those  orders. 


THE  ORDER  OF  THE  BATH  IX  PARIS. 

AT  last  there  really  seems  to  lie  a  glimmering  of  reason  among  the 
Reds  of  Paris.  See  what  the  Daily  News  is  able  to  report  of  them : — 

"  In  the  name  of  public  health  the  Commune  requisitions  warm  baths  for 
the  National  Guards." 

There  is  very  little  doubt  that  the  (black)  guards  who  have  been 
putting  Paris  in  hot  water  would  most  of  them  be  all  the  better  for 
i  bath  in  it.  Perhaps  the  next  thing  they  will  do  will  be  to  requisi- 
tion some  soft  soap,  with  the  intent  to  give  themselves  a  sanitary 
lathering.  Considering  the  dirty  work  which  they  have  recently 
seen  doing,  few  of  them  can  boast  of  having  clean  hands  just  at 
present ;  and  every  sincere  friend  of  order  would  rejoice  if,  when 
ihe  Great  Unwashed  have  come  out  of  the  bath,  the  Government 
were  able  to  give  them  a  good  towelling. 


A  Very  Large  Family  Party. 

Tin;  total  number  of  authors  in  ALLIBO SB'S  great  Dictionary  of 
English  Literature,  we  are  told,  is  46,499,  ana  of  these  no  fewer 
.ban  810  are — perhaps  we  ought  not  to  break  the  news  so  abruptly — 
SMITHS! 

ilOTTO   FOB  SXR  JULES. 

HERE  is  "  BKN-nnicK,  the  married  man."  SIE  JULES'  motto  must 
ie  BKNKDICT,  the  U-Knighted  man. 
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A    PANIC 


THE    KITCHEN. 


Facetious  Page.  "Now,  THEN,  HEBE'S  THE  CENSUS,  AND  MASTER'S  ORDERED  ME  TO  FILL  IT  UP.  I'VE  PUT  DOWN  YOUR  AGES 
WITHIN  A  YEAR  OR  so,  AND  YOU'RE  TO  'RETURN'  YOUR  FOLLERERS,  IF  ANY,  HOW  MANY,  AND  STATE  T'LICE  OR  MILITARY,'  FEES 
AND  TIPS  FHOM  TRADESMEN  AND  WISITORS  'PER  ANN.,'  PRICE  o'  KITCHEN-STUFF,  AVERAGE  o'  BREAKAGES,  &c.,  &c." 


FEOM  THE  THREE  TAILORS'  GHOSTS. 

"  A  meeting  of  members  of  various  Badical  and  Democratic  Associations  In 
London  was  held  last  night  at  the  Wellington  Music  Hall,  Brooke  Street, 
Holborn,  for  the  purpose  of  making  arrangements  for  establishing  a  great 
national  Republican  movement.  MR.  GEORGE  ODOER  presided.  It  was 
resolred  that  a  Central  Republican  Association  be  at  once  formed,  and  an 
executive  council  and  general  committee  was  elected,  with  instructions  to 
prepare  an  address  to  the  country,  and  to  draw  up  a  programme  for  the 
association."—  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  WE,  the  Three  Tailors  of  Tooley  Street "  were  a  mighty  power  in 

our  day : 
And  our  Shadows  have  not  grown  less  to  our  eyes,  in  the  years  that 

have  rolled  away, 

Since  we  uttered  to  the  universe  our  famous  declaration — 
We  three, — together  the  third  of  a  man, — representing  the  British 

nation ! 

Now  our  shades  from  Tooley  Street,  Borough,  to  Brooke  Street,  Hol- 
born, wend, 

And  in  consecration  arid  blessing  o'er  CITIZEN  ODGER  bend : 
As  in  the  Wellington  Music-Hall  he  takes  the  President's  chair, 
The  mighty  Republican  movement  to  set  a-going  there  ! 

And  well  the  Hall's  name  befits  the  work  that  therein  is  to  be  done  : 
For  WELLINGTON  was  a  tyrant  who  showed  how  battles  should  not 

be  won : 

And  Music 's  an  art,  whose  orchestras  for  Republican  ruling  call — 
Viz.,  "  every  instrument  for  itself,  and  no  conductor  at  all !  " 

And  Brooke  Street  is  the  street,  wherein,  if  the  lessons  of  life  be 

weighed, 

The  foundations  of  the  Republic  may  most  fittingly  be  laid ; 
For  set  in  running  water  the  ground-work  best  may  be 
Of  the  fabric  that 's  quickest  to  rear  and  to  rase  of  all  fabrics  in 

historic. 


But  think  not  that  CITIZEN  ODGEK  is  here  the  Republic's  praises  to 

sing, 
Or  to  show  how  and  why  rule  of  President  beats  rule  of  Kaiser  or- 

King : 

If  all  that  were  not  self-evident  in  France,  we  've  not  far  to  seek 
To  find  the  palpable  proof — to  the  tune  of  "  Vive  la  Republique  !  " 

Nor  is  CITIZEN  ODGEB  here  to  pronounce  what  our  English  Repub- 
lic 's  to  be, 

But  merely  to  draw  up  a  programme,  and  appoint  a  Com-mit-tee  : 
And  to  lay  down  the  keel  of  a  Central  Republican  Association, 
And  to  put  forth— bless  him !— as  we  did,  an  address  to  the  British 
Nation ! 

And  in  place  of  the  Union  Jack  to  nail  the  red  flag  to  the  mast, 
With  texts  for  general   guidance— as,   "  The  cobbler  beyond  his 

last ;  " 

And  "  Jack 's  as  good  as  his  master,  in  fact  decidedly  better  " — 
And  "  Property  is  robbery,"  and  "  Law  is  a  dead  letter." 

"  In  the  boat  of  the  selfish  capitalist  let  the  workmen  shove  their 

oars, 

And  treat  Itis  accumulations  as  their  Co-op'rative  Stores ;" 
And  proclaim  the  pregnant  principle — which  he  who  runs  easiest 

reads — 
"  To  every  one  according,"  not  "to  his  deserts"  but  "his  needs." 

And  when  these  sacred  doctrines  take  root  here,  we  shall  see, 
This  side  the  Channel  also,  the  growth  of  the  Liberty  tree  ; 
With  its  blessed  fruit  upon  it,  gleaming  ruddily  far  and  wide, 
Above,  red  caps,  red  flags,  and,  below,— something  red  'tis  as  well 
to  hide. 

So  good  speed  to  your  National  Movement — no  fear  it  should  not 

make  way, 
With  the  light  of  France  to  guide  it  on,  still  on,  to  the  perfect 

day  ! 
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Blow  up  gaols,  and  drown  policemen ;  rods,  laws,  and  strait-waist- 
coats burke ; 

And  you'll  make  this  dull  world  a  bright  one,  of  all  play  and  no 
work! 

The  English  oak 's  a  slow-growing  tree— fit  for  pig-meat  alone  its 

The  French  poplar  of  liberty  grows  in  a  night,— what  matter  about 

its  roots  f 

And  there  'B  no  faith  but  the  Republican,  and  ODGBB  is  its  Prophet. 
And   we,  Ghosts  of    the    Tooley   Street   Three,  wish  him  —  and 

England — much  joy  of  it. 


MY    HEALTH. 


f~)J/YJ.  T"E  TRAIN.  All  three  silent;  turtle-dove  cooing ;  melan- 
VX.X*'  choly  noise.  I  feel  inclined  to  say  a  lot  of  things,  but 
don't.  Must  select  my  subjects  carefully,  or  else  they'll  both  cry. 

Things'.!  feel  inclined  to  say,  but  don't — (keep  'cm  for  another 
time).  The  noise  made  by  the  train  fits  any  tune  (hum  one  and  try  it 
— hum  another.  Can  do  this  when  with  musical  friend,  but  not 
now ;  keep  it.) 

That  we  wriggle  about  a  good  deal  in  this  train. 

That  time  soon  passes  while  travelling. 

That  Railway  Travelling  is  superior  to  Coaching. 

That  it 's  delightful  to  pet  out  of  Town. 

That  the  Country  is  looking  very  well. 

Mem  (tn  ronxiiler  irtmt  I  mean  by  this.)  Whatever  anyone  else 
may  mean,  I  find,  on  analysis,  that  my  notion  is,  that  the  Country  is 
different  to  Town,  that  it  is  green,  that  there  are  trees,  that  there 
are  fields,  that  there  are  sheep  and  cows. 

That  it  is  impossible  to  make  out  the  name  of  a  station  from 
listening  to  the  Porters. 

That  we  want  a  new  Act  requiring  uniformity  of  pronunciation 
among  Railway  Porters. 

That  it 's  a  great  mistake  to  allow  stupendous  advertisements  in 
stations.  Strangers  might  easily  mistake  "  Panklibanon,"  or 
"  Ozokerit,"  when  in  enormous  letters  on  a  large  board,  for  the 
name  of  the  place. 

Mem.  Paiilililiinnn  wouldn't  be  a  bad  title;  sounds  eastern. 
"  Cedars  of  Panklibanon,"  &c.  Wonder  what  Panklibanon  really  is. 
One  thing  1  do  know,  that  it  is  not  another  name  for  Canterbury, 
where  we  are  now  halting,  and  I  make  this  note. 

Mem.  It  is  a  pity,  also,  that  Guards,  Porters,  and  Officials  gene- 
rally differ  as  to  the  time  the  train  is  going  to  stop  at  an  intermediate 
Station.  One  says,  "  Two  minutes  ;"  another,  "  Hardly  a  minute;" 
a  third,  "  Four  minutes  ;"  a  fourth,  "  Off  directly."  Our  own  con- 
fidential (iiianl  assures  me  that  I  shall  have  plenty  of  time  for  a  cup 
of  .tea  or  coffee  and  a  bun,  and  tie  will  show  me  the  refreshment- 
room.  This  results  in  his  getting  a  glass  of  beer  (from  me),  and  in 
my  ordering  a  cup  of  tea,  and  just  getting  it  very  hot,  when  I  'm 


trying  to  swallow  a  sponge-cake.  The  bell  rings,  somebody  outside 
cries  sternly,  "Anymore  going  on'f"  and  our  old  Guard  looks  in 
to  say,  "  Now  then,  Sir,  time's  up." 

Continuing,  on  my  resuming  my  seat  (being  received  coldly  by  my 
Aunt),  to  "  think,"  and  to  make  occasional  notes  (which  I  manage 
by  grasping  my  pocket-book  tightly  in  my  left  hand  on  my  knee, 
and  pressing  down  uj>on  it  heavily  and  slowly  with  ray  pencil, 
producing  thereby  a  kind  of  musical  character  which  subsequently 
costs  mo  some  considerable  time  ami  tremble  to  decipher)  would 
gradually  send  me  to  sleep,  but  tor  I>OPHKIIH;K,  who  can't  be 
persuaded  that  the  wheel  is  not  on  fire,  and  my  Aunt,  who  is  sure 
we  are  going  so  unsteadily  as  to  be  certain  of  an  accident. 

Mem.  Sympathetic  nerves.  They  make  me  quite  uncomfortable. 
RiixiK  sniffs,  and  is  sure  it 's  hre.  My  Aunt  clutches  the  seat- 
arms  convulsively  every  three  minutes,  and  says,  jerkily,  "  I 
can't  stand  this — I  know  I  can't" — then  sin-  I  mat  lies,  an  if  with 
difficulty,  relaxing  slightly  her  hold  on  the  arm — three  minutes  of 
quiet  travelling — when  we  eome  on  to  a  derliiif,  or  an  incline,  or  a 
beautiful  bit  of  engineering,  which  takes  us  on  to  a  ourre,  and 
nearly  sends  my  Aunt  into  a  fit. 

I  tell  her,  elieeringly,  that  there's  nothing  to  be  frightened  at.  1 
beg  her  to  think  how  many  thousands  travel  and  yet — 

I've  done  it.      DoDDKlix>K  has  begun  to  sob,  and  my  Aunt  is 
staring,  in  a  three-quarter-tae,    attitude,  out  of  the  window,  with 
-s  gradually  gathering  in  both  eyes. 

What  lum    1  Mild? 

****** 

Ramsgnti.  -My  Aunt  likes  to  take  watering-places  at  a  disad- 
vantage, as  it  were.  She  is  the  guest  who  comes  too  early,  and 
witnesses  the  preparations. 

February  is  not  the  season  for  Ramsgate.  Uamsgato  is  "  to  let." 
There  is  no  one  on  the  pier.  There  is  no  one  on  the  sands.  There 
is  no  one  in  the  street.  There  is  no  one  on  the  promenade. 

My  Aunt  has  very  nice  lodgings.  There 's  a  piano  in  the  dining- 
drawing-room,  which  1  am  glad  to  see. 

After  all,  we  shall  manage  to  be  cheerful. 

Man.  With  regard  to  My  Health,  go  in  for  diet.  Also  for  quiet. 
Diet  and  (Juiet.  Just  the  opportunity  here.  Opportunity  also  for 
reading,  not  writing  (except  occasional  notes),  but  only  reading. 

A  little  music  in  the  evening  will  be  cheerful.  1  ask  my  Aunt, 
after  dinner,  to  sing.  She  will.  Her  collection  of  songs  is  of  a 
deeply  melancholy  character.  She  commences  with  "  The  Forsaken," 
which  makes  DODDETDGE,  who  is  in  a  corner  knitting  or  doing  some- 
thing with  a  piece  of  green  leather,  a  pattern,  and  a  needle, 
snivel.  On  her  finishing,  I  say,  "Very  pretty.  What  is  it? 
and  I  examine  the  copy.  Will  she  sing  again  ?  Yes.  She  selects 
"My  Heart  is  Sore  — which  is  very  depressing.  The  burden 
of  this  is,  that  the  singer  (my  Annt)  complains  of  having  been 
slighted  and  neglectea  for  another  (some  other  lady),  after 
having  trusted  herself  to  the  gentleman  apostrophised  in  tne  ballad 
as  "Ah,  cruel!  couldst  thou"  something  or  other,  which  he  not 
only  apparently  could,  but  .would,  and,  for  the  matter  of  that,  had 
done,  and  pretty  effectually  too. 

After  this,  we  three  sit  thoughtfully  (I  don't  know  what  I  'm 
thinking  about),  and  the  Dove  coos  plaintively.  1  sleep  next  door 
to  the  Dove,  and  hate  him. 

My  Aunt  now  rises  and  examines  her  repertoire.  She  chooses 
anotner.  It  is  "Blighted,"  which  cheerful  composition  shuts  up 
DODOKIDOE  entirely,  and  sets  my  Aunt  gulping  with  emotion.  She 
breaks  down.  They  are  both  crying.  What  am  I  to  do  ?  I  don't 
feel  inclined  to  cry.  I  wish  I  did.  I  would  willingly.  My  Aunt 
can't  find  her  pocket-handkerchief,  so,  it  being  a  lovely  evening  and 
warm  for  this  time  of  year,  she  goes  out  of  the  open  window,  and 
sobs  on  the  steps  leading  into  the  garden.  DODDRIDGE  retires.  I 
look  at  my  watch.  Nothing  to  do.  No  books.  Forgot  to  buy 
papers.  9'30.  Too  early  for  bed.  I  wonder  if  this  sort  of  thing 
will  go  on  every  night. 

My  Annt  says  (returning  from  window),  "  I  'm  afraid  yon  '11  find 
it  rather  dull  here." 

I  reply,  "  Oh  no,  not  at  all.  It 's  just  what  I  want.  It  '11  do  me 
good." 

My  Annt  hopes  it  will,  and,  taking  her  candlestick,  goes  to  bed. 

Quarter  to  ten.  Well,  yes,  I  tout  go  to  bed.  It 's  so  calm  and 
quiet  here,  I  shall  get  a  good  night's  rest.  I  might  smoke  outside. 
No,  it 's  getting  cold,  and  above  all  things  my  Health  requires  me  to 
be  rery  particular  about  the  night  air.  Daren't  smoke  in  the  house. 
Perhaps  it  will  do  me  good  to  give  it  up  gradually.  Am  restless. 

Bother  my  Aunt's  songs,  they  've  made  me  quite  sad. 

In  the  front  of  the  house  it  is  a  calm  night :  at  the  back,  where 
my  bedroom  is,  it  is  a  rough  night.  Peculiarity,  perhaps  of  Rams- 
gate.  I  've  heard  that  the  climate  is  different  on  both  cliffs,  but 
that  there  should  be  scarcely  a  breath  of  wind  in  front  of  the  house 
and  a  hurricane  at  the  back-door  is  a  meteorological  phenomenon. 
I  am  awake  at  midnight :  1  am  more  awake  at  one  a.m :  I  am  hot 
and  feverish  at  two.  Window  rattling,  wind  howling.  I  try  several 
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THE    "ROUND 


THE    STUDIOS." 


Male  Dilettante,  No.  1  (making  a  telescope  of  his  hand).  "WHAT  I  LIKE  so  MUCH  is  THAT— ER— THAT— 
Ditto  No.  2  (with,  his  nose  almost  touching  the  canvass).  "  I  KNOW  WHAT  YOU  MEAN— THAT  BROAD — EK — 
Female  Dilettante,  No.  1  (waving  her  hand  gently  from  right  to  left).  "PRECISELY.  THAT  SORT  OP— ER— OF— ER— OF— ER- 

Ditto  No.  2.  "  JUST  so.     THAT  GENERAL  SORT  OF — ER — OF — ER " 

Ditto  No.  3.   "0  YES — QUITE  TOO  LOVELY — THAT  PARTICULAR  KIND  OF — ER — OF — ER "  [And  so  forth. 


"  good  things  for  sending  you  to  sleep."  I  count  up  to  a  hundred, 
and  am  more  wide  awake  than  ever.  I  try  a  hundred  backwards, 
and  feel  quite  ready  to  dress  (if  they  'd  only  call  me  now)  and  go 
out  for  a  walk.  About  2'30  I  begin  to  wander  in  my  mind,  then  for 
a  short  time  I  am  wakeful,  then  drowsy.  I  am  saying  to  myself 
"  Now  I'm  going  to  sleep,"  when  the  Dove  in  next  room  commences 
cooing.  I  count  his  cooing.  He  coos  seven  times  and  stops.  Thank 
goodness.  He  recommences  as  I  am  beginning  to  doze.  I  count 
ten  coos.  I  strike  a  light  and  look  at  Imy  watch.  3'30 ! !  and  My 
Health  absolutely  requires  a  great  deal  of  sleep.  The  wind  subsides. 
So  does  the  Dove.  I  begin  to  wonder  if  ...  to  arrange  what  I  '11 
do  to-morrow — I  will  — let  me  see — I  '11 — first 

Knock  at  door.  Hot  water.  Ah,  yes.  7 '30,  Sir.  Quite  so.  All 
right.  Feeble.  To  sleep  again. 

Diary  of  Next  Day.  Aunt  the  embodiment  of  the  soul  of  punc- 
tuality at  breakfast.  I  have  to  apologise.  Storm :  new  bed  :  Dove 
— no,  on  second  thoughts,  I  won't  say  anything  about  the  Dove. 
Delicate  ground — it 's  a  pet.  Love  me,  love  my  Dove.  It  is  trying 
work  for  the  nerves,  living  with  my  Aunt.  She  starts  at  the  least 
thing. 

If  I  come  into  the  room  at  all  quietly,  she  jumps  'up,  exclaiming, 
"  Ah !  I  do  wish  you  would  knock,  or  cough  before  you  come  in." 

I  'm  now  always  knocking  and  coughing.  I  knock  first,  look  in, 
and  then  cough.  This  will  become  a  habit,  if  I  go  on  with  it  very 
long.  Then,  if  I  get  tired  of  a  book,  and  drop  off  to  sleep,  and  the 
book  falls,  up  jumps  my  Aunt  and  presses  her  hand  to  her  heart,  as 
if  I  'd  shot  her. 

She  will  have  the  coalscuttle  outside  the  room,  so  that  my  carrying 
a  scuttle-full  to  put  on  the  fire  is  a  feat  not  unlike  BLONDIN'S  walking 
on  the  tight-rope.  It 's  most  difficult  to  carry  it  without  spilling  a 
coal,  specially  while  my  Aunt  is  saying,  "  Do  take  care,  and  I 
know  that  the  fall  of  one  lump  will  make  her  give  such  a  jump  as 
will  be  fatal  to  my  steadiness. 


If  I  come  upon  her  suddenly  at  a  turn  of  the  stairs,  she  clutches- 
the  bannisters,  she  is  so  startled.  I  can't,  as  it  were,  accustom  her 
to  my  appearance.  I  am  the  Skeleton  popping  out  of  the  cupboard, 
the  Ghost  on  the  staircase,  the  Cuckoo  in  the  clock,  the  Jack  in 
the  box,  anything,  in  fact,  sudden  in  its  movement,  and  startling— 
that  is,  as  regards  my  Aunt.  I  propose,  in  a  satirical  mood  (of  which 
I  afterwards  repent,  but  I  was  worried)  that  I  should  be  perpetually 
playing  a  trumpet,  or  have  a  .bell  round  [my  neck  like  Charlie,  the 
little  dog. 

For  me  to  come  in  by  the  window  from  the  garden  simply  k 
her.    I  never  saw  anybody  so  frightened  in  my  life.    I  explain  that 
I  really  did  not  know  she  was  there.  DODDBXDGE,  calming  her,  says, 
"  0,  MASTEK  GEOBGE,  you  ought  to  be  more  considerate." 


An  Artist  Out  of  Place. 

THE  Morning  Post  announces  that : — 

"  It  has  been  intimated  to  a  well-known  artist  that  it  is  contrary  to  rules 
that  he  should  use  the  lobby  of  the  House  of  Commons  for  the  purpose  of 
sketching  Members." 

Nobody,  one  would  think,  could  need  to  be  informed  that  the 
lobby  of  the  House  of  Commons  is  not  a  drawing-room,  although  a 
well-known  artist  appears  to  have  been  using  it  as  a  studio. 


FLIPPANCY. 


ANY  lady  who  speaks  slightingly  of  Ministers  of  religion  is  not  a 
lady.  We  were  much  displeased  with  Miss  SHALLOW  (the  Justice's 
daughter),  the  other  evening.  Referring  to  the  Purchas  decision, 
which  pronounces  the  white  dress  to  be  the  only  legitimate  garb  of 
the  Clergy,  the  misguided  young  person  said  that  she  should  nence- 
forth  always  call  the  Parsons  the  Surplice  Population. 
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DA  i:\VI.V  AND  PICKWICK. 


Siu 


noli         i, 
.\EWTOKiaid. 


And  that  was  true,  by  .lingo  ' 
As  proof  demonstra/<'</. 

But  DARWIN'S  speculation 

Is  of  another  sort  ; 
'Tis  one  which  demonstration 

In  nowise  doth  support. 

Timo,  theory's  dispeller, 
Will  out  ni  miiiil  ivTiicive  it. 

Wo  say,  as  said  old  ()>//<•;, 

"  Prove  it.     And  he  can't  prove  it." 


"Turk's  Cap." 

AT  the  great  "  function"  (thia  jost  to  air 
our  Spani-.li)    at   Kensington  laat  week,   .1 
person,  not  much  accustomed  to  such 
state  asked   what   it    w«s    the 

Turkish   A  had  on  liis  head,  and 

why  h'    wore  such  a  covering ':     Her  com- 
panion, who  was  much  older,  and  ought  to 
I  nave    known   better,    took    a   di»gr««eful 
advantage  of  the  questioner's   simplicity, 
and  told  her  that  His  I'.xcellency'g  head- 
was  called  a  Fez,  and  that  he  only  wore 
it  on  feztive  occasions. 


WONDERS    OF    FASHION. 

'WEAR  MY  11  vr  »N-  MY  HKAD  !    IMPOSSIBLE,  GBAJTD'PA,  DEAR!     HAVEN'T  DONE  SUCH 
A  Tmv:  FOB  ACES!     IT'S  PIN-NED  ON  WITH  MY  HAIR!" 


TO  A  COMUWFONDENT. 

"  A  YOUNG  Matron  "  writes  to  ask  us  to 
recommend  her  a  pood  Manual  of  DoaMrtic 

Medicim ..       W<    know   of  no    better   book 
than  SOUTH KV'S  J>m-tor. 


AN  A  B  C  FOR  YOUTHFUL  ANGLICANS. 


B 


is  an  Alb,  which,  to  souls  unenlightened. 

A  surplice  might  seem  with  its  fulness  all  tightened. 


1) 


s  a  Biretta,  which  Anglicans  wear 

To  hide  their  defects  both  of  head  and  of  hair. 

is  a  Chasuble,  hung  on  a  peg, 

And  useful  to  hide  like  defects  in  the  leg. 

's  a  Dalmatic,  for  festival  use, 

Embroidered  all  o'er  by  an  Anglican  goose. 
E   is  an  Eagle,  which  serves  as  a  desk 

In  part  mediaeval,  in  part  arabesque. 
F   is  a  Frontal,  which  gracefully  fell 

O'er  the  altar,  affronting  the  people  as  v.  ill. 
G  is  a  Gradual,  for  gradual  intrusion 

Of  offices  Roman  for  England's  delusion. 
H  is  a  Humeral,  thrown  o'er  the  shoulder, 

Of  humorous  appearance  to  worldly  beholder. 
I  is  an  Introit,  by  Anglican  Quorum 

Sung  out  as  they  march  from  the  Sanctum  Sanctorum. 
J  is  a  Janitor,  placed  at  the  door, 

Instead  of  the  Beadle,  who  watched  there  before. 
K  is  the  Calendar,  which,  as  they  say, 

In  the  Ordo  Romanus  is  spelt  with  a  K. 
L  is  a  laud,  which  they  're  constantly  yawning 

In  tones  most  pathetic,  both  evening  and  morning. 
M  is  the  Mass  they  're  so  bent  on  repeating, 

That  their  service  might  almost  be  called  a  "  Mass-meeting, : 
N  is  a  Neophyte,  voime,  uninmiiring, 

Who  sings  in  the  Choir  with  devotion  untiring. 
0  is  an  Ort'ray,  a  piece  of  embroidery 

Worked  o'er  the  Vestments  to  make  them  more  tawdry. 
P  is  a  Pectoral  (not  Lozenge,  but  Vest), 

Made,  not  to  relieve,  but  to  burden  the  Chest. 
<1    is  a  Quidnunc,  who  having  deserted 

The  English  Church,  is  by  the  Angles  converted. 
R  is  the  Rul>rio,  now  no  longer  needed  ; 

By  the  New  Directorium  quite  superseded. 
S    is  the  Stole,  whose  true  form  they  're  revealing ; 

Preferring  the  perfect  to  imperfect  stealing. 
T    is  the  Thurible,  whose  very  smell 

Incenses  the  people,  and  makes  them  rebel. 

is  the  obsolete  Use  of  (old)  Sarum, 

Brought  out  for  their  converts,  for  Rome  to  prepare  'em. 


0 


V  is  the  Vow  they  imprudently  make 

Both  wedlock  and  goods  of  the  world  to  forsake. 
W  'K  the  Wedding  of  Anglican  Curate, 

Which  so  grieved  the  faithful  they  scarce  could  endure  it. 
X   is  the  dreadful  Xv.vnri'i:,  his  spouse, 

Who  made  him  soon  mourn  the  neglect  of  his  vows. 
Y  is  the  Yeoman  who  now  never  enters 

His  old  Parish  Church,  and  has  joined  the  Dissenters. 
V.    is  the  Zone,  or  the  girdle,  which  tied 

Into  one  splendid  bundle  these  vestments  of  pride. 


A  HUE  AM)  CRY. 

THAT  very  useful  body,  the  London  School  Board,  continues  its 
weekly  meetings  and  debates.  On  the  last  occasion,  a  Committee 
having  reported  on  the  Candidates  for  the  office  of  Solicitor  (the 
appointment  of  Beadle  is  not  yet  given  away),  a  complaint  was 
made  that  those  selected  were  all  of  one  "complexion.  This 
sounds  unreasonable,  for  it  must  be  obvious  even  to  the  meanest 
capacity  that  respectable  solicitors,  such  as  we  are  certain  gentlemen 
offering  their  legal  services  to  the  Board  could  not  fail  to  De,  would 
all  be  of  one  complexion — fair.  —  ___z: 

Again  we  read  that  "  the  Committee  did  not  consider  the  religious 
opinions  or  'colour'  of  any  candidates,"  and  this  time  rejoiced  to 
think  that  the  Members  were  so  liberal,  so  unseetarian  in  their 
views,  as  not  even  to  look  with  disfavour  on  a  candidate,  although 
in  personal  appearance  he  might  be  tinted,  or,  possibly,  deep  black. 


Dean  of  Bipon  and  Mr.  Purchas. 

Dean  Close.  I'd  not  stay  in  such  a  Church  as 
Ynu  would  make  it,  ME.  PUBCHAS. 

Mr.  PnrcJiiifi.  Nor  would  I,  dear  DOCTOB  CLOSE, 
Were  our  Church  what  you  suppose. 


A   WELCOME   VISITOR. 


"  I  COULD  a  tail  unfold."    Could  you  ?    Then  lose  not  a  moment, 
but  go  instantly  to  Mu.  DABWIN.    He  will  be  delighted  to  see  you. 


COLLEGE  FOR  COBBLERS  AT  OXFORD.— All  Soles. 
College  it  will  be  an  Atrl. 


Instead  of  a 
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STICKING    UP    FOR   AN    ABSENT    FRIEND. 

Miss  Frumpingtan  (who  Juts  dropped  in  for  a  chat  about  last  u.ighCs  lull).    "  AND  CAN  IT  BE  TRUE,  CLABA,  THAT  CAPTAIN  JINKS 

ACTUALLY  SO  FAR  FOKGOT  HIMSKLF  AS  TO  TRY  AND  KlSS  YOU  IN  THE  CONSERVATORY  AFTER  SUITER  2 ' 

Clara.  "HE  DID,  INDEED,  Miss  FRUMPINGTON.    VULGAR  LITTLE  WRETCH  !" 

Miss Frumpinglon.  "You  SURPRISE  ME!    To  us  CAPTAIN  JINKS  HAS  ALWAYS  BEHAVED  LIKE  SUCH  A  PERFECT  GENTLEMAN!' 


A  PROPOS  OF  THE  ROYAL  ALBERT  HALL, 

AND  ITS  OPENING,  MABCH  28,  1871. 

WHAT  is  there  not  easy  to  laugh  at, 

If  the  taste  of  the  joke  and  the  tap 
That  our  sparkling  Guffaw-ba*  we  quaff  at, 

Are  points  that  don't  matter  a  rap  ? 
If  the  past 's  as  much  theme  for  our  scorning 

As  the  future,  and  what  lies  between ; 
If  the  present,  o'er-sea,  reads  no  warning — 

It 's  easy  to  laugh  at  the  QUEEN. 

If  the  tastes  of  crown'd  heads  be  a  trifle, 
On  their  realm's  lot  that  weighs  not  a  feather  ; 

If  high  thoughts  in  high  places  to  stifle, 
Harm  not  Princes  and  People  together  : 

Had  Ciueen's  consorts  but  one  road  to  go. 
Their  sole  guide-post  the  beef -eater  s  halbert ; 

Were  their  Science  and  Art  all  a  show- 
It 's  easy  to  laugh  at  PRINCE  ALBERT. 

If  with  small  means  to  work  out  great  ends  ; 

Into  steps  to  convert  blocks  of  stumbling  ; 
And  by  brain-power  and  pluck  turn  to  friends 

The  foes  whose  first  aim  was  your  humbling ; 
If  with  beauty  JOHN  BULL  to  imbue, 

Till  his  clumsy  hands  own  Art's  control, 
Be  things  any  fellow  can  do — 

It 's  easy  to  laugh  at  KING  COLE. 

Were  Art- teaching  so  easy  a  matter, 
Where  Industry  long  has  scorned  Beauty  ; 

*  The  wine  of  laughter,  a  growth  of  the  same  grape  as  the  "  sparkling 
Catawba,"  which  our  American  cousins  declare  superior  to  Champagne. 


W«re  Esthetics  but  vague  German  chatter  ; 

Lf  Low  Labour  owed  High  Art  no  duty ; 
If  our  Upper  Ten  Thousand  had  taste ; 

Were  there  no  need  of  teaching  our  toilers  ; 
If  Jto  spend  cash  on  culture  be  waste — 

It 's  easy  to  laugh  at  "  The  Boilers." 

Were  nobly-proportioned  halls  common, 

And  oft  within  estimates  built ; 
Were  our  architects  Grecian  or  Roman ; 

Were  fitness  for  use  their  Art's  guilt ; 
Had  GILBEBT  SCOTT,  R.A.,  the  right 

Out  on  COLONEL  SCOTT,  R.E.,  to  call ; 
Had  it  rival  for  space,  sound,  and  light— 

'Twould  be  easy  to  laugh  at  the  Hall. 

Were  Englishmen's  loyalty  dead, 

And  their  ftueen  anil  Princesses  no  more 
Than  a  widow  with  daughters  to  wed,-- 

Horse-leeches,  still  crying  for  more. 
Save  bare  use  and  work  done,  if  all  metres 

Of  value  to  trust  we  refuse — 
It 's  easy  to  scoff  the  Beef-eaters, 

And  easy  to  laugh  at  the  Blues. 

Were  Court-pageants  but  mumm'ries  outworn, 

And  State  ceremonial  a  toy  ; 
Thrones  but  targets  for  satirist's  scorn ; 

Crowns  but  butts  scoffers'  wits  to  employ  ; 
Had  Old  England  no  field  but  the  Past, 

Had  New  England  the  Future  to  sway, 
'Twere  easy — laughs  well  who  laughs  last — 

To  laugh  at  last  week's  "  opening  day." 


ASSOCIATION  FOR  THE  RELIEF  OF  PARIS.— A  French  Army. 
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CASE    OF    CENSUS-CONSCIENCE. 

Conscientious  Head  of  Family  (an  old  Lady,  giving  the  paper,  on  Monday,  to  (he 
Enumerator).  "HERE  is  TUB  PAPER,  MB.  ACCUMULATOR,  BUT  I  WANT  PARTICU- 
LAR TO  SAY  SOMETHING  FOR  THE  INFORMATION  OF  HER  MAJESTY,  BLKSS  HER 
HEART,  LIKEWISE  HER  FAMILY!  WHICH  YOU  SEE  IT  SAYS  'SLEPT  OR  ABODE' — 
AND  I  WOULDN'T  DECEIVE  HER  MAJESTY  AND  HER  GOVERNMENT  ON  NO  ACCOUNT, 

AND  THE  FACT   IS,    THAT   I    DIDN'T    SLEEP   A  WlNK   ALL    THE    BLESSED    NlOHT    BY 
REASON   OF  A   TOOTH,    WHICH    I    HOPE  YOU'LL  EXPLAIN  TO  THE  QUEEN,    AND  SAY 

I  COULDN'T  HAVE  IT  TOOK  OUT  ON  SATURDAY,  AS  MY  DENTIST  is  OF  THE  JEWISH 
PERSUASION,  WHICH  I  DON'T  BLAME   HIM  FOR,  QUITE  THE  REVERSE,  BUT  I  AM 

GOING    TO    HIM    TO-DAY  TO    HAVE    IT   EXTRICATED,   AND    SO   PLEASE  TO  SAY  THAT 

I  ONLY  'ABIDED,'"  &c.,  tc.,  &c.,  &c. 


MY 

I 


THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  BLUES. 

LY  two  blues,  you  're  true  blues,  to  that  I'll  take  my  oath  of  you  : 
don't  know  which  to  praise  the  most,  and  so  say.     Bravo,  both  of  you !  " 
If  the  "  blue  riband  of  the  Thames"  should  be  the  dark  or  light  blue 
Is  hard  to  choose,  but,  'tween,  your  blues,  'tis  clear  you  make  a  bright  blue. 

'Tis  well  with  JOHN  BULL,  in  his  need  while  the  old  boy  can  find  him 
Gameness  and  pluck  like  LESLIE'S  and  the  seven  that  sat  behind  him 
Hang  your  "  Decisive  battles  of  the  world,"  PROFESSOR  CKEASY  ! — 
Better,.!  say,  one  race  so  lost,  than  half  a  score  won  easy. 

That  school  is  a  good  public  school  where  such  pluck  is  inculcate, 
Its  long  bills  and  long  vacations  though  Pater  Familias  sulk  at : 
It  was  no  fool  who  told  us  Waterloo  was  won  at  Eton : 
They  are  the  sole  invincibles  who  won't  know  when  they  "re  beaten. 

Eight  even  backs  that  rise  and  fall  with  a  steam-engine  swing, 
Eight  flashing  blades  that  sweep  and  turn,  swift  as  an  eagle's  wing, 
Twice  eight  arms  tough  as  oaken  boughs,  eight  broad  and  brawny  chests, 
Eight  bulks  of  seasoned  muscle,  filling  out  eight  Guernsey  vests — 

'Twas  with  these,  along  the  towing  path,  exultant  Cambridge  saw 

His  good  ship  clear  of  Oxford,  foot  by  foot,  brave  GOLDIE  draw. 

And  still  light  grew  between  the  boats — length,  length  and  a  half,  and  more — 

Till  when  Cambridge  passed  the  Crab  Tree  two  lengths  ahead  they  bore. 


And  "  Cambridge !"   "Cambridge!"    was  the   cry,    as 

their  oars  with  even  flash 
Under  GORDON'S  ready  yoke-line  gave  the  Oxford  boat 

their  wash : 
But  Oxford  sheers  off  to  the  right,  out  of  the  Cambridge 

spray, 
And  HALL  has  lost  his  water,  and  holds  the  outside  way. 

Upon  the  shore  of  Middlesex  the  stream  runs  slack  and 

slow, 

And  Oxford's  oars  dip  raggedly,  and  Oxford's  heart  is  low. 
i.DiK's  two  lengths  at  Hammersmith  at  Chiswick  have 

grown  three, 
And  the  race  looks  like  a  run-away,  with  Oxford  all  at 

sea! 

But  when  did  LESLIE  yet  say  die  ?    He  has  called  upon 

his  men, 
They  have  pulled  themselves  together,  and  are  creeping 

up  again : 

'Tis  forty  strokes  a  minute— forty-two !  forty-three  ! 
At  Barnes  Bridge  two  lengths    to  the  bad,  scarce  one 

at  the  Brewerie. 

By  Jove  !  the  race  is  still  to  win,  if  Oxford  can  but  stay. 
And  by  the  Ship  a  half-length  of  the  lead  is  pulled 

away ; — 

But  let  Oxford  try  her  fastest,  still  Cambridge  is  as  fast : 
With  LESLIE'S  bow  at  GOLDIE'S  stern  the  winning  nag 

they  've  past ! 

Never  a  pluckier  race  was  run  since  first  old  Father 

Thames 
Saw  the  Dark  Blue  and  the  Light  Blue  dare  trial  of  their 

fames ; 

Ne'er  winner  won  by  harder  fight  the  honours  of  the  day, 
Ne'er  loser,  of  all  honours  but  these,  bore  more  away. 

They  may  sneer  their  sneer  at  athletes— at  athletes  and 
athletics ; 

May  preach  how  youngsters  should  be  all  saps,  sages,  and 
ascetics ; 

But  muscle  goes  to  manhood  still,  and  muscular  Christi- 
anity, 

Saving  WILKIE  COLLINS'  presence,  is  not  altogether 
vanity. 

There  are  worse  schools  than  an  eight-oar,  with  its  dis- 
cipline and  training, 

And  its  practical  instruction  in  obeying  and  abstaining. 

There  are  worse  lessons  than  this  race  suggests  to  the 
reflecting, 

To  make  our  victors  modest,  and  our  vanquished  self- 
respecting. 


A  BLANK  TO  THE  BETTING  KING. 

OUR  friend  "ARGUS,"  on  Monday  last  week,  an- 
nounced in  the  Pott  that : — 

«  As  this  U  Passion  week  there  will  be  no  racing." 

The  owners  of  studs  and  members  of  the  Jockey  Club, 
belonging  for  the  most  part  to  the  Nobility  and  Gentry, 
are  01  course  more  or  less  conversant  with  the  higher 
Clergy.  You,  who  know  what  Passion  week  means,  can 
therefore  understand  how  it  is  that  no  racing  takes 
place  therein.  But  that  must  be  a  mystery  to  the 
generality  of  Sporting-men. 


Splitting  the  Difference. 

SPEAKING  of  the  attendance  of  the  company  of  Divines 
and  Scholars,  now  engaged  on  a  very  important  work  of 
Revision,  at  the  meetings  they  have  lately  been  holding, 
the  newspapers  inform  us  that  "the  number  of  those 
present  varied  between  20  and  21."  There  is  but  one 
inference  to  be  drawn  from  this  statement,  namely,  that 
the  exact  number  of  those  present  must  have  been  204. 


CANDLISH   ECONOMY. 


THE  Member  for  Sunderland,  MR.  CAJTDLISH,  declares 
that  the  Naval  Estimates  are  excessive.  Hech,  Sirs,  as 
the  Honourable  Gentleman's  friends  over  the  Border 
would  say,  this  CANDLISH  bodie  is  just  a  Saveall. 


VOL.  LX. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

H  K  Lords,  on  Mon- 
day, April  .'i,  had 
begun  their  Easter 
holidays,  but  the 
Commons  were 
still  at  their  post. 
Nay,  one  of  them 
was  watching  over 
the  interests  of  the 
pleasure  -  seeking 
Aristocrats.  Mr. 
Punch  mentioned 
that  SERJEANT 
SIMON  had  ful- 
minated notice 
that  the  Lords 
were  not  to  be 
allowed  to  reject 
Bills  which  the 
Commons  had 
often  passed. 
Counterblast  to 
Simonism  was 
emitted  by  MR. 
CHARLEY,  M.P., 
for  Salford  (N.B. 
This  is  pronounced 
Saulford,  more  or 

less,  and  not  mineingly,  as  if  the  first  syllabic  were  the  Affectionate  for 
Sarah),  who  announced  his  intention  to  move  that  the  attacks  made  in  the 
Commons  on  the  Lords,  for  exercising  an  undoubted  right,  are  Unconsti- 
tutional. That  is  a  frightful  word,  and  we  would  give  something  to  know 
what  it  means. 

The  Elections  (Parliamentary  and  Municipal)  Bill,  better  known  as  the 
Ballot  BLU,  was  read  a  Second  Time,  its  enemies  again  exacting  assurances  from 
the  PREMIER  that  they  were  not  to  be  bound  by  this  formality.  MR.  BENTINCK, 
of  Norfolk,  thought  that  a  dissolution  must  immediately  follow  the  passing 
such  a  measure,  but  MR.  GLADSTONE  cheered  him  up,  and  entreated  nim  to 
tranquillise  his  mind,  as  nothing  so  "  wicked"  as  a  dissolution  was  being  thought 
of.  SIR  J.  ELPHINSTONE  denounced  the  Bill,  declared  that  he  would  avail  him- 
self of  every  form  of  the  House  to  defeat  it,  and  instantly  allowed  the  second 
reading  to  be  taken  without  a  division. 

Then  did  Home  Secretary  MR.  BRUCE  introduce  his  great  measure  against 
Intoxication.  This  objectionable  practice  he  hopes  to  hinder,  in  some  measure, 
by  the  following  enactments  : — 

CONCERNING  LICENCES. 

The  country  being  divided  into  districts,  the  Magistrates  of  each  district  are 
to  say  how  many  Public-houses  it  wants. 

They  are  to  advertise  how  many  Licences  they  will  issue,  and  these  are  to 
be  sold  by  auction  to  the  highest  bidder,  only  he  must  be  Virtuous. 

If  they  announce  top  many  the  Ratepayers  may  interfere. 

The  Licence  or  Certificate  will  enable  the  buyer,  in  consideration  of  the  price 
he  is  to  nay,  to  keep  a  Public  for  Ten  Years,  but  he  may  be  turned  out  if  he 
keeps  it  in  an  improper  manner. 

The  Resident  Manager  of  the  Public  will  be  the  responsible  person. 

Present  Publicans  have  a  sort  of  vested  interest  for  Ten  Years,  subject  to 
conditions  of  good  behaviour. 

If  penalties  have  reached  £65  in  three  years,  the  licence  is  forfeited  without 
appeal. 

Here  be  it  said  that  the  Government  hope  much  to  diminish  the  number  of 
Public-houses. 

CONCERNING  HOURS. 

Publics  and  Beershops  to  keep  the  same  hours. 

They  are  not  to  open  before  VII.  in  the  morning,  as  MR.  BRUCE  wishes  to 
repress  the  practice  of  early  drinking  by  the  artisans. 

In  London  everything  is  to  shut  at  XII  at  night. 

In  County  Towns  at  XI. 

In  Rural  Districts  at  X. 

On  Sundays  everything  is  to  be  shut  except  between  I  and  III  in  the  after- 
noon, and  between  VII  and  IX  in  the  evening. 

CONCERNING  IIPSINXS^. 

A  Manager  permitting  it  on  the  premises  is  to  be  punished,  or  he  must  prove 
that  a  drunken  person  whom  he  has  made  drunk  was  not  drunk  when  the 
liquor  was  supplied. 

Tipsiness  in  a  Public  or  in  the  Streets,  is  to  be  atoned  for  by  a  fine  of  One 
Sovereign,  or  Hard  Labour. 

Heavier  punishment  still  for  a  tipsy  person  who  ought  to  have  been 
specially  sober,  as  one  in  charge  of  horses,  steam-engines,  or  dangerous 
weapons. 

CONCERNING  AC  CLTEUATION. 

Samples  may  be  collared  by  Government  inspectors,  and  for  the  first  offence 


a  heavy  fine,  second,  IMPRISONMENT,  third,  A  HEAVIER 
FINE  AND  FORFEITURE  OF  LICENCE.  [Ha,  ha! 
Mr.  Bung. 

CONCERNING   TRAVELLERS. 

A  Traveller,  qualified  to  be  supplied  with  refresh- 
ment, must  be  not  less  than  Five  Miles  from  his  resi- 
dence. 

The  Publican  will  have  to  prove  that  this  condition 
was  complied  with. 

A  Sham  Traveller  is  to  be  severely  punished. 

CONCERNING  BAD  CHARACTERS. 

A  stringent  clause  accomplishes  that  which  MR.  KNOX 
and  other  Magistrates  have  tried  to  do,  but  have  been 
baffled  in  doing  by  the  success  of  Quibble  on  Appeal. 


MR.  BRUCE  holds  himself  to  have  steered  between  the 
Seylla  of  Tee-total  Idiotism,  and  the  Charybdis  of 
Vested  Greediness.  He  hopes  to  do  good,  but  he  says, 
with  Mr.  Punch,  that  "  Education  alone  is  able  to 
create  among  the  people  a  higher  standard  of  morality 

a  greater  contempt  for  and  disgust  of  drunkenness,  and 
to  teach  them  what  was  due  to  their  families  and  to 
themselves.  By  these  means,  and  by  these  means  alone, 
;an  we  hope  to  make  the  people  of  this  country  what 
they  ought  to  be — a  moral,  religious,  and  sober  people." 

The  Bill  was  well  received,  but  it  was  of  coarse  too 
complex  to  be  judged  offhand.  SIR  WILKRED  LAWSON, 
true  to  his  abstinence  policy,  could  not  understand 
Licensing  what  was  Wrong.  ME.  M'LAREN  approved  of 
the  general  scope  and  spirit  of  the  Bill.  Other  Jtfembers 
spoke,  but  reserved  opinion.  The  measure  will  be  a 
pleasing  study  for  Parliamentarians  and  others  during 
the  holidays. 

Mr.  Punch  has  a  million  of  good  qualities,  and  one  of 
them  is  the  quality  of  Mercy,  which  is  not  strained. 
Having  expounded  one  large  measure,  he  does  not  in- 
tend to  be  diffuse  upon  another.  He  contents  himself, 
and  his  Public,  by  saying,  that  after  MR.  BRUCE  came 
MR.  GoscirEN, 

"  Not  in  his  Gorgon  Terrors  clad, 
Nor  circled  with  hid  vengeful  band," 

that  is,  not  as  the  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  sur- 
rounded by  the  "  brawny  boarders  that  mount  by  the 
chains,  and  are  over  their  buckles  in  bl" — ess  us,  if  we 
haven't  forgotten  thelngoldsby  rhyme  !  Never  mind.  He 
came  as  the  gentle  exponent  of  a  Bill  on  Local  Rating 
and  Local  Government. 

MR.  GOSCHEN  had  thoroughly  mastered  the  subject, 
and  he  discoursed  on  it  witn  lucidity  and  with  logic. 
Mr.  Punch  proposes  merely  to  say  that  the  Bill  con- 
structs a  system  of  uniform  local  government  in  England 
and  Wales  (not  London),  and  of  uniform  taxation.  And 
that  the  Government  proposes  to  surrender  the  House 
Tax  (£1,200,000,  M'm)  in  aid  of  Local  Rates. 

"  The  old  rating  system  is  laid  on  the  shelf, 
Fal  a  lal  la  !  Ah  !  Fal  a  lai  la  ! 

If  you  want  any  more  you  may  sing  it  yourself. 
Fal  a  lalla !  Ah !  Fal  a  lal  la !" 

to  adopt  a  song  which  used  to  be  merrily  sung  at  the 
old  Adelphi  Theatre  by  the  merry  and  sweet- voiced  MRS. 

FITZWILLIAM  in  days  when but  no  matter.     Excuse 

these  weeps. 

Thursday. — MR.  MIAEL  presented  his  compliments  to 
the  Hierarchy  and  other  clerical  members  of  the  so- 
called  Church  of  England ;  having  intended  to  destroy 
that  Church  on  the  18th  April,  he  has  decided  on  letting 
it  endure  until  the  9th  May. 

After  an  uninteresting  debate  on  the  Enclosure  Law 
Bill — stay,  we  '11  enliven  the  theme  with  a  Byronic 
quotation, 

"  No  Common  be  enclosed  without  an  Ode," 

the  Trades  Unions  Bills  were  finally  considered- 
Mease  to  observe  that  what  is  called  the  criminal  portion 
of  the  legislation  displeaseth  the  Unions,  so  the  following 
sop  is  thrown  to  them.  In  the  titles,  nothing  is  to  be 
said  about  "  Masters  and  Workmen,"  and  the  stronger 
measure  is  only  to  be  called  "An  Act  to  Amend  the 
Criminal  Law,"  and  for  the  words  "Trades  Union"  is 
to  be  inserted  "  Permanent  or  Temporary  Association, 
or  Combination."  Perhaps  it  is  not  remarkable  that  after 
this  piece  of  high  comedy,  Members  were  unable  to  take 
anything  else,  and  took  themselves  off  until  Monday,  the 
17th  April. 
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MY    HEALTH. 


I  am  obliged  to  ask.  Aunt  if 
she  wouldn't  like  to  go  out  for 
a  walk.  My  walk  is  a  pood 
three  -  and-  a  -  half  mill  s  an 
hour  for  a  genuine  constitu- 
tional. My  Aunt's  is  one  mile 
in  an  hour  and  a  half,  with 
stoppages.  Tremendous  exer- 
cise for  control  of  temper  — 
that's  the  only  exercise  it 
gives  me. 

I  take  ray  Aunt  out  in  a  fly 
—  shopping,  and  to  see  Hams- 
gate.  Ramsgate,  tor  fly- 
driving,  is  a  startling  place 
for  such  a  nervous  system  as 
m\  Aunt's.  The  place  reminds 
me  of  the  Centrifugal  Kuilwa} 
you  went  down  a  tre- 
mendous incline  on  the  left, 
wire  whirled  round  a  circle 
(still  in  your  car  head-over- 
neels)  and  shot  up  another 
tremendous  incline  on  the 
right.  Tins  is  llamagate,  only  without  the  circle  in  the  centre,  its 
absence  being  compensated  for  by  gutters,  inequalities  in  the  roads, 
and  sharp  right-angled  corners,  which  the  tiys  take  with  a  bump 
that  sets  em  all  straight  again,  and  puts  you  right  for  the  next  hill. 
ffuiny  dinrn  n  Hill.  —  My  Aunt's  teeth  chatter  —  she  is  pale.  She 
draws  in  her  breath  :  she  grasps  the  side  convulsively  with  one 
hand,  and  DODDKIDGE  with  the  other.  She  is  perpetually  worrying 
the  driver  to  "  go  gently,"  which  results  at  last  in  a  funereal  pace. 
When  we  are  bumped,  which  happens  every  other  ten  minutes,  she 
shudders  and  grasps  whatever  is  nearest  to  her.  I  swear  I  am 
becoming  fearfully  nervous  myself.  The  streets  of  Ramsgate  were 
never  meant  to  accommodate  more  than  one  carriage,  and  you  have 
to  go  almost  out  of  the  town  before  you  can  get  sufficient  room  to 
turn  comfortably.  When  this  critical  moment  arrives,  my  Aunt 
simply  steps  out  and  stands  on  the  pavement,  retiring  subsequently 
within  a  shop-door,  while  the  flyman  is  executing  this  strategic 
movement.  In  passing  another  vehicle  we  have  half  an  inch  between 
its  wheel  and  ours.  It  seems  as  if  my  Aunt's  last  moment  had  come. 
She  clutches  at  her  heart  and  gasps  spasmodically.  As  to  my 
Nerves  and  my  Health  —  a  few  days  more  of  this  and  I  shall  be  a 
shattered  invalid. 

Ni'i'ond  Day  of  this  Sort  of  Thing.  —  Can't  stand  it:  the  two  old 
women,  the  dog  growling,  and  the  turtle-dove  cooing  will  drive  me 
wild. 

My  Aunt  has  got  an  idea  that  a  turtle-dove  will  talk  if  properly 
trained.  She  practises  this  for  one  hour  a-day,  and  asks  me  to  con- 
tinue when  she  's  tired.  The  lesson  consists  in  sitting  before  the 
cage,  and  wagging  your  head  from  side  to  side,  saying,  "Pretty! 
how  d'ye  do  ?  Tends  to  lunacy. 

Man.  Surely  this  kind  of  life  leads  to  drinking,  or  (as  I  look  over 
the  cliff  and  watch  the  waves)  to  -  but  no,  I  can  swim. 

This  state  is  the  worst  possible  thing  for  My  Health—  I  feel  it.  I 
feel  that  I  am  heavy,  that  I  have  got  a  pain  in  my  nose,  and  that  I 
show  signs  of  being,  like  Charlie,  over-fed.  Over-fed  !  like  Charlie  ; 
yes,  and  growling. 

But  I  am  out  by  myself,  for  the  first  time.  Alone  and  free.  In 
an  East  wind,  that  seems  to  cut  right  into  you,  and  make  a  cold 
draught,  a  sort  of  Suez  Canal,  through  your  ribs.  I  will  not  return 
to  ask  my  Aunt,  but  will  go  for  a  ^constitutional.  Where  ?  Look  at 
pocket-book,  where  I  've  previously  noted  what  to  do  at  Ramsgate. 

Mem.  When  at  Ramsgate  go  to  Broadstairs.  Good—  will  look  in 
at  tobacconist's  shop  and  ask  my  way.  I  do  so. 

The  dramatis  persona1  of  the  shop  on  my  entrance  are  —  old  man 
behind  the  counter  (probably  the  proprietor),  a  customer  (back  view), 
a  large  shaggy  dog  on  the  floor  (evidently  a  visitor),  a  big  cat  on  a 
cigar  chest  (evidently  a  resident).  The  dog  is  eyeing  the  cat  wist- 
fully, while  the  cat  is  lying  with  her  legs  comfortably  tucked  up 
under  her,  pretending  to  be  more  than  half  asleep,  but,  in  reality, 
very  much  awake.  My  appearance  distracts  the  dog's  attention, 
and  offers  him  another  subject  for  consideration,  namely,  my  legs. 
Cat  supremely  indifferent.  Proprietor  attending  to  his  business. 
Customer  choosing  a  tobacco-pouch.  Dog  suspicious.  Myself 
nervous.  I  cannot  help  it  ;  after  such  a  turn  as  I  've  had  of  it  with 
a  Jumping  Aunt  —  [Mem.  Startling  name  for  a  Sensational  Novel, 
.My  Jumping  Aunt.]—  a.  ring-dove  learning  to  talk,  and  a  water- 
nymph  (DoDDKiDGE,  the  Crying  Maid)  of  uncertain  age  (i.e.  after 
fifty).  My  nerves  are  quite  out  of  order,  and  My  Health,  instead  of 
being  improved,  is  sensibly  worsened. 

Mini.  New  verb,  To  be  worsened,  i.e.,  to  be  made  worse.    Why 


not?  To  be  loosened,  i.e.,  to  be  made  loose.  Note  for  book,  in 
futuro. 

"  Get  away,  you  ruffian ! "  says  the  Customer,  opportunely  inter- 
I  fering  with  the  dog's  proceedings,  who  won't  sllow  me  to  advance 
another  step.  Dog  retire*  (on  receiving  an  admonitory  kick  from 
Customer)  with  a  aide  glance  at  cat,  conveying  the  idea  that  he 'd 
very  much  like  to  meet  her  by  moonlight  alone,  and  give  her  a  bit 
of  his  mind,  or  rather  a  bite  of  it,  at  the  same  time  sulkily  protest- 
ing against  such  treatment  before  strangers. 

This  action  (i.e.  the  kick)  brings  Customer  and  self  face  to  face, 
which,  by  the  way,  is  not  generally  the  result  of  a  kick. 

"  Why  "—  he  exclaims,  starinfr  at  me. 

"  Why" —  I  exclaim,  recognising  him  in  two  seconds. 

ItisBi'iiD.  The  very  fellow  of  all  others  for  me  to  meet  at  this 
crisis  of  My  II  MI>  is  a  sujx-rlative.  lie  is  tin  julliest, 

cln-eriest,  best  Imiking,  best  hearted  i'el low  possible.  He  is  what  is 
called  a  man  with  hii  heart  in  the  right  place.  [Awkward,  by  the 
way,  if  he  hasn't ;  but  there  are  occasions  when  hearts  are  not  in 
the  right  place,  as,  for  instance,  in  a  panic,  when  someone's 
"heart's  in  his  mouth"  (horrible  !),  or  sinks  into  his  boots". 
Hut  this  never  happens  to  l!i  iu>.  He  doesn't  know  what  nervous- 
ness means,  and  as  for  ill  health,  he  appears  simply  unable  to 
understand  it.] 

He  is  hearty. — I  am  delighted.  What  has  brought  us  both  here  ? 
Health.  1  have  come  in  search  of  it,  he  has  brought  it  with  him. 

"  By  Jove,"  he  exclaims,  after  taking  a  pood  look  at  mo,  "  1 
hardly  knew  you  at  iirst,  you're  got  so  tremi'i/ilmtsly  stout." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  I  ask,  with  an  assumption  of  carelessness,  as 
if  it  was,  after  all,  only  a  matter  of  opinion,  and  that  other  people 
thought  I  wag  curiously  thin. 

"  Think  so  ! "  says  he,  "  why  look  here  !  "  and  he  pinches  my  arm, 
and  then  prods  me  under  (to  put  it  neatly)  ray  tilth  rib.  I  winoe. 
BUDD,  who  was  in  the  Army,  has,  I  find,  taken  to  farming  and 
country  pursuits  generallv,  and  has  an  eye  for  fat,  having  exhibited 
pigs  and  got  a  medal.  "He  wants  some  of  this  off.  eh,  doesn't  he  ''" 
he  continues,  appealing  to  the  shopkeeper,  who  smiles,  clearly  afraid 
of  offending  two  customers. 

"  Come  and  take  a  Turkish  Bath,  that's  your  tip,"  says  BnttD  ; 
"  You'll  lose  ten  pounds  of  this,"  another  prod  in  a  new  place,  and 
shopkeeper  much  amused,  counfound  his  impudi  ucc,  "m  a  week, 
and  at  the  end  of  a  couple  of  months  you'll  be  fit  for  a  Derby 
winner." 

This  view  of  the  result  of  a  course  of  Turkish  Baths  is  encourag- 
ing, though  my  recollection  of  having  taken  one  a  long  time  ago  in 
London,  is  that  I  was  seriously  ill  for  three  days  after. 

"Bosh!"  cries  BUDD,  heartily;  "You  come  up  with  me,  and 
I  '11  put  you  through  your  paces." 

I  promise  to  join  him  in  a  bath  to-morrow.  Will  he,  for  company's 
sake,  walk  with  ine  to-day  ?  He  considers. 

"No,"  he  replies;  "I  can't,  because  I'm  going  to  commit  the 
enormity  of  going  out  fishing." 

Everything  with  him  is  an  enormity.  At  one  o'clock  he  is  going 
to  commit  the  enormity  of  taking  a  brandy  and  soda,  and  a  biscuit. 
At  this  moment  he  is  going  to  commit  the  enormity  of  smoking  a 
cigar."  Falling  into  his  way,  I  inform  him  that  I  propose  com- 
mitting the  enormity  of  walking  to  Broadstairs. 

"  Do  you  good,"  says  he ;  "  take  a  breather  to-day,  and  go  in  for 
the  enormity  of  a  Turkish  to-morrow,  no  beer  or  butter,  and  you  '11 
enter  for  the  Gaspipe  Stakes  in  a  fortnight.  Melt  some  of  this  off," 
another  prod,  "and  choke  off  your  nerves,  or  you're  booked  for 
a  dead  'un  before  you  know  where  you  are." 

With  this  cheerful  view  of  my  case,  given  in  the  jolliest  manner 
possible,  he  summons  Growler,  the  dog,  with  a  playful  poke  of  his 
stick — very  much  like  what  he 's  been  giving  me — and  marches  out, 
Growler  nodding  to  the  cat,  and  expressing  himself  to  the  effect 
that  it  won't  be  long  before  he  has  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her  again. 

I  am  determined.  Now  I  see  my  way.  "  Breathers  "  and  Turk- 
ish Baths,  versus  "being  a  dead  'un  before  I  know  where  I  am." 

Subject  of  consideration  to  occupy  time  of  walk  will  be,  how  can 


I  manage  to  get  quit  of  my  Aunt,  DODDHIDSE,  and  the  Dove,  or,  to 
put  it  in  BUDD'S  style,  how  can  I  commit  the  enormity  of  choking 
off  my  Aunt  &  Co.  (representing  my  nervous  system),  train  for  a 
gaspipc  match,  and  so  avoid  the  melancholy  contingency  of  being 
booked  for  a  dead  'un.  Think  it  over. 


Welsh  Rabbit  Hunting. 

A  IIST  of  fashionable  announcements,  the  other  day,  contained  a 
paragraph  stating  that  a  Drag  Club  is  being  formed  in  Monmouth- 
shire, with  the  DUKE  OF  BEAUFORT  as  President,  MR.  PEICE 
HAMILTON  as  Secretary,  and  an  uniform  consisting  of  a  dark  green 
coat  with  flat  gilt  buttons  and  a  motto  engraved  thereon  in  the 
Welsh  language.  Peradventure,  when  this  Welsh  Drag  Club  goes 
drag-hunting,  the  drag,  instead  of  being  a  red-herring,  will  consist 
of  toasted  cheese. 
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MISAPPLICATION. 

Clergyman's  Wife  (who  takes  great  interest  in  her  Industrial  School).    "JANE  BROWN,  I'M  SORRY  TO  HEAR  FROM  TOUR  MISTRESS 

THAT  YOU  ARE  NOT  DILIGENT  AT  YOUK  NEEDLEWOBK  !      NOW,  YOU   KXOW  WHO   IT   IS  THAT    'FlNDS  WOKK  FOR  IDLE   HANDS  TO  DO  '  ?  " 

Jane  Brown  (artfully  thinking  to  propitiate).   "  IF  YOU  PLEASE,  'M,  YEOU  DEW,  'M  !  !  " 


A  CLAP  ON  THE  BACK  FOR  FAWCETT. 

(A  propos  of  his  Stand-up  Fight  for  Poor  Men's  Rights  in  Cases  of 
Commons'  Enclosure.) 

You  'KK  often  a  terrible  bore,  my  worthy  PBOFESSOR  FAWCETT, 
When  for  one  of  your  screeds  of  doctrine  at  the  House  you  your 

pitiless  jaw  set ; 
By  abuse  of  your   forty  -  prof essor  -  power    your    radical    tap  of 

broaching, 
There 's  no  Member  more  in  the  habit  on  the  Commons  of  encroaching. 

But  in  your  case,  my  Professor,  the  old  saw's  truth  we  see, 
How,  with  higher  lights  as  lesser,  two  of  one  trade  never  agree  ; 
That,  I  think,  must  be  the  reason  for  your  strenuous  reproachments 
Of  those  who  promote  the  Enclosure  Bills  that  on  commons  make 
encroachments. 

You  complain  how  the  poor  man's  playgrounds,  with  their  carpet  of 

gorse  and  heather, 

Are  laid  into  the  rich  man's  fields  by  the  thousand  acres  together ; 
Till  wild  growth  and  wild  Nature  and  wild  waste  dwindle  down. 
And  God's  fair  world  of  country  is  marred  to  man's  foul  world  of 

town. 

And  you  scorn  the  paltry  acre  for  the  poor  man's  pastime  kept. 
When  square  miles  into  the  widening  net  of  the  squire's  new  fences 

are  swept ; 
And  in  your  complaint  'and  your  scorn,  Punch  is  with  you,  heart 

and  soul, 
And,  bore  and  doctrinaire  as  you  are,  wishes  more  power  to  your 

poll!  

RECITATION  FOK  THE  PARIS  PARTY  OF  OKDEH.— "  Red  Ruffian, 
Eetire !  " 


SUNDAY  PARLIAMENT. 

THESE  is  Parliamentary  wrangle  as  to  the  means  of  getting  more 
days  for  debating.  A  frightful  proposal  that  the  Houses  shall  meot 
in  November  is  not  a  thing  to  joke  about.  But  Surely  there  is 
another  way.  Why  not  let  the  Houses  meet  on  Sundays  (after 
divine  service)  for  the  discussion  of  Religious  Questions  only,  such 
as  the  Destruction  of  Churches,  the  Revision  of  Lectionaries,  the 
Expulsion  of  Bishops,  the  Burial  of  Dissenters,  the  Ransacking  of 
Nunneries,  and  the  Explosion  of  Whalleyisms  ?  Prepared  by  re- 
ligious exercises  to  approach  such  subjects  in  a  befitting  spirit,  and 
not  disturbed  by  any  thought  that  dinners  are  waiting  (as  no  one 
eats  a  hot  dinner  on  the  Sabbath)  the  Houses  would  be  greatly 
assisted  to  desirable  decisions.  And  we  suppose  that  no  one  will 
deny  that  passing  an  Act  of  Parliament  is  a  work  of  necessity  or 
mercy.  

THE  FIRST  PERSON  PLURAL. 

THE""  Red"  Departmental  Provisional  Committee  of  Marseilles,  a 
few  days  since,  issued  a  Proclamation,  which  contains  the  following 
glorious  passage : — 

"  Questions  of  detail  are  raised  in  order  to  avoid  the  discussion  of  prin- 
ciples involved.  In  short,  people  dare  to  ask  what  we  want." 

What  astounding  audacity !  Fancy  People  actually  dare  to  ask 
what  We,  the  Sovereign  Populace,  want!  0,  brave  we ! "  as  DB. 
JOHNSON  used  to  cry.  Marry,  "this  is  Ercles'  vein;  a  Tyrant's 
vein,"  with  a  vengeance.  Verily,  King  Mob  doth  talk  the  language 
of  a  despotic  Monarch— in  a  burlesque. 


A  Dependent  Position. 

To  be  a  great  orator  is  a  great  distinction,  but  a  successful  public 
speaker  pays  heavily  for  his  popularity,  for  how  uncomfortable  it 
must  be  for  him,  when  a  whole  assembly  hangs  upon  his  lips ! 
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TWO   DROPS  OF   COMFORT. 

PUBLICAN.  "  P-O-ON  MY  WORD  \    THINGS  IS  COMING  TO  A  PRETTY  PASS  \ " 

CABBY.  "  LOR'  BLESS  YER,  GUVNOR,  YOU  AIN'T  NO  CALL  TO  BE  AFRAID.    WHY,  MR.  BRUCE  HE  TRIED 
TO  REFORM  THE  CABS  !     WELL  \     'ERE  WE  ARE  I-HAS  WE  WOS  I— SO  BETTER,  AN'  NO  WUS  \  \ " 
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RED     FINANCE. 


A  !  In  Belleville's  Journal 
Official,  the  other  day,  there 
appeared  a  letter  proposing 


THE  CENSUS. 

IT  was  felt  all  over  the  kingdom  ;  and  in  houses  where  the  families 
were  large,  lasted  a  considerable  time. 

Some  Heads  ut   Families  took  it  very  seriously,  assembling  the 


*  to  pay  off  the  German  in-    entire  household,  In  tin-  dining-room,  down  to  the  baby,  can-fully 

-  demnity  by  a  tax  of  three  I  reading  aloud  every  word  of  the  printed  instructions,  and  prefacing 


or  four  per  cent,  imposed 
exclusively  on  the  fort  urns 
of  the  great  landowners 
and  capitalists  of  France. 
This  idea  is  not  alto 
original.  The  classes  sub- 
ject to  the  Income-tax  in 


the  actual  ceremony  with  an  address  containing  a  history  of  the 
Census  iii  this  cnuntry  from  the  timr  of  KMWABB  TUB  CONFESSOR,  a 
recapitulation  <>t  it*  advantages,  socially,  personally,  and  politically, 
and  an  impressive  appeal  to  the  servant-maids  to  adhere  scrupu- 
lously to  the  truth  in  all  their  statements,  which  they  were  request,  il 
t  with  their  initials.  Particular  people  like  these  useil  new- 
pens  for  the  occasion,  enclosed  the  schedule  in  an  envelope  (not 


paying  for  the  Abyssinian 
War ;  and  will  doubtless  be 
further  honoured  by  being 
solely  charged  with  the  ex- 


If,  in  France,  the  property 
of  only  one  class  be  confis- 
cated for  the  discharge  o) 
the  nation's  liabilities,  the 
saying   about   the  comparative    ingenuity  of   ourselves   and    our 
neighbours,  generally  current,  will,  as  regards  one  particular,  have 
reversed.    The  Red  financiers  will  have  proved  that,  in  the 
of  fiscal,  or  rather  confiscational  arrangements,  Englishmen 
kfcas,  and  Frenchmen  improve  upon  them. 


this    country    had    all    to   adhesive),  sealed  it  with  their  armorial  bearings,  and,  in  some  in- 
themselves  the  honour   of   stances,  it  U  In  li .  \,i|,  addressed  the  communication  to  Her  Majesty's 
Princil'al  S  rretary  uf  State  for  the  Home  Department. 

Others  treated  this  decennial  obligation  with  unbecoming:  levity, 
tillim.'  up  the  paper,  after  dinner,  with  a  careless  lightheartedness 

. . s hardly  suited  to  the  solemnity  of  the  occasion,  and  concluding  the 

pense  of  Army  Reorganisa-   business  with  three  times  three  and  one  Census  more, 
tion.      The  lied  scheme  of       There  were  several  well  authenticated  cases  of   maiden  '  ladies 
adjusting  a  national  burden  requesting  the  attendance  of  their  solicitor,  to  relieve  themselves  of 
1       "•"•»•  -_ u-i    alT responsibility. 

By  many  the  questions  to  be    anrwered  were  considered  very 
inquisitorial,  and  sarcastic  wonder  was  expressed  that  Government 


is  only  a  little  more  partia 
than  that  which  was  insti- 
tuted by  British  legislation. 


to  b( 
matt 
invei 


TO  PRESIDENT  ODGER. 

BT  AN  UN-BEAD  BEFUBLTCAN. 
(Found  in  St.  James's  Hall,  after  the  Hindignation  Meeting.') 

0  ODGER,  my  Codger,  you  ain't  half  a  dodger, 
The  way  to  succeed  in  this  world  is  success ; 

I.'m  blessed  if  your  chances  of  being  a  lodger 
In  Buckingham  Palace  ain't  all  in  a  mess. 

You  can't  git  elected,  you  talk  quite  dejected, 
Your  colleagues  sits  grinning,  your  spirits  to  cow ; 

And  then  any  meeting  at  which,  you  're  expected. 
Melts  out  in  a  mull,  or  busts  up  in  a  row. 

Come,  show  you  're  worth  something— the  public 's  a  doubter 
A  King,  says  the  Swells,  is  a  Cove  as  "  Can  do ; " 

To  go  by  your  doings  thus  far,  my  old  spouter, 
I  m  Slowed  if  I  'd  bet  you  could  cobble  a  shoe. 

Flare  hup !  my  bold  Brutus,  and  make  a  diskivery 
Of  brains — make  a  boot  with  a  bravo  double-sole, 

And  send  it  to  Brumpting  by  Parcels  Delivery, 
With  PRESIDENT  ODOEB'skind  love  to  KINO  COLE. 


Stupid  at  the  Poll. 


AMONG  the  "Amendments"  to  the  Ballot  Bill  is  one  by  MR. 
LEATHAM.  which,  as  MRS.  SKETCHLET  BROWN  says,  we  "  don't  hold 
with."  He  proposes  that  the  voter  should  strike  out  from  his  Card 
the  name  of  the  Candidate  he  does  not  vote  for,  instead  of  the  name 
of  his  favoiirite.  This  amendment  is  in  the  interest  of  the  Stupid. 
But  in  the  interest  of  the  Nation  we  suggest  that  the  Government 
form  be  adhered  to,  because  that  will  probably  make  Mr.  Stupid 
vote  contrary  to  his  own  intention,  and  therefore  in  favour  of  the 
best  man. 


Malapropiana. 

MRS.  MALAFROP  presents  her  compliments  to  MR.  BRUCE,  and  begs 
to  be  reformed  if  he  considers  that  her  giving  just  a  thimbleful  of 
spirits  to  a  cabman,  for  purveying  her  six  boxes  up  above  three 
pairs  of  stairs,  would  be  permitted  by  the  claws  of  the  Excuseable 
Liquors  Bill. 

NATURAL  SELECTION. 

"  DEVELOPMENT  of  Species!"  said  an  old  bill-discounter,  "don't 
talk  to  me  about  development  of  species.  The  only  thing  worth 
studying  is  development  of  specie  !  " 


had  not  demanded  to  know  whether  they  had  been  re-vaccinated, 
what  their  income  and  outstanding  liabilities  were,  and  to  what 
extent  they  had  become  imbued,  since  the  last  Census,  with  the 
views  entertained  by  BISHOP  COLENBO,  MR.  DARWTN,  MB.  VOYSEY, 
and  MB.  PUBCHAS. 

Very  different  from  those  who  were  disposed  to  give  more  infor- 
mation than  was  required.  Old  MRS.  DEWBUHY  was  quite  offended 
with  her  son  because  ne  would  not  write  down  that  she  could  see  to 
read  without  glasses,  and  got  up  regularly  at  six  o'clock  every 
morning,  winter  and  summer,  and  that  the  baby  was  the  most  beau- 
tiful child  ever  seen.  CAPTAIN  T.  DIBDIN  BOWLINO,  R.N.,  recorded 
all  his  wounds  and  engagements,  appending  full  details  of  the 
weather  during  the  week  ending  April  the  first ;  and  Professor  BAB- 
BLEFOBTH  would  like  to  have  favoured  the  Registrar  General  with 
his  views  on  Trades'  Unions,  Strikes,  and  the  Co-operative  system. 

The  most  graphic  pen  that  was  ever  manufactured  at  Birmingham 
for  elsewhere  would  fail  to  describe  the  indignation,  incredulity, 
scorn,  contempt,  and  all  the  other  passions  sung  of  by  COLLINS,  &c., 
which  raged  in  the  breast  and  glowed  in  the  face  of  MBS.  GREYMARE 
when  she  looked  over  the  shoulder  of  her  meek  and  mild  husband, 
and  caught  him  in  the  act  of  entering  himself  as  "  Head  of  Family." 
These  were  her  exact  words,  as  taken  down  by  a  short-hand  writer 
who  happened  to  be  on  the  spot : — "  Well,  MB.  GHEYMABE.  you  may 
consider  yourself  the  Head  of  the  Family,  if  you  like,  and  Govern- 
ment too,  if  it  chooses,  but  I  don't." 

The  SMITHS  maintain  their  supremacy,  the  BBOWNS  are  steadily 
advancing,  and  the  ROBINSONS  show  no  signs  of  diminution.  There 
were  10,615  more  JONESES  than  at  the  last  ^enumeration.  A  great 
falling  off  was  observed  in  such  common  vulgar  names  as  Samuel, 
William,  and  Richard,  Mary,  Sarah,  and  Ann ;  and  a  proportionate 
increase  of  Huberts,  Harolds,  and  Sydneys,  Ediths,  Kthcls,  and 
Lilians. 

We  are  rather  reluctant  to  advert  to  the  ' '  Age  "  column,  but  truth 
is  great  and  will  prevail,  as  CORNELIUS  NEPOB  remarked  in  a  letter 
to  nis  uncle,  then  the  Resident  Minister  at  Carthage.  Notwith- 
standing the  threats  of  penalties  and  justices  of  the  peace,  and  the 
progress  of  education,  and  the  improvement  in  the  position  of 
women  since  1861,  there  can  be  but  little  donbt  that  some  mis-state- 
ments as  to  the  age  of  the  inhabitants  of  these  Islands  did  creep  in. 
Several  rather  flagrant  instances  have  come  to  Mr.  Punch's  know- 
ledge, but  he  forbears  for  the  present  publishing  the  names  and 
addresses  of  the  offenders,  believing  that,  on  reflection,  they  will 
acknowledge  their  fault  to  the  Secretary,  Census  Office,  Craig's 
Court,  S.W.,  and  forward  him  a  more  truthful  return.  Miss 
LAQtrEBTON  defeated  the  curiosity  of  her  maid  by  locking  up  the 
document  in  her  strong  box,  and  delivering  it  in  person  to  the 
enumerator  when  he  called :  Ma.  ST.  LEOER  BBANDONTHORPE 
adopted  the  same  course  with  his  man. 


Change  of  Name. 

IN  consequence  of  MB.  BENTINCK'S  complaint  that  the  "  two  front 
benches  "  in  the  House  of  Commons  are  more  comfortably  "  uphol- 
stered "  than  the  rest  of  the  .seats  that  Honourable  Member  will  in 
future  be  known  as  MB.  BENCHTINCK. 


LITKKARY   ACKNOWLEU' 


"  THE  best-thumbed  book  in  my  library,"  said  a  writer  remark- 
able for  his  orthography,  "  is  Johnson  s  Itirtiimury." 
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DISCRIMINATION. 

Farmer  (to  "  Whip").  "I  SAY,  JIM,  IF  THE  Fox  SHOULD  BREAK  THERE,  HE'LL  BE  HEADED  BY  THEM  RED  COATS  ! " 
"  Whip."  "'TANT  THE  COATS,  BUT  THBU  AS  is  IN  'sif.    THEY  KEEPS  ON  A  CHATTERIN'  ALL  THE  WHILE!" 


CARRIAGES  AT  COURT. 

(An  Appeal  from  the  Footboard.) 


QUEEN  hopened  that  new  'All 
Of  Harts  and  Science,  Ho  !  I  thought, 
Now  there  is  just  wot  I  should  call 
The  very  place  to  go  to  Caught. 

'Cause  there  the  ladies  would  find  room 
To  wait  within  that  Structsha  vawst, 

And  'ave  no  more  their  beauty's  bloom 
Nipped  by  the  chill  nawth-eastern  blawst. 

The  carridges  along  the  Mall 
A  manly  buzzum  must  distress, 

Therein  sets  heyery  chawmin'  gal 
Happarelled  in  "  low"  hevenin'  dress. 

The  sentiment  you'd  feel  is  mi  it 

Of  hadmiration  with  disgust, 
An  hour  or  more  to  see  em  fixt 

In  line,  with  unpertected  bust. 

Although  the  Season  is  began 
In  Mawch  and  Hapril,  when  'tis  cold, 

That  sight  is  one  to  hany  man, 
Unseasonable  to  be-old. 

The  tears  of  pity  from  'is  heyes 

That  spectacle  is  fit  to  drawr, 
Wen  so  unclement  is  the  skies, 

And  wen  the  breezes  is  so  rawr. 

We  that  attends  in  splendid  state 
You  'd  henvy  for  our  pomp  and  pride  ! 

Not  if  you  know'd  wot  'tis  to  wait 
Good  three  hours  at  a  stretch  outside. 


Silk  stockins  is  all  very  fine, 
And  so  is  gordgus  livery  suits  ; 

But  ho  that  a  great  coat  wos  mine, 
And  good,  stout,  comfortable  boots],! 

Ho,  yes !    The  buckles  glitters  bright 
In  shiny  pumps  on  hachin  feet ;, 

But  hall  a  mockery  is  the  light 
Of  polish  with  the  want  of  'eat. 

The  ladies  has  their  upper  haulves 
Infected  by  the  piercin'  hair  ; 

We  more  peticklerly  pur  caulves : 
A  show-off  pooty  nigh  as  bare. 

Both  we  and  them  in  tip-top  trim 
Is  for  the  weather  under-drest ; 

We  finds  it  out  in  jinte  and  limb : 
And  they  gets  punished  in  the  chest. 

The  lower  ordas  honly  see 

The  hupper  clawsses  outard  show ; 
But  little  do  they  think  wot  we, 
Meanwhile  ,  has  got  to  undergo. 


New  Nursery  for  the  Army. 

IN  family  circles,  towards  evening,  you  often  hear  it  suggested  to 
children  of  tender  years  that  it  is  time  for  them  to  go  to  by-by.  The 
Army  Bill,  however,  if  it  become  law,  will,  by  putting  an  end  to 
purchase,  abolish  the  buy -buy  system,  in  the  Cavalry  as  well  as  the 
Infantry. 

SIMPLE  FORM  OF  DECEPTION. — Enter  a  crowded  room,  and  at  once 
take  every  one  in  with  your  eye. 


APRIL  16,  1871.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


15.1 


THE  DAY  OF  DROUGHT. 

(A  Pedestrian's  Petition.) 

THY  praise,  0  SKCUKTAHY  BKUCE, 

Shall  worthily  be  sun?, 
For  thine  endeavour  to  reduce, 

Beneath  due  Hoeaes.  HI-MI. 
But  whilst  provision  thou  dost  make 

Against  abuse  of  ifin, 
His  ease  do  not  forbid  to  take 

A  Briton  in  liis  inn. 

I  speak  no  word  for  them  that  swill, 

[plead  not  lor  the  sot- 
lint  1  espy,  upon  thy  Bill, 

boatonan  Hot. 
When  I  on  Sunday  take  my  walk, 

I  want  my  (floss  of  beer — 
'•  if  that  enjoyment  do  not  baulk 

Thy  poor  Petitioner ! 

Save  'twixt  th<>  hours  of  one  and  three, 

And  tho-  and  nine, 

To  close  thereon  each  hostelry, 

What  reason  can  be  thine  '• 
\  fear  me  that  sectarian  band 

Thy  hetti  r     use  constrains, 
On  Sundays  who,  could  they  command, 

Would  stop  excursion-trains. 

O  Liberty  is  my  first  love ! 

1  'd  fight  in  her  just  cause  ; 
My  rule,  all  politics  above, 

Is  "  Make  no  needless  laws." 
Confound  the  tyrant  King  who  would 

My  rightful  acts  repress ; 
If  any  Legislature  should, 

Confound  that,  too,  no  less. 

At  Hampstead  Heath  and  Hampton  Court, 

What  wretchedness  will  reign  ; 
When  folk  who  thither  shall  resort, 

No  liquor  may  obtain ! 
Our  Sunday  will  e'en  gloomier  still 

Be  rendered  than  before, 
And  unto  those,  against  whose  will 

'Twill  be  enforced,  a  bore. 

Sunday  excursions  may  be  checked, 

On  river  and  on  rail, 
And  that,  your  Clergy  may  expect, 

Will  much  their  ends  avail. 
Your  tavern-closing  Sunday  laws 

Will  none  to  chapels  send, 
But  numbers  more  m  guzzle  cause, 

"  Saint  Monday's  "  fgast  to  spend. 


UNSEASONABLE  INDIGNATION. 
IN  the  face  of  events  going  on  in  Paris,  to  hold  on 
Indignation  Meeting  at  St.  James's  Hall,  denouncing 
the  House  of  Lords,  for  their  refusal  to  legalise  Marriage 
with  a  Deceased  Wife's  Sister,  was  at  any  rate  most  in- 
opportune. This  is  not  the  time  for  assailing  an  Institu- 
tion of  our  Country.  In  withholding  compliance  with 
the  demand  embodied  in  Mu.  T.  CHAMBEBS'S  Bill,  the 
House  of  Lords  must  be  admitted,  on  all  sides,  to  have 
pursued  its  traditional  policy.  Noblesse  oblige,  and  noble 
Lords  feel  bound  to  refuse  every  demand  for  the  redress 
of  any  grievance,  real  or  unreal,  that  they  dare,  until 
they  dare  no  longer.  The  persons  aggrieved  by  not  being 
permitted  to  marry  their  deceased  wives' sisters,  are 
a  small  minority,  and  therefore  the  merits  of  their  ease 
do  not  signify.  We  many  of  us  delight  to  maintain, 
and  even  to  impose,  upon  other  people,  restrictions 
which  do  not  annoy  or  injure  ourselves. 


The  More  Haste  the  Worse  Speed. 

So  wonderful  is  tho  crossing  of  tides  in  the  Parlia- 
mentary ocean 

The  flood  of  business  is  constantly  stopped  by  some 
Honourable  Member's  motion. 


THE    BRITISH    VON    MOLTKE. 

AS  HE  APPEARED  SALUTING  HIS  BRAVE  ARMY  AT  BRIGHTON,  EASTER 

MONDAY,  1871. 


A   WELSH   HARP   WITH   ENGLISH   STRINGS. 

ME.  PUNCH'S  ubiquitous  eye  has  fallen  upon  four  lines  of  poetry  in  the 
Oswestry  Advertiser.  They  are  given  as  the  production  of  a  Welshman  who 
has  condescended  to  compose  in  the  language  of  Englishmen.  They  refer  to 
a  combat  in  which  he  had  been  engaged,  his  antagonist  having  been  armed  with 
a  poker : — 

"  The  knock  with  the  '  prooker'  i  'II  never  forget, 

As  long  as  i'll  come  to  Llangollen ; 
Whenever  i  '11  come,  i  '11  try  to  go  home. 
Bit  better,  bit  better,  than  last  time  whatever." 

They  are  not  absolutely  perfect  to  English  ears,  and  we  have  an  especial 
difficulty  in  accepting  "whatever"  as  a  good  rhyme  to  "Llangollen."  But 
we  receive  them  gratefully  as  a  proof  of  a  conciliatory  spirit  on  the  part  of 
the  writer,  who  does  not  utterly  despise  Saesneg. 


FRIGHTFUL  ANNOUNCEMENT. 
WE  read,  to  our  horror,  in  a  country  paper  on  Monday : — 

"  HEB  MAJESTY  having  confirmed  the  sentence  of  deprivation  against  the  REVEREND 
MR.  VOYSEY,  he  will  be  executed  forthwith." 

We  shuddered  for  three  days,  but  on  the  fourth  our  feelings  were  relieved  by 
perusing  in  the  same  paper : — 

"A  DROPPED  LINE.— After  'Ma.  VOYSBY'  in  the  above  paragraph,  read  'he  refusing 
recantation,  the  judgment  of  the  Council." " 

We  breathed  again,  and  with  a  sigh  of  thankfulness  consigned  to  the  waste- 
basket  a  beautitul  paragraph  beginning  "  Shade  of  Torquemada  !  Do  we 
live  in  the  year  of  grace  1871  ?"  &c.,  &c.  Then  we  took  the  paragraph  out 
again,  as  it  will  do  the  first  time  some  cad  is  fined  for  misbehaviour  in  church. 


Unthinking  Masses. 

ANOTHER  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat  Race  has  been  rowed ;  and  Hammer- 
smith Bridge  remains.  How  thoughtless  the  people  who  overcrowd  it  year 
after  year  to  witness  that  spectacle  must  be,  never  to  reflect  that  if,  under  the 
pressure  of  their  enormous  weight,  it  were  to  come  down  with  a  run,  the 
consequences  entailed  by  the  downfall  of  a  structure  which  could  not  be 
•eplaced  for  some  time,  would  be  most  vexatious  to  all  dwellers  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood ! 
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BRIGHTON    REVIEW. 

Adjutant.  "Now,  THEK,  MAJOR  JONES,  YOLR  MEN  ARE  RETREATING.     MOUNT,  AND  FOLLOW  THEM  AT  ONCE." 
Major.    "IT'S  ALL  VERY  WELL  TO  SAY  'J/owvr/'  BUT  THAT  is  JUST  WHAT  I'VE  BEES  TRYING  TO  DO  EVER  SINCJS  THE  FIRING 
COMMENCED." 


"  NO  CARDS  ! 


>eiure  oeptemuer,    t\j 
Gave  place  unto  October. 


Then  every  morning  I  could  lie 

Upon  my  pillow  napping, 
Ana  never  care  a  single  rap 

About  the  postman's  rapping. 

For,  though  no  correspondence  calls 

In  me  for  strong  regards, 
My  letters  I  could  tolerate, 

But  not  these  Postal  Cards. 

They  come  upon  that  fatal  morn 
In  heaps,  in  shoals,  by  yards ; 

My  letter-box  was  crammed  with  them, 
Those  economic  cards. 

Talking-machines  and  PEPPER'S  ghosts, 

Chiropodists  and  bards, 
Australian  meat,  and  sermons  sweet, 

Were  all  "upon  the  cards." 

My  servants  read  remarks  from  duns, 
Expressed  in  language  hard : 

My  wife  tabooed  an  Albion  feast 
Exposed  upon  a  card. 

My  cook,  who's  cousins  by  the  score, 

All  privates  in  the  Guards, 
Knows  when  my  wife  and  I  '11  be  out, 

She  sees  it,  on  the  cards. 


From  all  domestic  privacy. 

I  feel  that  I  'm  debarred ; 
The  very  page-boy  knows  each  move, 

He 's  grown  a  knowing  "  card." 

I  'm  not  revengeful ;  but  I  'd  like 

To  see  the  fellow  tarr'd 
And  feathered,  who  suggested  first 

This  horrid  Post;-1  ^-d. 
wan,^ 

When  I  got  marribv.      ~<oney  as 

No  end  of  Abelards, 
I  said,  "  Dear  wife,  we  '11  keep  through  life 

Our  nuptial  vow — '  No  cards  ! ' 

"  Within  the  circle  of  our  home 

We  '11  centre  our  regards  "- 
For  then  who  could  prognosticate 

These  public  Postal  Cards  ? 

This  will  I  do— I  '11  advertise, 

And  offer  large  rewards 
For  some  one  who  '11  expatriate  me 

To  where  there  are  "  No  cards." 


An  Eye  to  Business. 

OUE  doctor's  front  door  has  not  been  properly  painted,  and  ought, 
as  his  friends  and  patients  tell  him,  to  be  done  over  again ;  but  he 
declines  to  let  it  be  touched,  assigning  as  his  reason  that  it  looks 
professional,  being  "blistered." 

A  Sea  of  Trouble. 

A  TELEGRAM  from  Paris,  the  other  day,  stated  that : — 
"  The  exodus  of  families  continues  on  a  grand  scale." 
We  wish  the  people  of  the  Parisian  Exodus  well  out  of  their 
Red  Sea. 
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Street,  In  ttu  Precinct  of  W  hitefi-iare,  In  the  Ottj  of  London,  and  PuDluhed  by  him  at  No.  W.Fleet  Street,  in  the  Paruh  of  6t.  Bride,  City  of  London.— S»IUID»T,  April  15,  MU 
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ALL   ATAUNTO." 


TOT, 


Tall  Swell  (who's  very  particular  about  Ms  rigging).  "  HULLO!  DASH  IT! 
TUT—  T—  T—  T  !  !  " 

Ungentcel  Friend.    "  WHAT  's    THE   MATTER  ?     COME  our   WITHOUT   TOUR 
POCKET-HANDK'CHIEF  ?  " 

Swell.  "No,  CONFOUND  IT!  FORGOT  TO  LEAVE  IT  AT  HOME!     BROUGHT  IT 
OUT  IN  MY  TAIL-POCKET  !—  JUST  SEE  IF  MY  COAT  STICKS  OUT  !  " 


WORKPEOPLE  AND  WAGES. 

I  I.IKE  to  see  the  AVorking  Man 

Pursue  his  upward  way, 
For  still,  deny  it  if  you  can, 

"  To  labour  is  to  pray." 
I  like  to  see  him  lay,  or  shape 

The  hrick,  wield  saw  or  plane, 
Or  ply  the  glazier's  blade,  and  scrape 

His  putty  off  the  pane. 

When  up  and  down,  and  to  and  fro, 

I  view  him  sweep  the  brush, 
'I  h.  n  deftly  "job  *  the  paint  on,  0 ! 

With  sympathy  I  gush. 
When  he,  with  swivel-gimlet,  drills 

A  hole,  his  levelled  eye 
I  mark,  until  mine  own  so  fills, 

That  I  could  almost  cry. 

But  not  a  Working  Man  alone 

Is  he,  who  wage  receives 
For  work  in  flannel  jacket  done, 

Or  done  in  his  shirt-sleeves. 
In  Parliament  both  'Squire  and  Peer 

Are  Working  Men ;  all  they 
Who  do  the  work  :  their  toil  s  severe  : 

They  work  both  night  and  day. 

A  Working  Man  the  Judge  I  call, 

In  wig,  for  paper  cap ; 
The  Bishop  ev  n,  though  not  with  awl 

To  apron  on  his  lap : 
A  sight,  when  on  his  work  intent, 

Of  quite  as  noble  kind 
As  ODGER  would  himself  present, 

His  business  would  he  mind. 

The  highest  person  in  the  State, 

A  Working  Woman  too, 
Works  always  early,  often  late, 

And  harder,  far,  than  you 
To  whose  expense  the  Sovereign  adds 

Nought  you  can  feel,  ye  sour 
Small  set  of  disaffected  Cads, 

Who  grudge  her  Children's  dower. 


DOMESTIC  COOKERY.— The  best  way  to  make  a  Rice 
Pudding— The  Milky  Way. 


THREE  CURIOSITIES  OF  ADVERTISING. 

THIS  is  from  a  Liverpool  paper : — 

PIOUS,    educated   Gentleman,   aged   28,   in  adverse  circumstances, 
desires  to  find  a  Christina  who  considers  it  a  duty  to  befriend  such. — 
Address,  &c. 

The  gentleman  has  a  perfect  right  to  term  himself  "  pious."  He 
ought  to  know  whether  ne  is  pious  or  not.  But  when  he  calls  him- 
self "  educated,"  and  then  calls  out  for  a  Christian  who  considers  it 
a  duty  to  befriend  adverse  circumstances,  he  suggests  to  us  to  ask 
what  is  understood,  in  Liverpool,  by  education. 

Here  is  another : — 

COACHMAN  AND  GROOM.— First-class  testimonials  of  ten  years' 
\J  service  from  SIR  WIUJAM  MACARTHUR  ;  none  but  a  respectable  family 
need  apply  ;  is  open  for  a  fortnight. — Apply,  &e. 

This  haughty  Menial  (yes,  a  coachman  dwells  within  your  "  walls," 
the  word  is  rightly  used)  hails  from  a  colony.  We  rather  admire 
his  firmness  of  manner.  He  seems  a  person  to  be  trusted  to  control 
fiery  steeds.  But  we  do  not  understand  about  the  fortnight.  Pro- 
bably, if  within  that  time  he  does  not  obtain  a  coach-box  to  his 
liking,  he  means  to  enter  the  Legislative  Council  of  New  South 
Wales. 

Lastly,  here  is  a  gem,  set  in  silver : — 

TO  CHRISTIANS.— A  Young  Man,  never  had  the  blessing  of  the  use 
of  his  limbs  through  being  set  on  wet  grass,  earnestly  solicits  42  postage 
stamps.    In  return  he  will  send,  free,  six  best  Nickel  Silver  Tea  Spoons  and 
Tongs  to  any  part  of  London.— Please  address,  &c. 

After  remarking  that  we  were  unaware  that  being  "set  on  wet 
grass "  gave  a  person  the  use  of  his  limbs,  we  demand  why  the 
advantages  offered  by  this  advertisement  are  restricted  to  Christians. 
Hath  not  a  Jew  teacups  ?  Hath  not  a  Jew  sugar  P  Hath  not  a  Jew  a 
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milk-jug  ?  If  his  tea  be  not  sweet  enough,  doth  he  not  put  in  more 
saccharine  matter  ?  If  it  be  too  hot,  doth  he  not  stir  it  until  it 
cools  ?  Why,  also,  may  not  a  Turk  buy  spoons  and  tongs  P  Is  he 
not  addicted  to  coffee  (not  that  he  stirs  it,  by  the  way),  and  is  he 
not  always  wanting  tongs  to  lift  the  charcoal  to  his  pipe  ?  Infidels 
and  heretics,  too,  may  be  very  sad  persons,  but  it  is  a  persecuting 
spirit  that  would  deny  them  tea-spoons  and  tongs,  a  spirit  akin  to 
Nick  rather  than  to  Nickel.  However,  we  hope  the  advertiser  will 
sell  the  Spoons. 

REBELLIOUS  RITUALISTS. 

SOME  five  thousand  clergymen  of  the  Church  of  England,  includ- 
ing Da.  PUSEY,  have  addressed  an  appeal  to  the  ARCHBISHOP  OP 
CANTERBURY,  entreating  him  and  the  other  Bishops  to  set  the  late 
judgment  of  the  Privy  Council  in  the  PUBCHAS  case  at  naught.  His 
Grace  has  very  judiciously  replied  by  pointing  out  to  them,  that 
they  are  asking  the  rulers  of  the  Church  to  break  the  law.  But 
most  likely  they  know  that  as  well  as  he  does,  being  most  of  them 
Ritualists,  whose  subordination  to  ecclesiastical  authority  has  very 
nearly  resembled  that  of  the  Clerkenwell  democrats  to  the  civil 
government.  Imitating  the  gentlemen  of  the  pavement,  the  gentle- 
men of  the  surplice,  peculiarly  addicted  as  they  are  .to  processions, 
will  perhaps  get  up  one  of  their  own  Romanesque  sort,  and  march 
with  Banners  above  their  heads,  and  acolytes  at  their  heels,  to  hold 
a  demonstration  before  Lambeth  Palace. 


More  from  Mrs.  Malaprop. 

OUK  esteemed  friend  has  been  spending  a  few  days  in  the  country, 
which  she  says  is  looking  dutiful.  Spring  flowers  are  springing  up 
in  most  luxurious  confusion.  Bandylions  are  abundant  in  the 
meadows  at  the  back,  and  her  front  garden  is  full  of  scarlet 
agapemones. 
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FROM    JOAN'S    GHOST. 

INCH,  CHER  CONFRERE, — IT  ha 
been  a  sad  year  for  me !  Wit 
the  Prussians  at  Vaucouleurj 
the  Uhlans  making  requisition 
in  my  own  Domremy,  and  th 
ehassepots  of  a  French  garrisoi 
broken  and  burned  by  PHINC 
FREDERICK  CHARLES'S  soldier 
at  the  foot  of  my  statue,  in  th 
Place  du  Martroy,  you  may  we! 
imagine  I  have  passed  a .muiinn 
quart  iDii'in-e  in  this  othe 
world  of  mine. 

But,  for  all  that,  my  motto  i 
now,  as  it  was  of  old,  "  JEspf 
runce!"  France  was  as  Ion 
when  I  came  to  raise  her  up 
and  I  hope  she  may  still  havi 
in  her  the  stuff  out  of  which  '. 
was  made,  though  it  may  havi 
to  be  worked  up  after  anothei 
fashion. 

But  if  I  have  not  been  allowec 
to  appear  in  France  in  her  year 
of  humiliation,  1870,  I  havi 
appeared,  you  see,  in  London 
Your  Rosbifs,  I  am  told,  have 
been  treating  me  in  1871  as  you 
did  in  1431, — burning 'me  alive. 
But  when  your  WARWICK  and 
WINCHESTER  did  it  in  the  old 

market-place  of   Rouen,  Joi 

^tSMSmKOrm  BULL   applauded  them  to  the 
r*\  '  ±-lMP  echo.     Now,    that    your    TOM 

TAYLOR  and  your  Queen's 
Councillors  burn  me,  I  learn,  if  I  may  believe  your  Daily  Telegraph, 
;hat  JOHN  BULL  hisses,  and  will  not  have  it.  It  is  true  that,  on 
naking  inquiries  of  some  of  my  good-natured  friends  who  attended 
;he  ceremony  on  Easter  Monday,  and  since — for  you  know  one  always 
las  some  good-natured  friends  who  can  make  a  pleasure  of  one's 
roasting — I  cannot  learn  that  JOHN  BULL  did  or  does  hiss,  audibly, 
on  the  occasion,  or  if  he  did  or  does,  I  am  assured  that  the  hiss  was 
and  is  drowned  in  applause,  and  that  my  burning  seemed,  on  the 
vhole,  as  might  be  expected,  to  give  great  satisfaction  to  my 
lereditary  enemies. 

But  however  this  may  be,  I  am  anxious  to  assure  you,  and  my  old 

ind  stout  enemies,  the  Rosbifs,  through  you,  that  I  bear  no  grudge 

x>  the  dramatist,  or  managers,  who  have  thought  proper  again  to 

entence  me  to  the  stake.    In  fact,  I  am  obliged  to  them.    I  am 

not  ashamed  of  my  martyrdom,  but  proud  of  it.    The  pile  was  my 

tepping-stone  to  eternal  bliss,  and  undying  fame — if  I  cared  for 

hat.     No,  my  real  enemies  are  those  who  have  questioned  if  I  ever 

eally  teas  burnt,  headed  by  the  impostor  who  took  my  name,  and 

aid  claim  to  my  doings  some  seven  years  after  my  death,  and  I  am 

ishamed  to  say  took  in  my  king,  and  even  some  of  my  own  family, 

hough  she  afterwards  owned  to  her  imposture,  and  so  set  me  right 

with  my  time  and  all  time  to  come.    The  ill-turn  she  did  me,  has 

ince  been  renewed  by  the  poets  and  dramatists,  who  have  thought 

it,  among  many  other  gross  and  offensive  liberties,  taken  with  my 

arecr,  to  end  it.  otherwise  than  on  the  pile,  some  by  marrying  me, 

and  some  by  killing  me  in  battle.    Like  France,  I  owe  the  bitterest 

grudge  to  Germany. 

It  is  ME.  SCHILLER  who  has  most  cruelly  wronged  me,  not  only 
iy  making  me  fall  in  love— a  thing  I  never  did,  I  am  thankful  to 
ay— and  with  an  Englishman— the  last  man  I  should  have  thought 
t  falling  in  love  with,  had  I  been  capable  of  such  a  womanlv  weak- 
ness—but  by  depriving  me  of  my  martyr's  crown,  and  shuffling  me 
gnommiously  out  of  the  world  in  the  muddle  of  a  melee,  like  a 
ommon  sword.!- ! 

deeply  grateful  to  my  latest  dramatist  for  at  least  presenting 
he  leading  events  of  my  life  as  they  happened ;  for  not  saddling 
me  with  a  lover,  and  not  sparing  me  the  stake. 

Your  Jtiii/i/  Ti'litjruph  is  a  great  Philistine,  and  may  be  expected 

a  take  a  Philistine's  view  of  the  matter.     But  in  MR.  JOHN  BULL 

or  all  his  WARWICKS,  his  WINCHESTERS,  and  in  spite  of  the  hard 

;atment  your  SHAKSPEARE  has  given  me,  I  always  owned  a  noble 

ncmy  ;  and  I  feel  I  have  no  reason  to  complain  of  his  treatment  of 

me  in  this  the  latest  chronicle  of  the  Life  and  Death  of 


Yours  ever, 


JOAN  OF  ABC. 


WOBK  AND  PLAT.— University  athletic  sports  are  said  to  develope 
Pluck.    Very  likely  they  do. 


PLAY-HOUSE  CHAEGES. 

THE  Correspondence  about  the  extra  charges,  or  as  honest  persons 
call  them,  the  Extortions  at  theatres  is  renewed,  and  there  is  a 
miserable  exposure  of  official  greed.  But  we  are  happy  to  know 
that  the  question  is  about  to  be  set  at  rest.  A  Tariff  of  Charges  has 
been  agreed  upon,  and  it  will  shortly  be  promulgated,  that  is,  hung 
up  in  the  entrances  and  lobbies,  and  visitors  will  at  all  events  know 
what  an  evening  at  the  play  will  cost  them.  Mr.  Punch  has  been 
favoured  with  an  early  copy  of  the  tariff,  and  he  subjoins  it : — 

£   s.    d. 
Booking  places 026 

Play-bUl  at  box-office 010 

Envelope  for  box-ticket 006 

Badged  Porter  who  opens  Carriage-door  at  night    ..006 

His  fee,  if  Visitor  walks  003 

Deposit  on  leaving  Great-coat 006 

Ditto  on  leaving  Umbrella 003 

Deposit  by  Lady,  whatever  she  leaves     .        .        ..006 

If  she  have  nothing  to  leave 003 

Box-keeper,  for  each  Visitor 010 

Play-bill  from  him  (each  Visitor  to  take  one)  each      .006 

Book  of  the  Words 020 

Fee  if  Visitor's  own  Book  brought       .        .        .        .006 

Footstools,  each 006 

Befreshments  as  per  tariff.   But  for  each  visit  of  woman 

to  say  "  any  refreshments  ?  "         .         .         ..006 
Fee  for  information  as  to  when  the  performances  will 

be  over 003 

Fee  on  resuming  Great-coat,  Cloak,  &c.  (deposit  to  be 

retained  by  official)  each  article    .        .        ..003 
Fee  for  walking  about  Lobby  between  Acts          .        .006 

Deposit  on  borrowing  Opera-glass 100 

Hire  of  same 050 

Fee  on  returning  same    .        .        .        .        .        ..006 

For  peeping  through  glass  in  Box-door  .  .  .003 
For  reading  Play-bills  on  Lobby  wall  .  .  ..002 

A  Glass  of  Water,  in  box 010 

Fee  to  Attendant  bringing  it 006 

For  Visitor's  returning  to  see  whether  any  article  has 

been  left  in  box 010 

Fee  on  any  article  so  regained 026 

Box  of  Cigar-lights 010 

Badged  Porter  who  calls  Carriage 010 

His  fee  if  he  doesn't  call  it 006 

His  fee  for  opening  Carriage-door 006 

His  fee  for  shutting  Carriag«-door  .  .  .  .003 
His  fee  if  Visitors'  Servant  does  both  .  .  ..006 
Fee  for  waiting  till  Carriage  arrives  (each  Visitor)  .003 
For  waiting,  if  no  carriage,  and  because  it  rains  (each 

Visitor) 006 

There  may  be  a  few  trifling  additions  to  this  list,  but  it  is  correct  in 
he  main,  and  as  soon  as  it  has  received  the  signatures  of  such 
managers  as  approve  the  system,  it  will  be  hung  up,  as  above  said. 

N.B.  It  is  wished  to  meet  a  generous  public  in  a  liberal  spirit,  and 
herefore  the  fee  for  reading  the  above  tariff,  when  stuck  up,  will  be 
ptional. 

LITERATURE. 
The  Brighton  Review.    1871.    GRANT  &  Co. 

PUBLIC  opinion  on  the  last  Review  acknowledges  the  goodness  of 
IB  material,  but  holds  that  the  new  Editors  lack  the  faculty  of 
rrangement.  There  is  little  to  be  learned  from  columns  of  .figures 
rawn  up.  without  a  definite  purpose.  Moreover,  the  imagination  is 
>o  much  appealed  to  throughout.  We  do  not  know  that  there 
jould  be  congratulation  on  the  singular  absence  of  horsiness,  as 
icre  are  times  for  all  things.  Still,  the  Number  may  be  called 
atisfaetory,  though  needing  many  corrections 


A  Grind  for  Examination. 

Tutor.  In  your  account  of  the  Fathers  of  the  Church,  Sir,  you 
on't  mention  POLYCABP. 

Pupil.  No,  Sir. 

Tutor.  No,  Sir  !    Why  not,  Sir  ? 

Pupil.  Not  Father  of  the  Church,  Sir,  POLLYCARP.  Mother  of  the 
hurch,  Sir. 


"  HE   RIDES  THE   WHIRLWIND,    NOT  DIRECTS  THE   STORM." 

THE  head  of  the  Romanist  party  in  the  German  Parliament  is 
ppropriately  named  HERR  WINDHORST.  Name  and  function  toge- 
her,  we  are  reminded  of  the  STERNHOLD  and  HOPKINS'S  famous 

"  On  the  wings  of  mighty  winds 
Came  flying  all  abroad." 
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SONGS  OF  SIXPENCE. 


I'EO   OF  PEGWEI.L   HAY. 

I  II  ui  pot  tin-  pout. 

\V.-iit  In  •_'••(  my  I' ••-'  well  ; 
Found  a  villape  nut, 

On  tin-  l>:u  ni'  IVpwi-Il. 
Will)  klmws  not  tll;il    : 

Ignorance  besotted  '. 
Shrimps  within  it  ]>l:iy, 

'Ihrn  are  r.niLrht  and  potti  d. 

Shrimps  the  morning  meal 

Finish,  after  rirp,  well — 
I.ur!  how  full  I  feel, 

Breakfasting  at 
Shmnpiinr  po  the  nu 

KATK,  I'oi.i.,  Loo.  and 
Through  the  wat 

Pretty  Pcgwell  Pr.<ii.\. 

Ni  itlirr  short  nor  tall, 

.Ned    i  whit  too  lojpgy. 
Is  the  irirl  they  eall 

Pretty  Peg-well 
While  1  inn  asleep, 

When  the  day  is  dawning, 
She  is  in  the  deep 

Shrimping,  may  be  prawning:. 

O'er  the  rocks  she  goes, 

Treading  firm,  no  limping, 
Nothing  on  her  toes 

Or  her  legs  for  shrimping. 
KOI 'k-  beyond  the  sands, 

She  has  got  to  pet  tec, 
Baskets  in  ner  hands, 

And,  of  course,  a  net  too. 

Shrimps  she  treats  like  char, 
And  when  she  has  got  'em, ' 

PEG  's  the  one  to  ar- 
tistically pot  'em. 

Some  I  bite  and  munch, 
And  with  pleasure  suck  some  ; 

Waited  on  at  lunch, 
By  sweet  PEG  so  buxom. 

PEG,  of  Pegwell  Bay, 

Is  so  bright  and  comely, 
Beats  each  coryphee 

Of  the  time  of  LUMLEV. 
Bless  us !  how  she  smiles ! 

See  the  sly-boots  simper, 
She  my  heart  beguiles — 

Modest  Maiden  Shrimper ! 

Yes !  whene'er  I  feel 

That  I  shan't  cry,  "  0  !  toe ! " 
Goutless,  I  will  kneel, 

Begging  for  her  photo. 
But  I  know  I  'm  shy, 

And  I  cannot  beg  well, 
Never  mind,  I  '11  try — 

Pretty  PEG  of  Pegwell ! 

Shrimps  come  daily,  I 

Have  my  share  allotted, 
Happy  shrimps  you  're  by 

Pegwell  PEGGY  potted ! 
Shrimps  create  a  drought — 

Broach  a  cask  or  keg !  well 
Mixed  'twill  be,  no  doubt, 

By  my  PEG  of  Pegwell ! 

Ah  ;  I  wake  one  morn, 

Miss  her  pretty  curtsey, 
Ask,  where  has  she  gone  '( 

"  sir,  she  's  gone  to  Chertsey." 
"  She 's  engaged  to  wed 

ANIIKKW  .TAMES  CARNEGGIE"— 
I  could  punch  his  head  ! 

So  farewell  to  PE<;I;>  '. 


CURIOUS  OLD  EOMAN  MOSAIC 

RECENTLY   EXCAVATED   OX    AN    I>1MT    IN    Till:    roSSESSION   OF 
MR.    PUNCH. 


TO  ALL  "<  DEAR  BOYS." 

"  A  TESTTMONTAL"  usually  proves  that  the  recipient  has  had  suffi- 
cient self-esteem  to  perceive  his  own  merits,  and  sufficient  popu- 
larity to  induce  his  friends  to  understand  his  hint  that  those  merits 
ought  to  be  formally  recognised.  But  there  are  exceptions  to  this 
rulej  and  ire  are  going  to  mention  a  marked  exception.  Pooh,  we 
decline  to  pursue  the  topic  in  a  didactic  spirit.  That  there  should 
be  proposal  for  a  Testimonial  to  gaulJn  <5reen,  and  that  Mr.  Punch 
should  be  out  of  the  business,  would  be  perfectly  inconceivable. 
Why,  has  not  Mr.  Punch  been  privately  enjoying  ME.  GREEN'S 
pleasantries  and  hospitalities,  and  publicly  alluding  to  them  in  the 
most  familiar  and  genial  matter,  for  years?  Have  not  some  of 
Mr.  Punch's  meritorious  young  men  written,  in  the  most  charming 
manner,  upon  the  wholesome  festivities  over  which  MB.  GREEN  has 
presided  ?  Is  not  "  dear  boy"  a  household  word  with  Mr.  Punch. 

Go  to,"  then,  that  is,  go  to  ME.  JOHN  HOLLINGSHEAD  at  the  Gaiety 
Theatre,  and  then,  standing  up  in  a  gentlemanly  attitude,  address 
that  gentleman  in  an  affable  and  elegant  style,  to  this  effect. 
"Ma.  HOLLINGSHEAD,  Sir,  I  learn  from  our  friend  Mr.  Punch 
that  it  is  proposed  to  present  ME.  GREEN  with  a  Memorial  of 
the  general  approbation  of  his  management  at  EVANS'S,  and 
specially  of  his  honourable  and  successful  resolve  to  exclude 
from  the  entertainments  anything  of  a  vulgar  or  otherwise 
objectionable  sort.  Sir,  as  one  who  enjoys  rational  and  unvitiated 
amusement,  and  as  one  who  cherishes  a  hundred  agreeable  recol- 
lections of  a  place,  where,  thanks  to  MR.  GREEN,  no  gentleman 
is  ashamed  to  be  seen.  I  beg  leave  to  make  this  (here  take  outporte- 
monnaie  or  cheque)  addition  to  the  '  Paddy '  Green  Fund."  If  you 
prefer  doing  this  by  correspondence,  you  have  the  address  above.  To 
flavour  this  appeal  with  a  bit  of  literature,  Mr.  Punch  "reminds" 
you  that  there  was  a  British  poet  called  MATTHEW  GREEN,  who 
wrote  in  the  last  century.  His  memoir  states  that  "he  was  a  man 
of  great  probity  and  sweetness  of  disposition,  and  that  his  conversa- 
tion abounded  with  wit,  but  of  the  most  inoffensive  kind."  MR. 
P.  GREEN  might  have  sat  for  that  portrait,  and  there  is  even  an 
additional  likeness,  for  M.  GREEN  wrote  a  capital  poem  against  what 
P.  GHEEN  has  so  often  helped  to  cure — the  spleen.  MATTHEW  wrote — 

"  Fling  but  a  stone,  the  giant  dies." 

He  has  often  died  in  "those  cool  halls"  by  the  Piazza,  and  MR. 
GREEN  has  for  years  officiated  at  the  saeritiiv.  Come,  dear  public, 
remember  many  a  pleasant  evening,  and  help  to  make  MR.  GREEN'S 
evening  pleasant.  

ART  DOGMA. — An  Artist's  Wife  never  admires  her  husband's  work 
so  much  as  when  he  is  Drawing  her  a  Cheque. 
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A    FLATTERING    REQUEST! 

Lady  of  the  House.  "0,  SIGNOR  BfeRNOLSKi,  I  Air  so  GLAD  YOU'VE  COME!— WE'RE  ALL  so  DREADFULLY  DULL  !     Now  DO  SIT  DOWN 
AND  PLAY  us  THAT  LOVELY  SONATA  OF  YOURS.     THEY'LL  NKVSR  £SOIN  TO  TALK  TILL  THEY-  HEAR  THE  PIANO  aomal  " 


THE  CROWN  v.  BULL. 

(In  re  The  Embankment.) 

LAY  some  two  millions  on  your  coal, 

My  patient  London  donkey, 
That  'twixt  embankments  Thames  may  roll, 

Or  at  least  boast  Ms  one  quay. 

Remake  the  foul  old  river's  bed, 

Tuck  him  in  clean  and  warm ; 
River-side  slum  and  long-shore  shed, 

To  pleasure  grounds  transform ; 

Harden  soft-sludge  to  stable  ground, 
Where  trees  and  flowers  may  show, 

Till  foul  miasmas  floating  round, 
To  garden  odours  grow. 

Then  all  the  acres  you  've  reclaimed, 

Out  of  your  hard-won  guineas, 
Because  the  fore-shore  they  are  named, 

Give  up  to  the  Crown,  like  ninnies ' 

And  let  the  Crown  build  up  a  wall 
About  the  ground  you  've  made — 

From  Charing  Cross  unto  Whitehall, 
Let  the  Crown's  claw  be  laid ! 

Or  add  unto  your  millions  two, 

One-fourth  as  many  more, 
To  pay  the  Crown  for  giving  you 

The  mud  your  cash  made  shore.! 

If  you  do  this,  my  good  JOHN  BULL, 

For  GLADSTONE  or  for  LOWE, 
With  two  long  ears  on  your  thick  skull, 

Henceforth  for  ever  go ! 


THE  GREAT  EEVELATION! 

THE  Morning  Post  has  made  the  following  statement : — 
"  Twenty  years  ago,  upon  the  1st  of  May;  1851,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
opening  of  the  International  Exhibition  in  Hyde  Park,  the  DCKE  OF 
WELLINGTON  presented  to  his  little  godson,  His  Eoyal  Highness  PRINCE 
ARTHUR,  then  only  twelve  months  old,  a  small  sealed  casket,  with  instruc- 
tions that  the  birthday  gift  should  not  be  opened  till  the  Prince  attained  his 
majority.  The  1st  of  May,  1871,  is  rapidly  approaching,  when  the  casket 
should  be  opened.  It  will  be  interesting  to  learn  its  contents." 

It  will.  But  now  that  the  1st  of  May  is  so  near,  there  is  no  reason 
why  Mr.  Punch  should  longer  keep  the  secret  which  was  entrusted 
to  him  in  1851,  and  which  he  has  resolutely  preserved  ever  since. 
He  therefore  informs  PKINCE  AMDUK  and  the  Universe  that  the 
contents  of  the  casket  are  these.  A  ring,  set  with  a  single  diamond, 
on  which  are  carved  the  numerals,  85.  With  this  is  a  small  tablet 
of  gold,  on  which  is  inscribed,  fie  Cljat  SThute  Oracle.  H.R.H.  will 
instantly  understand  the  meaning,  and  we  only  add  that  the  oracle, 
as  also  an  "  Oracle  of  the  Bottle,  will  be  at  his  service  whenever  he 
applies  where  he  is  thus  mystically  told  to  seek  counsel  on  all  the 
problems  of  life. 


Disciples  for  Mr.  Darwin. 

DAuwnr ,  is  Man,  who  looks  to  the  meridian, 
Descended  from  the  Larva,  form  that  means 

Like  unto  Grub,  of  a  Marine  Ascidian  ? 
Marine  ?    'Tis  apt.    Tell  that  to  the  Marines. 


CKUELTY. 


A  GENTLEMAN  was  observed  the  other  day  Beating  a  Retreat. 
On  being  caught,  he  said,  by  way  of  an  excuse  for  his  conduct,  that 
it  had  struck  him  suddenly.  The  matter  is  still  under  investigation. 

SWEEPSTAKES.— Shares  in  the  "  Patent  Ramoneur  Company." 
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"TO   BE    SOLD." 

HUISSDSB-PKISECB.    "  ALLONS  DONC !    WHAT  SHALL  WE  SAY  FOR  THIS  FINE  PROPERTY  ? " 
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MY    HEALTH. 

omiro  to  Broadstairs 
from  Ramsgate.  — 
t'ul  weather 
betweenBroadstairs 
and  Ramsgatc. 
Ramsgate  has  seve- 
ral sorts  of  weather 
all  at  once ;  and 
having  paid  'your 
money  (for  lodgings 
or  hotel),  you  can 
take  your  choice. 

After  meeting 
BCDD  I  feel  better. 
I  am  cheered  by  the 
prospect  of  Turkish 
1  laths  and  probable 
n  durtion.  Think, 
as  I  walk  on,  that 
on  my  return  I  will 
take  a  more  decided 
lino  with  my  Aunt. 
What  the  decided 
line  shall  be  I  don't 
exactly  see,  but  ge- 
nerally speaking  1 
might  alter  my  con- 
duct towards  her. 
For  instance,  when  she 's  frightened,  on  meeting  me  suddenly  on 
the  stairs  (we  almost  live  on  the  stairs,  as  i  am  perpetually  returning 
from  going  to  fetch  my  Aunt's  pocket-handkerchief,  and  she  is  as 
often  coming  up  after  me  to  tell  me  that  she 's  found  it  i'n  the  piano) , 
I  can  laugh  ^boisterously,  and  pretend  it's  good  fun.  Laugh  her  out 
of  her  "  nerves  "  as  it  were.  When  she  cries,  instead  of  being  too 
sympathetic,  I  can  say,  "  What 's  the  use  of  tears !  Whygiveway?" 
which  latter  arguing  sounds  like  an  advertisement,  with  an  answer 
after  it,  telling  you  now  not  to  give  way  on  the  cheapest  plan. 

Sudden  Shock  to  Nt-mms  System. — There  are  no  railings  or  posts 
along  the  cliff  between  Broadstairs  and  Ilamsgate.  A  meditative 
person  might  easily  step  over  the  edge.  Very  dangerous.  Find 
I  've  been  following  a  path  which  actually  has  been  made  to  lead  to 
the  very  verge,  and  have  luckily  pulled  up  short.  What  pulled  me 
up  short  ?  Instinct  ? 

Mem.  Write  to  MB.  DABWW  on  this  subject.  What  I  want  to 
draw  his  attention  to  is  that  my  mind  was  occupied  with  one  line  of 
thought — far  away  from  cliffs  and  precipices — but  that  suddenly 
Something  pulled  me  up  with  a  jerk  and  prevented  me  going  over. 
I  notice  a  donkey  grazing  within  three  inches  of  the  edge.  He  is 
evidently  thinking  of  his  dinner.  He  moves  on  quietly  and  fear- 
lessly, vegetating.  He  doesn't  even  give  a  side  glance  at  his  danger. 
He  is  dining,  like  DAMOCLES,  with  the  sword  over  him.  Change 
"  o  "  into  "  a,"  [and  say  sward  under  him— which  suggestion  turns 
the  current  of  my  thoughts.  I  rise  (having  seated  myself  to  write 
this  note  for  DABWTN  before  I  forget  it),  and  leave  DAMOCLES  the 
donkey. 

Mem.  Before  I  move  on  agahi.  People  say  that  when  at  a  dizzy 
height  one  feels  an  irresistible  inclination  to  throw  oneself  over.  I 
dozrt.  Nothing  like  it.  But  approaching  a  trifle  too  near,  I  do  feel 
a  sort  of  vibration  somewhere  about  the  knees,  something  like  the 
sensation  in  a  nightmare  when  you  're  falling  down-stairs  without 
your  legs.  Used  I  to  experience  this  before  living  with  my  Aunt, 
DODDBJDOE.  Charlie,  and  the  Turtle  Dove  ?  Don't  think  so. 

Not  a  soul  to  be  met.  Peacefully  quiet.  This  is  Ramsgate-cum- 
Broadstairs  out  of  season.  Sit  down  again  and  think.  This  process 
will  restore  nerves.  But  is  sitting  down  good  for  exercise  ?  Yes ; 
and  go  on  again,  fresher. 

Melancholy  is  marking  me  for  its  own.  I  will  sit  and  write 
Thought.*  mi  Wares.  Fancv  there's  some  sort  of  poetic  feeling  in 
me — (Mem.  Write  to  MR.  DAHWIN  again.  Think  I  could  support 
his  theory  with  an  argument.  Work  it  out.)— latent,  and  to  be 
developed  by  solitude. 

Thoughts  on  Wares  (in  Note-book,  to  be  developed].— -The  bold, 
blustering  wave  which  froths  and  foams  ....  [Wonder  how 
TENNYSOX  would  express  this  ?  Can  one  take  lessons  in  poetry  ? 
Might  write  and  ask  him.  How  much  a  lesson?  Mem  for 
DAKWEN  and  TENNYSON.  Not  bad  idea  to  ask  them  both  to  dinner. 
Literary  party  with  BTOD,  and  a  sporting  dash  in  it,  to  "  commit  the 
enormity"  of  taking  a  glass  of  wine,  with  pleasure,  &c.,  &c.  Think 
it  out.]  ....  and  foams  like  a  raving  maniac,  and  being  without 
a  strait-waistcoat  ....  ["Wave  in  a  strait- waistcoat " — Query 
for  TENNYSON,  poetical  idea,  or  not  ?]....  dashes  itself  upon  the 

rocks  and and  ....  there  's  an  end  of  it.     (Mem,    This 

wants  finish.) 


Another  Thought  on  Another  Ware.—k  feminine  wave  coming 
up  with  a  slight  rustle  like  the  sound  of  a  lady's  dress — (material 
immaterial;  never  know  what  ladies'  dresses  are  made  of,  exempt 
silk).  It  curtseys,  makes  a  slight  advance,  then  bashfully  retn-uK 
and  ...  is  seen  no  IHOM  . 

Wave  \nnili:-r  Tin;,'. — The  cautions  wave,  which,  knowing  how 
thoroughly  out  of  its  element  it  will  he  mi  shore,  joins  two  -|»-cula- 
tive  friends  who  are  making  the  expedition.  The  firm  (unlimited 
liability)  reaches  the  sands,  and  breaks. 

Niinifs  fur  H'iir<:f. — The  Barber  Waves.  They  get  up  a  great 
lather,  then  leave  the  sand  clear  as  a  fresh-shaven  face. 

f.i-ii/ifi'i>i/  ll'tu-i-*  which  rush  after  one  another,  jump  on  to  each 
otln  r's  hacks,  fall  totretlier,  and  roll  over  and  over  on  the  : 

Notes  finished.    Rise.  :  with  difficulty.    Rheumatism?   Or  o!" 
Horrid  word,  "obesity."     I'erhaiw  rheumatism  mill  obesity. 
sharp  walk  onto  Broadstairs.     Very  dull.     Wish  there  was 
body  to  talk  to.    A  walking-stick  would  be  a  companion.     VV'il 
one  at  Broadstairs.     Begin  to  feel  hungry.     .M 
I"  t  ween  breakfast  and  dinner,  if  1  want  to  g-et  into  good 
Yet  I  should  like  to  commit  the  enormity  (can't  help  quoting  Br/DD 
while  I  am  alone — it  seems  sociable)  of  taking  a  little  bread  and 
cheese  and  a  glass  of  beer.     It  ought  to  be  water,  not  beer  ;  but  it 
won't  matter  just  for  once,  as  to-morrow  I  begin  BUDD'S  plan,  and 
take  Turkish  Baths. 

Broadstairs.— Viewed  from  cliff.  Not  a  soul  visible  anywhere. 
Broadstairs  probably  at  luncheon,  or  taking  a  siesta.  I  feel  almeot 
afraid  of  stepping  in,  and  disturbing  it.  bit  on  bench,  and  watch 
for  signs  of  life.  .  .  .  Two  figures  emerge  from  somewhere  in  tin 
town.  ...  I  am  interested.  .  .  .  They  disappear  above  .  .  .  they 
re-appear  below,  on  the  sands,  where  they  at  once  lie  at  full  length. 
One  is  in  a  bright  blue  blouse,  and  the  other  in  a  whitish  coat. 
Who  P  ...  On  further  inspection  ....  there  is  no  doubt  of  it ... 
they  are  the  Butcher  and  the  Baker,  of  Broadstairs,  and  this  is  all 
they  've  got  to  do. 

I  walk  on.  To  the  hotel.  From  the  coffee-room  window  I  have  a 
full  view  of  the  parade  (?),  and  on  the  coffee-room  walls  I  can  amuse 
myself  with  prints  of  HOGARTH'S  Marriage  a  In  Mode.  Children 
and  nurses  appear  on  parade ;  also  two  Bath  chairs  with  invalids. 

Plenty  of  invalids  here,  probably.  Bantingising  or  Vegetarian- 
ising:  which  would  account  for  the  idleness  of  the  Butcher  and 
Baker,  still  lying  at  full  length  on  the  sands,  where  I  view  them 
again  while  luncheon  is  being  prepared. 

It  is  quite  refreshing  to  talk  to  anyone.  To  the  Barmaid,  for 
example,  after  the  silent  walk.  I  say,  "  Good  day."  So  does  she. 
I  ask  what  there  is  for  luncheon,  as  a  sort  of  faqon  de  parler.  She 
shows  me  a  glass-case  with  curiosities  in  beef,  mutton,  chicken,  and 
something  bony,  with  a  good  deal  of  fat,  also  a  faded  ham.  I  feel 
inclined  to  say,  "  Ah !  very  interesting  1  as  if  I  was  examining  a 
museum.  "Any  fish?"  No;  of  course  no  fish,  being  at  the  sea- 
side. Well,  then,  I  will  commit  the  enormity  of  bread  and  cheese. 
She  retires,  sulkily,  I  think,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Is  that  all  you've 
come  for  ?  "  Really  to  oblige  her,  and  get  her  to  be  chatty  (merely 
for  sociability's  sake)  I  would  willingly  commit  other  enormities, 
such  as  chicken,  salad,  soup,  and  a  bottle  of  the  Best.  No :  will 
restrain  myself:  remember,  a  Constitutional  is  my  object,  not 
luncheon.  I  ask  her,  pleasantly.  "Many  people  here?"  She 
replies,  unpleasantly,  "  Yes,"  and  I  don't  believe  ner.  I  say,  more 
pleasantly  .  .  .  (Mem.  Conversation  is  quite  an  art.  Wasn  t  there 
someone  called  Conversation  TOMMY  ? — friend  of  GEOHOE  THE 
FOURTH'S.  Think  so.  ...  But  you  must  have  two  to  a  conversa- 
tion as  to  a  quarrel.)  "  You  can  t  be  doing  much  business  now,  out 
of  the  season  ?  "  which  is  intended  to  veil  a  complimentary  allusion 
to  their  vast  business  in  the  season.  She  replies,  cnrtly,  "  Quite  as 
much  as  we  want ; "  and  resumes  some  knitting,  or  stitching.  Ah ! 
Well  .  .  .  will  go  and  buy  a  walking-stick. 

Noticeable  features  at  Broadstairs. — All  the  shops  do  each  other's 
business.  An  unsettled  trade,  as  much  as  to  say  "  We'll  see  what 
sells  best,  and  then  stick  to  that."  For  instance,  the  tobacconist  sells 
walking-sticks.  At  the  photographer's  you  can  get  boots.  At  the 
boot-maker's  there  is  a  fine  collection  of  photographs,  chiefly  of 
people  celebrated  at  Broadstairs,  or  celebrated  for  being  at  Broad- 
stairs.  Perhaps  they  'd  be  glad  of  mine  as  "A  Visitor  to  Broadstairs." 
At  the  hatter's  they  deal  in  petticoats  and  crinolines.  At  the 
draper's  there  are  valentines,  music,  and  I  think  cheap  toys. 

The  only  shop  which  appears  to  be  doing  a  fixed  business  is  a  small 
sweet-shop,  in  a  passage  leading  to  and  from  the  Parade.  Passing 
on  to  the  Parade,  I  look  over  on  to  the  sands.  Butcher  and  Baker 
still  at  full  length.  Children  are  coming  out  in  great  numbers. 
This  accounts'  for  the  thriving  state  of  the  sweet  trade,  and  the 
indolence  of  the  Butcher  and  Baker  ;  though,  by  the  way,  one  can- 
not arrive  at  any  definite  conclusion  from  this,  as  it  is  probably, 
from  their  mode  of  doing  things  at  Broadstairs,  that  when  they  're 
at  home,  the  Baker  is  a  fishmonger,  and  the  Butcher  deals  in 
vegetables,  and  perhaps  lets  out  Bath-chairs.  Perhaps  the  Butcher 
and  Baker,  having  nothing  to  do,  are  making  arrangements  for  an 
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CALLING    OVER   THE    ROLL    OF    FAME. 

Sergeant.  "  TWJAL  M'TAVISH  !  "  Tugal  (hurrying  up,  too  late  for  parade).   "HERE!" 

Sergeant  (indignant).  "HEBE!    WHERE  ?     YOU'LL  ALWAYS  CRT  'HERE!'  WHEN  YOU  "KB  ABSENT." 


amicable  interchange  of  goods  (on  a  Mutual  Subsistence  Company 

principle)  until  the  return  of  the  season. 
Lunch. — Bread  and  cheese  is  simple  and  enticing.  More  children 

out.  Three  more  Bath-chairs.   Finished.  Walk  out.   Look  over  cliff. 

Butcher  and  Baker  still  there.    Walk  out  of  Broadstairs.    Same  sort 
•f  country  as  it  was  when  walking  into  Broadstairs. 

Through  Broadstairs  once  more.  Children  and  invalids  disappeared, 
"ea-time  probably.  Take  same  seat  as  before ;  a  bench  commanding 
;he  town.  Look  on  the  sands.  Butcher  and  Baker  there,  still  at 
Till  length.  They  came  at  two,  it  is  now  4'30.  I  've  got  two  hours 
xrfore  me  to  dinner-time.  Wonder  how  long  they  (the  Butcher  and 

Baker)  will  stop  on  the  sands. 

The  Butcher  and  Baker  were  two  pretty  men, 
They  lay  on  the  sands  till  the  clock  struck  ten. 
Up  jumps  the  Baker,  and  looks  at  the  sky, 

0  brother  Butcher,  the  moon 's  very  high." 

Five  o'  Clock.— Baker  sitting  up.    Butcher  sitting  up,  too,  stretch- 

ng.     Both  stretch:    rise,   and  lounge  off.     Evidently  tea-time. 

erhaps  (on  the  Mutual  Subsistence  Co.  idea)  the  Baker  gives  the 

iutcher  tea,  finding  muffins,  crumpets,  and  toast,  the  Grocer  bring- 

ng  in  tea  and  sugar,  and  the  Milkman  milk,  as  their  share  of  the 

risk.    Dinner  arrangement  would  be  Butcher  gives  dinner  (that  is, 

neat)  to  the  company,  the  Greengrocer  finding  potatoes,  the  Baker 

>read,  the  Publican  beer,  and  the  Confectioner  would  come  in  with 

he  tarts.    I  fancy  that  the  Greengrocer  would  get  the  best  of  it. 

I  follow  their  example,  and  disappear.    I  return  to  Eamsgate. 

Epicurean  Economy. 

FOR  your  food  and  drink  give  payment 
More  than  for  your  house  and  raiment, 

If  your  means  are  narrow,  boys. 
Short  of  money,  I,  to  spare  it 
For  my  mutton  and  my  claret, 
Would  ascend  into  a  garret ; 

Wear  a  blouse,  and  corduroys. 


A  TEMPTATION. 

A  BOOK,  by  a  delightful  American  writer,  is  announced,  with  the 
title  of  '  My  Study  Windows."  Has  the  author  well  considered 
what  he  is  doing  ?  Has  he  reflected  on  the  consequences  of  such  a 
provocative  title,  on  the  number  of  imitations  it  is  sure  to  engender, 
such  as  "  My  Parlour  Fireplace,"  "  My  Drawing  Room  Ceiling," 
"  My  Kitchen  Chimney,"  "  My  Front  Door  Knocker,"  "  My  Nursery 
Cupboard,"  "  My  Library  Wainscot,"  &c.  ? 


THE  RETURN  OF  THE  RACES. 

0  RAPID  anniversaries ! 
Boat-race  of  Learning's  Nurseries, 
Epsom,  Ascot,  Hampton  races, 
Make  us  sifjh,  "  Eheufugaces  !  " 

Ye  who  live  at  ease  in  clover ; 
You  whose  life  is  all  vexation, 
Disappointment,  irritation, 
Bad  luck,  blight,  mortification, 

Cry  "  It  soon  will  be  all  over !  " 


The  Grey  Mare. 

COULD  not  some  man  write  a  counterpart  to  FLORENCE  MARRTAT'S 
clever  new  novel,  Her  Lord  and  Master  f  There  are  a  few 
strong-minded  women  who  have  husbands.  At  least  one  of  these 
gentlemen,  surely,  must  have  had  experience,  which  should  enable 
him,  if  oapable  enough  of  authorship,  to  compose  an  autobiogra- 
phical story  under  the  title  of  His  Lady  and  Missus. 

"  THE  RULING   PASSION   STRONG  IN  SIJSBP  t " 

BAD  habits  are  hard  to  overcome.  How  true  this  is,  is  shown  in 
the  case  of  those  who  live  too  rapidly,  for  even  when  they  go  to  rest 
they  are  often  known  to  be  fast  asleep. 
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PUKPLF.  ItATIIKU  THAN  UKU. 

KINK  Moil's  the  despot  worst  by 
lieiieath  whose  government  to  fall; 

Tyrant  more  gross  tli:in  any  ('/Alt, 
NKKO,  or  BOMJIA  of  them  all. 

The  many-headed  Monster'- 
With  Liberty  thereby  down-trod, 

From  rule  supreme  lie  more  remote,  _ 
Than  even  the  self-willed.Monarch's  nod  . 

Should  e'er  the  Peopl  ''led,  _ 

'J'lie  People's  llreL's  named  truly,  reign, 

'Twill  matter  not  how  soon  enthralled 
We  are  by  C.KSAKS  o'er  tlie  main. 

Suppose  the  Rabble,  as  elsewhere, 
In  Kngland  get  the  upper  hand, 

Where  is  the  r'lveinan  who  will 
One  doH  to  li.idit  lor  such  a  land? 


BALLAD  MADE  IN  BED. 

OFT  on  my  pillow  with  my  head, 

1  think!  ere  1  fall  oil' to  si 
How  Sad  1  am  that  1  'm  a-bed, 

While  other  people  viiril  1. 
Up  dancing  until  three  or  four. 

And,  in  the  Commons,  dull  del 
Those  whoa  it  causes  not  to  snore, 

Compels  to  stay  awake  as  late. 

At  midnight's  hour  I  'd  rather  rest 

My  weary  limbs  where  they  are  laid, 
Than  sit  and  listen  to  the  h.  st 

Spcerh  that  a  Member  ever  made. 
Here  1  would  rather  lie  than  whirl 

Around  in  Fashion's  brightest  scene 
With  any,  the  most  charming  girl, 

In  these  dominions  of  the  Ql'KKN. 


Bad  Advice. 

How  hostile  to  Temperance  and  Teetotalism  POPE 
seems  to  have  been!  Not  content  (as  we  have  before 
pointed  out  with  the  finger  of  scorn)  to  urge  his  readers 
to  "drink  deep,"  he  must  needs  go  on  to  inculcate  the 
pernicious  doctrine  that  "  drinking  largely  sobers  us 
again."  Monstrous ! 


FRIENDLY    CONSOLATION. 

Artist.  "Tin<  \.\'OI:K,  SIB,  THE  ACADEMY  UAS  BEEN  PLEASED  TO  REJECT." 
Friend.   "  WBLL,  WELL,    YOU   MUST  MAKE   ALLOWANCES   FOR  THEM.      IT  is 

CERTAINLY     NOT     MUCH     WORSE     THAN     THE    ONE    THEY     HUNG     IN    TRAFALGAR 

SQUARE.    BUT  RECOLLECT  THAT  PICTURES  CAN  BE  Sssv  IN  THEIR  NEW  SHOP." 


THE  KIND  PAPA. 

A  CERTAIN  noble  Lord  is  said  to  have  declared  himself  "an 
Englishman,  if  you  please,  but  first  of  all  a  Catholic."  This  descrip- 
tion may  also  be  applicable  to  the  English  noblemen  and  gentlemen 
of  the  Roman  Obedience,  who  lately  went  to  visit  the  POPE  at  Rome, 
and  offer  him  condolence  and  Peter  s  Pence.  Still,  though  no  doubt 
they  are  ardent  Catholics,  perhaps  their  Catholicism  is  very  mainly 
an  idea  connected  with  Crusaders  and  coats  of  arms.  But  the  Posfs 
Own  Correspondent  at  the  Capital  of  Italy,  writing  on  the  fifth 
instant^  in  making  the  subjoined  statement  respecting  those  devotees, 
probably  confounded  them  with  others : — 

"  But  I  must  return  to  the  Catholic  deputies  of  Old  England,  with  the 
dolorous  confession  that  on  Monday  morning  instead  of  going  on  a  pilgrimage 
to  the  Seven  Churches,  or  ascending  the  Scala  Santa  on  their  knees,  the 
majority  of  the  gentlemen,  hearty  sportsmen  at  home  no  doubt,  attended  the 
last  meet  for  this  season  of  the  Roman  hounds  at  Cento  Celle,  three  miles 
beyond  the  Porta  Maggiore." 

' '  May  it  please  your  Holiness,"  those  Nobility  and  Gentry,  whoever 
they  were,  might  have  said,  in  a  manner  reversing  the  speech  of  the 
Peer  above-quoted,  "we  are  Catholics  if  yqulike,  but  first  of  all  Fox- 
hunters."  We  in  England  have  no  racing  in  Passion  Week  ;  but 
they  at  Rome  had  their  Meet — even  in  deepest  Lent.  Naturally 
enough,  perhaps,  the  POPE  would  not  understand  such  disciples ; 
and  had  tney  really  been  the  deputies  referred  to  in  the  Post,  nobody 
•could  be  surprised  by  the  further  information,  that : — 

"  The  defection  of  his  British  sympathisers  afflicted  PioNoxo,  who  observed 
sadly  to  MONSICNORE  NAHDI,  when  th.it  prelate  attended  for  his  usual  early 
audience  yesterday  morning,  '  These  blessed  English  are  incomprehensible.'  " 

The  Holy  Father  does,  however,  appear  to  have  understood  how 
to  make  himself  agreeable  to  Engksnmen.  We  trust  there  is  no 
mistake  in  what  follows  : — 

"  At  11-30  A.M.  yesterday  his  Holiness  received  the  members  of  the  British 
deputation  of  Catholics  .  .  .  These  gentlemen  had  the  honour  of  accompany- 


ing the  POPE  in  his  daily  promenade  round  the  gardens,  and  I  am  informed 
that  he  even  caused  some  excellent  cigars  to  be  presented  to  them." 

Even  Protestants  who  cannot  admit  the  POPE  to  be  precisely  what 
St.  Peter  was  as  to  the  Sacred  Edifice,  will  not.if  themselves  of  the 
right  sort,  deny  him  to  be  at  least  a  Brick.  To  provide  cigars  for 
his  visitors  was  unquestionably  to  act  in  a  way  meritorious  of  that 
title ;  behaviour  worthy  of  a  truly  venerable  old  Pontiff  and  Gentle- 
man. It  is  not  every  Father  that  will  encourage  his  sons  to  smoke. 
No  doubt  the  cigars  he  gave  them  were  first-rate,  although,  reading 
on,  we  learn  that : — 

"  The  POPE  himself  only  smokes  the  little  Spanish  paglietta  cigars." 
Nevertheless,  it  may  well  be   supposed   that  he  knows  how  to 


for  a  Tobacconist,  being  also  a  Papist,  to  advertise  a  "Papa's 
Mixture,"  likewise  ?  By  the  help  of  a  cigarette  the  Sovereign  Pontiff 
is  probably  enabled  to  contemplate  his  situation  with  equanimity. 
As  an  aid  to  reflection,  his  smoke  may  assist  him  to  see  that  the  loss 
of  his  Temporal  Power  has  rendered  the  British  Public  indifferent  to 
the  repeal  of  the  Ecclesiastical  Titles'  Act.  SIR  GEORGE  BOWYER 
may  trust  that  he  makes  himself  very  comfortable.  But  note  a  fact 
for  the  Anti-Tobacco  Society.  The  POPE  smokes.  "No  wonder!' 
scream  all  the  parochial  old  women,  who^would  shriek  for  the  ex- 
pulsion of  a  Curate  supposed  to  smoke.  You,  who  are  not  of  their 
mind,  would  like  to  see  Pio  NONO  behind  a  pipe.  Especially  would 
you  admire  him  in  that  position,  it'  that  Pipe  were  the  Pipe  of  Peace, 
and  his  vis-d-cis  VICTOR- EMMANUEL. 


RAILWAY  UNTXTF.LLIOENCE.— Nations  have  their  Emblems.  That 
of  Canada  should  be  a  mammoth  Elephant.  Canada  has  a  Grand 
Trunk. 
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THE    NEW   "MANUAL." 

Officer  of  Control  Department.   "Wo— A,  Wo!   CONFOUND  TOP  !"   (To  the  Sentry,  who  had  "presented  arms"  so  smartly  that  the  aallant 
officer's  horse  shied,  and  nearly  threw  him .')    "WHAT  THB  DOOCB  D'YE  MEAN  BY  SLAPPING  YOUR  GUN  AT  ME  LIKE  THAT,  SIK?     IF  YOU 

EVER  DO  IT  AGAIN,    I  'LL   REPORT  YOU  TO  YOUR   COMMANDING   OFFICER  !  " 


A  PASS-OVER  A  I/ENTER  D'ARGENT. 

A  PAETY  of  nice  young  Jews 

Were  caught  mis  Easter  day, 
In  the  "  Lamb  and  Flag,"  (a  public-house,) 

Sweet  Hebrew  lambs — at  play ! 

They  'd  a  wicket  in  the  panel, 

And  a  bar  across  the  door ; 
And  cards  and  dice  on  the  table — 

What  could  they  have  been  there  for  ? 

They  told  their  innocent  story 
When  brought  before  the  Beak— 

That  they  the  room  had  taken, 
Their  Passover  to  keep. 

No  doubt  the  story  was  true 
That  was  told  by  the  pious  troop — 

But  I  think  the  name  of  their  Pass-over 
In  French  is  Sauter-la-coupe. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 

IT  is  with  the  utmost  reluctance  that  Mr.  Punch  ever  admits 
into  his  columns  a  reference  to  merely  vulgar  crime.  There  are 
other  tribunals  to  deal  with  that.  Will  a  great  number  of  corre- 
spondents forgive  him  for  not  complying  with  the  desire  they 
express,  with  much  honourable  indignation,  that  he  will  "  scourge  " 
the  creature,  who,  in  a  Republican  journal,  has  outraged  the  feelings 
of  all  decent  persons,  highly  or  lowly  placed,  by  a  brutal  reference 
to  the  recent  sorrow  of  the  PRINCESS  OF  WALES.  He  would  not  have 
even  alluded  to  the  atrocity,  but  that  it  has  been  transferred,  with 
fitting  disgust,  from  the  paper  in  which  it  appeared  to  a  journal  read 
by  respectable  persons.  The  skunk  has  its  place  in  natural  history, 
but  it  is  not  a  desirable  subject  for  close  investigation. 


WESTMEATH  IN  SOTTTHYANKEELAND. 

CERTAIN  American  papers  have  been  lecturing  England,  lately. 
upon  the  amount  of  crime  in  these  islands,  especially  Ireland,  and 
upon  the  inefficiency  of  our  old-fashioned  laws,  which  prevent  high- 
handed dealing  with  scoundrelism.  We  are  advised  to  adapt  our 
legislation  to  the  necessities  of  the  age.  For  which  good  advice 
we  are  as  grateful  as  all  rational  people  should  be,  and  as  some 
rational  people  are,  for  wise  counsel.  Also  for  wise  example,  as 
the  way  m  which  an  atrocious  brigand,  named  GDTCCHE,  was  lately 
snared  and  polished  off  in  Italy  by  Carabinieri  disguised  as  peasants. 
This  was  a  neat  operation,  and  might  afford  a  hint  to  any  Govern- 
ment that  really  wished  to  put  down  agrarian  assassination  in  West- 
meath.  But  we  chiefly  desire  to  express  our  warmest  acknowledg- 
ments to  our  Yankee  friends  for  their  advice,  which  they  are  all  the 
better  entitled  to  give,  their  own  dealings  with  criminals  being  so 
prompt  and  satisfactory.  From  a  late  number  of  the  New  York 
Tribune,  a  most  worthy  journal,  we  extract  these  lines,  and  then 
we  make  our  bow : — 

"That  men  are  daily  killed  throughout  most  of  the  Southern  States 
because  they  are  Republicans,  is  just  as  sure  as  the  fact  that  those  States  were 
lately  the  arena  of  a  great  civil  war.  There  have  been  not  less  than 
FIVE  THOUSAND  NEGROES  KILLED,  because  of  their  colour  and  their  politics, 
in  those  States  since  GENERAL  GRANT'S  election;  and  NOT  ONE  WHITE 
SOUTHRON  HAS  BEEN  PUNISHED  FOR  SUCH  MURDER." 


Ecclesiastical  Epigram. 

SING,  High  Church  Ass, 
Hey  for  PUBCHAS  ! 


AFTER  ME.    CANNING. 

Science  (to  Woman}.  — "  I  have  called  a  New  Sewing  Machine 
into  existence  to  re-dress  the  Old." 
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"BON    VOYAGE!" 

Bus-Conductor  (to  Portly  Female,  who  was  indignant  at  having  been  carried  a  little 
beyond  her  destination).  "  WELL,  THERE  -V'ARE,  MUM,  FUST  TO  TEE  LEFT.     Y'AIN'T 

GOT  SO   VERY   FAR  TO   Go,    AND  THE   WlKD  's  AT   YSR  BACK  1 1  " 


ODE  Off  AN  APEIL   DAY. 

LAWSON,  my  WILFKID.  from  the  sky 

Descend  the  vernal  showers  ; 
O  welcome  change  from  East  winds  dry  ! 

To  bring  out  leaves  and  flowers. 
They  take  their  drink ;  let  you  and  I 
Tipple  ours. 

Their  own  is  liquor  good  for  them ; 

For  us  of  small  avail. 
They,  that  are  fixed  on  stalk  and  stem, 

Need  none  but  Adam's  ale, 
Which,  whilst  you  've  Burton,  to  contemn 
.N'c'Vcr  fail. 

Tis  Sunday  morn :  these  copious  rains, 

So  timely  though  a  boon, 
Will  steamboats  and  excursion  trains 

Not  till  this  afternoon, 
And  Publicans  will  bar  of  gains 
Stopped  how  soon  f 

Sweet  is  this  moisture  after  drought ; 

V.  t,  WILFRID,  we  must  fear 
That  it  will  hinder  many  an  "  out " 

Of  folk  in  humble  sphere ; 
And  much  enjoyment  spoil  of  stout, 
And  strong  beer. 

Meanwhile,  what  happy  souls  are  we ! 

What  if  the  face  ot  Sol 
With  a  wet  blanket  shrouded  be  ? 

We  have  our  Alcohol. 
Sing  "  Toddy  hey  ho,  perish  tea,; 
Tolderol!" 


Sport  on  a  Grand  Scale. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  the  Indian  Daily  News  at  Cara- 
goloh,  in  a  description  of  some  wild-beast  shooting,  says 
of  the  sportsmen  who  did  it,  that : — 

"  Besides  the  four  tigers,  they  had  a  good  bag  of  buffaloei,  deer, 
and  pigs." 

What  a  very  large  bag  it  must  have  been !  Apparently 
there  are  giants  on  the  earth  again  in  these  days. 


A  GOOD  SPEED  TO  A  GOOD  SPEECH. 

"  Recent  events  in  Europe  should  teach  us  to  rely — not  on  treaties,  for  they 
were  often  scattered  to  the  winds ;  not  on  alliances,  for  they  were  occasionally 
faithless  in  times  of  trouble;  not  on  tho  word  of  statesmen,  for  secret  treaties 
were  produced  which  shook  the  confidence  of  every  honest  politician,  but 
upon  ourselves.  We  should  take  measure  of  ourselves,  we  should  know  what 
we  could  do,  and  that  we  would  do  it  if  we  were  called  on,  and  hold  every  man 
to  the  duty  of  maintaining  the  honour  and  glory  of  England  at  the  same  height 
at  which  it  had  been  held  through  many  generations." — MR.  GOSCHEN'S 
fatter-Monday  Discourse  at  the  Mansion  House  Dinner. 

Now,  bravo,  my  GOSCHEN  !    Upon  your  promotion, 

From  rating  our  paupers  to  ruling  onr  navy, 
I  told  you,  when  once  you  were  used  to  the  notion — 
Found  your  sea-legs — you  'd  show,  though  not  bred  to  the  ocean, 

Your  right  to  bear  arms  which  tne  heralds  call  "  wavy." 

Though  some  said  "  The  fact  is,  his  Gwydir  House  practice 

Will  mislead  at  the  naval  shop  over  the  way." 
Seeing  one  works  by  Union,  the  other  distract  is 
All  through  with  rfis-union  ;  yet  temper  and  tact  is 

The  best  chart  to  sail  by,  and  these  you  obey. 

You  handled  with  vigour  the  massed  fact  and  figure — 
Green-hand  as  you  were — of  your  nautical  budget ; 

Poured  oil,  'tother  night,  on  Gladstonian  rigour ; 

Touched  the  Robinson  row  without  making  it  bigger : 
And  so  asked  for  excuse  that  the  House  didn't  grudge  it. 

You  don't  take  for  lee-board  a  high  or  low  free-board  ; 

A  Reed  care  no  rush  for  ;  have  no  call  to  lean  on  one ; 
You  don't  raise  a  storm  in  each  cup  on  the  tea-board. 
Find,  or  put,  out  of  tune  every  note  on  the  key-board, 

In  fact,  have  ne'er  split  up  a  Board  since  you  've  been  on  one. 

And  better  and  better,  in  spirit,  not  letter, 
You  've  roared  that  old  roar  of  the  old  British  Lion's, 

VOL.  LX. 


Whose  sound  in  old  times  could  cow  wrong's  arm'd  abettor, 
And  nerve  the  slave's  heart  'neath  the  weight  of  his  fetter, 
In  defence  of  the  right,  and  ill-doers'  defiance. 

For  all  that  inherit  Old  England's  old  spirit, 
As  NELSON  and  WELLINGTON  felt  you  have  spoken ; 

Bade  us  bear  the  old  heart,  and,  if  need  be,  so  stir  it, — 

As  behind  oaken  topsides,  inside  iron  turret, — 
That  its  shot  shall  be  feared,  and  its  bulwarks  unbroken. 

There's  "buncombe,"  there's  boasting,— stale  butter  with  toasting,— 

But  this,  by  LOBD  HATHERLEY'S  leave,  we  hold  neither ; 
Not  all  England  yet  is  on  Mammon's  road  posting, 
Some  still  think  her  prestige  no  tit  subject  for  roasting 
Of  hucksters,  small  wits,  or  LOUD  CHANCELLOKS*  either. 

The  word  may  be  French-bred,  the  thing  ship  and  trench-bred, 

Spring  of  esprit  de  corps  in  the  soldier  and  sailor ; 
But  not  less  in  the  mart,  in  the  shop,  on  the  bench,  bred, 
Of  the  pride  to  dishonour  that  never  would  blench  bred, 
It  may  keep  the  judge  straight,  hold  from  cabbage  the  tailor. 

Yes — spite  of  LORD  HATHERUEY,  and  all  his  fatherly 

Reminiscence,  and  rev'rence,  and  all  it  has  taught  him — 
England  has  a  prestige,  and  to  steer  by  't  is  weatherly, 
With  a  hand  that 's  not  hasty,  a  head  that 's  not  featnerly, 
Though  JOHN  BULL  knows  of  old  to  what  such  steering  brought  him. 

To  debt— not  a  doubt  on 't ;— he  '11  never  be  out  on 't — 

But  to  strength  and  respect  that  no  money  can  measure : 
The  Manchester  school  he  will  face,  stand  the  flout  on't, — 
The  first  blast  in  a  good  cause  well-blown,  is  the  rout  on 't — 
And  prove  he  obtained  treasure's  worth  for  his  treasure. 

•  See  LORD  HATHERLEY'S  rather  egotistical  reminiscences  of  his  father, 
i  the  Alderman,  and  his  own  one-sided  tirade  against  prestige,  and  confusion 
i  of  it  with  "  buncombe,"  at  the  Fishmongers'  dinner. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


MONDAY.  April  17.  The  Commons  met  again  after  the  Easter  recess,  and 
such  Members  as  came  were  saddened  by  the  thought  that  they  should  have 
no  more  holidays,  except  all  Wednesday  evenings,  all  Saturdays,  and  all  Sun- 
days, for  six  whole  weeks.  But  the  idea  of  such  an  awful  and  protracted 
slavery  was  too  much  for  most  of  the  House,  and  the  attendance  was  very  thin. 

The  debate  was  on  Army  Reorganisation,  and  about  putting  the  Volunteers 
under  the  Mutiny  Act.  There  seems  some  idea  that  they  will  dislike  this,  but 
surely  only  those  who  wish  to  play  at  soldiers  will  object  to  it.  The  real 
Braves  will  say  with  LORD  CHLLDE  HASOLD  BYRON, 

"  Britons  rarely  swerve 
From  law,  however  stern,  that  tenda  their  strength  to  nerve." 

On  proceeding  to  the  Estimates,  becoming  reference  was  made  by  the  Minister 
to  the  sudden  and  lamented  death  of  the  lately  appointed  Judge-Advocate- 
General,  Ma.  JOHN  ROBEET  DAVISON,  M.P.  for  Durham.  He  was  an  able  man, 
who  worked  his  way  to  success,  and  must  have  deserved  it,  for  it  estranged  no 
friends  from  him. 

The  Trades'  Union  Bill  (the  criminal  moiety  of  the  new  enactment),  was 
passed,  with  the  delicate  titular  alteration  which  seems  to  have  given  satisfac- 
tion to  the  parties  concerned.  Himself  a  perfect  master  of  language,  Mr. 
Punch  has  no  objection  to  any  verbal  refinements,  and  if  it  be  more  agreeable 
to  the  feelings  of  a  person  who  takes  away  JUr.  Punch's  pocket-handkerchief 
to  be  termed  an  unauthorised  re-arranger  of  property  than  to  be  styled  Fur, 
Mr.  Punch  would  concede  the  phrase,  provided  the  Beaks  understand  it. 

There  was  also  discussion  on  the  Bills  of  Exchange  Bill  (well,  we  can't  help 
Parliamentary  clumsiness  of  expression),  and  it  was  suggested  that  all  Days  of 
Grace  should  be  done  away.  These  days  were  originally  a  mere  favour,  but 
they  have  become  a  right.  There  are  none  in  France,  where  there  used  to  be  10, 
but  the  Code  Napoleon  cleared  all  that  away.  In  Lisbon  there  are  15,  and  the 
same  is  the  rule  in  Bio  de  Janeiro ;  in  fact,  we  suppose  that  in  such  places 
people  take  up  bills  or  not,  just  as  it  may  happen,  and  scorn  to  be  bothered 
about  dates.  The  matter  does  not  seem  of  much  consequence ;  perhaps  it 
would  be  a  graceful  concession  to  Sabbatarianism  to  provide  that,  if  a  bill  fell 
due  on  Sunday,  it  should  not  be  paid  at  all ;  but  we  only  toss  this  out  as  an 
obiter  dictum. 

Tuesday.  The  Westmeath  Report  has  been  made,  and  it  reveals  a  terrible 
system  of  organised  murder,  into  which,  however,  enters  the  odd  element  called 
Irishism.  One  witness  tells  us  of  a  gentleman  who  was  marked  out  to  be  shot, 
but  some  peasant  whom  he  had  obliged  gave  him  warning.  "  Let  me  prosecute 
the  intending  murderer."  "No,  your  nonour,  I  couldn't  give  evidence  agin 
him  ;  but  you  have  always  been  kind  to  me  and  mine,  and  I  '11  shoot  him  for 
your  honour."  ME.  GLADSTONE  had  not  had  time  to  consider  what  measure 
should  be  adopted  to  put  an  end  to  the  system.  He  is  a  great  friend  of  Italy 
Let  him  write  in  his  "choice  Italian  "  to  VICTOR-EMMANUEL'S  Chief  of  Police 
for  a  few  hints  as  to  the  way  in  which  brigands  are  detected  and  extirpated. 

Now,  ME.  CHARLES  REED,  M.P.  for  Hackney,  and  son  to  one  of  the  best  men 
that  have  lived  among  us,  why  are  you  disquieting  us  about  the  Sunda; 
Delivery  of  letters  in  the  country?  Granted  that  20.000  postmen  canno 
attend  morning  service  at  church  or  chapel,  is  that  much  of  a  sacrifice  to  the 


jomf ort  of  millions  ?  Mr.  Punch  is  not  going  to  argue 
;he  matter,  but  affirms  distinctly  that  he  means  to  pro- 
;ect  the  nation  from  a  recurrence  of  the  calamities  and 
.nnoyances  of  the  year  1850,  when  a  similar  agitation 

..gainst  Sunday  delivery  was  made,  and  LOED  JOHN 
IDSSELL  determined  to  give  us  a  taste  of  what  Sabba- 
:arianism  really  meant.  Was  there  not  confusion  and 
lismay  all  over  the  land,  was  not  MASTHA  STRU&GLES 
•early  divorced,  was  not  the  Government  compelled  by 
icarly  one  unanimous  Howl  to  replace  things  as  they 

were  before  the  change  ?    The  question  has  been  sent  to 

a  Committee,  which  we  hope  means  that  it  is  shelved, 
tut,  anyhow,  the  Sunday  Delivery  in  the  country  must 
ot  be  stopped. 
We  then  had  disquisitions  on   the  reason  why  SIR 

SPBNCEE  ROBINSON  ceased  to  control  the  Navy.  Every- 
hing  desirable  was  said  in  regard  to  that  gentleman's 

ability  and  intentions,  and  Mr.  Punch  will  only  remark 
hat  when  FALKLAND  led  his  dear  SEBENA  through  her 
ew  domain,  With  fond  surprise  that  lady  soon  descried, 
i  temple  raised  to  her  vEtherial  guide  (not  FALKLAND), 

And  saw  two  meeting  arms  a  tablet  raise,  Decked  with 
hese  lines,  the  moral  of  ME.  WILLIAM  HAYLEY'S  lays  :— 

"  Virtue's  an  ingot  of  Peruvian  gold,| 

Sense  the  bright  ore  Potosi's  mines  unfold  ; 
But  TEMPEB'S  image  must  their  use  create, 
And  give  these  precious  metals  sterling  weight." 

?he  discussion,  however,  took  a  form  which  induced  MR. 
JLADSTONE  to  consider  that  the  House  ought  to  express 
tself ,  in  form,  against  any  further  inquiry,  and,  insisting 
)n  a  division,  Government  triumphed  by  153  to  104. 

Wednesday.  Game  Laws  debate,  and  MR.  P.  TAYLOR'S 
Jill  for  the  abolition  of  those  laws  rejected  by  172  to  49. 
[here  were  some  stupid  things  and  some  rude  things  said, 
is  might  be  expected  on  a  sporting  topic,  and  the  Minis- 
-ers  were  described  by  one  Member  as  "  anything  but  a 
sporting  lot."  This  was  meant  as  a  sneer,  and  Squire 
Western  would  have  approved  it.  But  a  man  need  not 
)e  effeminate,  or  a  muff,  because  he  has  but  moderate 
ileasure  in  murdering  poultry.  ME.  GLADSTONE  went  to 
[la-warden  for  his  holidays,  and  he  amused  himself  with 
lis  favourite  hatchet,  and,  according  to  a  correspondent, 
felled  a  large  tree  without  assistance.  To  fell  a  large  tree 
requires  strength,  skill,  courage,  and  perseverance  ;  and 
ME.  GLADSTONE,  having  all  these,  can  also  read  and 
understand  a  book,  conduct  a  logical  argument,  and 
quote  the  classics  ;  feats  which  would  puzzle  a  good  many 
constituents  of  the  "  sporting  lot."  But  on  the  main 
question  of  the  Game  Laws,  there  is  a  good  deal  to  be 
said  which  is  not  going  to  be  said  here.  Mr.  Punch 
sees  small  force  in  the  argument  that  the  Game  Laws 
ought  necessarily  to  be  repealed,  because  only  respectable 
people  approve  and  obey  them.  That  is  trash.  But 
like  most  of  our  other  laws,  they  are  capable  of  almost 
indefinite  improvement,  and  what  Mr.  Punch  desires 
in  them  is  Justice  and  no  Sentimentality. 

Thursday.  The  Lords  returned  to  their  Legislative 
duties,  and  LOED  REDESDALE,  who  has,  we  are  happy 
to  say,  recovered  from  the  bite  of  the  shepherd's  dog, 
resumed  his  work  as  Shepherd  of  Committees,  and  was 
warmly  received  by  his  Hook. 

Pleasing  information  having  arrived  as  to  the  results 
of  the  High  Joint  Commission  in  America  (it  was  said 
that  ME.  FISH  had  settled  the  Fisheries),  LORD  GBAN- 
VILLE  declined  to  confirm  an  unofficial  report.  We 
are  happy  to  state  that  he  looked  very  cheerful,  and 
not  as  if  a  Black  Ox  had  trodden  on  his  mouth,  or  a 
Brown  Horse  had  trodden  on  his  foot.  By  the  way, 
this  was  a  singularly  ungracious  act  on  the  part  of  the 
latter  beast,  for  LORD  GEANVILLE  never  treads  on  any- 
body's corns.  However,  perhaps  he  has  none  himself. 
The  corn  crop  has  been  very  scant  of  late  years,  since 
men  left  off  wearing  tight  boots,  and  perhaps  to  this 
fact  is  due  the  general  good  temper  observable  in  the 
men  of  the  period. 

In  the  Commons,  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER 
introduced  his  JJlttfjJft. 

Mr.  Punch  needs  no  tight  boot  to  make  him  speak  of 
this  Budget  in  the  way  it  deserves.  His  difficulty  is  to 
restrain  his  just  and  noble  anger. 

ME.  LOWE  has  managed  to  show  a  Deficiency  of 
£2,713,000.  This  is  not  his  fault.  It  is  nobody's  fault. 
Money  has  been  well  laid  out  on  our  Defences. 

But  how  does  he  raise  the  sum  wanted  ?  Why,  of 
course,  by  increasing  the  Income-tax.  He  raises  it 
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from  £1  i:;.<.  -I./,  in  the  t'lnn  to  £•_'  l.v.    Ami  thus  lie  gets  nearly  nil 
amount  nut  lit'  tin  nal  Working  Class,  tin-  pro])!.'  who 
pay  an  nniu-tly  r<  L'ulated  t:ix.     Iletakis  £1,950,000  from  us. 

As  for  the  romp  mull  sum  lift,  he  obtains  that  l>\  aid  r- 

ing  the  Probate,  Legacy,  and  Succession  Duties. 

•••s  a  Tnx  on  LuotfW  Matches !    It 
.    I'.very  box  ot  IIKP  common  matches  ie  to  bear  a  Ealfpenny 

Stamp,  and  e\,  rv  box  of  loiiwax  BMftohes,  or  fusees,  is  to  hear  a 
Penny  Stamp,  lit  1»  lit  vcs  that  he  shall  get  £550,000  in  this  way. 
And  M  Mined  tliis  proposition,  after  a  long  debate,  in  which  he 
.iderahly  i  hatful.  Mil.  DIXON,  Member  for  Birmingham, 
divided  tin-  House  on  (lie  Match  liox  question,  and  was  defeated  by 
I'n  I  to  II. 

\Ve  were  far   too    much    displeased  with  him  ahout    the  Two 
Millions  of  Income-tax  to  he  -,,«,, 'ti\,    ,,\er  his  Match  liox,  until  we 
!ed  that  on  it  lie  promises  to  print    the  ninlto,   /.',<•  /»<•,•  /«<•</- 
htm.     "  Show  me   children,   and   do  what  you  like  with  ni. 
Mu.  Ill  >  hl'i.   "  Show  me  Latin,  and  you  put  me  in  a  good  temper." 
,:y:     I/,.   I'mx-li.     'I  lie  literal  translation  of  (be  words  is,  "  A  small 
ga'in  out  of  light."    Mi;,  j.owr.  has  made  hut  a  small  gain  out  of  the 
light  he  has  had  on  political  eeonomy  ;  but  let  that  pass. 

Friday.  The  Lords  read  a    Dprer  Harbour  Bill,     It  inelmh  s,  we 
believe,  a  valuable  clause,  prohibiting  Mayers,  and  (he  lik> 
going  down  to  tbe  harbour,  and  showing  Dover  taste  by  reminding 
royal  exiles  of  happier  days. 

Mi:.    \VMITK  M;1  of  War  on  the  Budget.     So  did  MK. 

IT,  in  a  miJder  way.     So  did  Mu.  I.UIDKI.I,,  in  opposition  to 

ill.  Purchase-purchase  scheme.     ^Iniiil,  lighting  at  hand.    Hooray! 

Xivtly,  MR.  C\vi  \-msn  HKNTIXMI  "-of  up  a  debate  on  the  Decla- 
ration of  1'aris,  is.'it;.  I  lev.  .  withdraw  from  the  articles 
abolishing  privateering,  and  giving  immunity  to  an  enemy's  goods 
under  a  neutral  flag.  In  th  i  he  discussion,  MH.  DISHAKM 
nmarkedll  ••,  nt  Conference,  (ioveinnii  nt  had  registered 
theirdi  :. led  the  humiliation  of  this  country.  Mu. 
GLADSTONE  indignantly  denied  it,  and  asked  whether  (bat  was 
language  to  be  used  about  '(hose  who  had  made  Kussia  eat  her  own 
words. 

t,  "We  finished  with  a  row  over  the  Match-boxes,  the  most  creditable 
part  whereof  was  the  in  not'  feeling  on  behalf  of  tin  \<ry 

poor,  who  make  mutches.  Dn  readers  know  that  babies  of  two 
years  old  work  at  the  boxes-  It  is  asserted  that  the  tax  will 
operate  even  to  the  discouragement  of  these  mites.  Nobody,  of 
course,  believed  that  who  voted  in  the  majority  that  carried 
MK.  LOWE'S  resolution 
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taxation  is  to  £550,000  indirect,  so  is  their  share  of  that  honour  to 
the  proportion  enjoyed  by  the  community  at  large,  with  the  addi- 
tion, on  the  part  of  many  of  them,  of  increased  Succession  and 
Legacy  Duty  levied  on  their  inheritance.  People  say  that  the  finan- 
cial prospects  of  the  nation  are  gloomy  ;  but  ME.  LOWK'S  I'mdget,  as 
an  earnest  of  future  taxation,  is  all  emi/rur  <lr  r<ise,  that  is  to  say, 
the  red  rose.  Indeed,  if  MR.  LOWE  pleased  to  make  himself  so 
agreeable  as  to  oblige  the  House  of  Commons  with  a  song  some  night, 
he  could  express  a  truth  prettily  by  singing  a  parody  on  "  My  Lure 
is  /iki'^hf  Hal  I!,-,/  AW,"  substituting  "  My  Budget"  for  "  My 
Love."  What  can  be  Kedder  than  the  imposition  of  taxes  mainly 
on  a  single  class,  except  the  confiscation  of  that  one  set  of  people's 
entire  property?  "There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys."  If  you 
don't  want  your  incomes  exceptionally  taxed,  don't  make  money 
otherwise  than  by  manual  labour ;  and  if  you  don't  wish  your  chil- 
dren, or  brothers  and  sisters,  to  be  lined  for  the  public  benefit,  on 
the  amount  you  may  leave  them,  don't  put  by  any. 

Epigram  on  the  Budget. 

(By  a  Scot.*} 

"  N  v  i •:  wonder  that  oor  Budgets  still  should  grow, 

When  at  sic  sma'  sma'  game  the  K  x  chequer  snatches ; 
By  matches  we  "ve  been  used  to  raise  a  lowe,t 
But,  noo,  'tis  by  a  Lowe  that  we  raise  matches !  " 

*  N.B.  His  first  piece  of  wut  or  rhyme — "  Facit  indignatio  versum." 
t  Scottict,  a  blaze. 


Memorandum  for  Managers. 

THE  Managers  of  Playhouses  arc  wont  to  announce  that  their 
theatres  are  nightly  crowded.  This  information  makes  all  who  hate 
to  be  stifled,  and  will  go  to  see  only  a  probably  good  performance, 
stop  away.  Unintelligent  audiences,  and  pieces  to  suit  them,  are 
thus  perpetuated. 


THE    DRAMA    OF    THE    FUTURE. 

I'M  ii,  Sir,  we  are  presented 
with  one  more  insta: 
a  good  tragedy,  wl 
then  is  no  love.  May  we 
not  hope  fora  good  comedy 
in  which  that  passion 
will  be  conspicuous  by  its 
absence  '•;  If  the  stage  is 
really  to  hold  the  mirror 
ii]i  to  .Nature,  as  Nature 
1  indi  i  d  to  li"W  the 
very  age  and  body  of  the 
time,  its  form  and  prcs- 

V  •> 

In    the   week    next     to 
T,  the  flood 

of      marriages,     pent     up 
during  Lent,  did  not  rush 
down  the  Times   in   any- 
thing like  its  usual  cata- 
ract.     On    one    day    the 
births  were  forty-two  only, 
the    deaths    as    many   as 
fifty-three,  the  marriages 
not    more    than    twenty. 
The  connection   which  you  have  pointed  out   between  this  sort  of 
d  the  Marri«l  Women's  Property  Act  douhtlesi  exists.     But 
cause  of  the  di  elininir  marriage-rate  I  believe  to  be  the 
cessation  of  love  amnm  -t   the  higher  and 

middle  classes.      There  tioiial   hnirs,   by  their  associates 

commonly  called  spooney,  whence  we  see  that  they  are  exceptions 
that  prove  a  rule. 

Several  oe  e0mbincd  to  abolish  love.     One  of  them  I 

to  be  the  immense  pn  valence  of  smoking  amongst  young 
men.  It  love  does  not  put  a  man's  pipe  out,  his  pipe  puts  out  love  ; 
and  a  ci?ar  has  the  same  ,11'eet.  I 'or  smoking  not  only  calms  passion, 
but  also  aids  thought)  hence,  perhaps,  tin:  habit  of  deep  reflection 
for  which  most  men  are  now-a-days  remarkable. 

Anotli  ,  probably,  the  air  of  indifference  to  the  regard  of 

men  which  girls  generally  aftect,  if  they  feel  it  not,  in  their  manners 
and  style  of  dress ;  the  former  being  characterised  by  levity,  and 
the  latter  by  ostentation.  Female  attire,  moreover,  although  snowy, 
is  little  decorative,  and  very  costly  indeed  ;  helps,  therefore,  to  ex- 
tinguish any  spark  of  love  which  a  youth  may  contract.  "  What  is 
the  use,"  he  thinks,  "  of  loving  her  whom  I  can't  afford  to  marry  ?'; 
Now,  then,  that  love  has  become  an  anachronism,  it  should  be 
exhibited  on  the  stage  'only  in  dramas  which  reflect  the  state  of 
Society  in  past  ages,  or  in  burlesques  and  pantomimes  wherein  all 
the  performers  make  fools  of  themselves.  As  an  element  in  a  comedy 
or  a  farce,  if  employed  at  all,  it  ought  to  be  treated  as  simply  absurd, 
and  the  piece  which  includes  it  should  terminate  with  the  joke  of  a 
broken-off  engagement;  the  lovers  agreeing  to  shake  hands  and 
part,  whilst  a  light  father  says,  "  Be  happy."  This  improvement 
of  the  Drama  would  gratify  men  of  a  certain  age,  who,  under  cir- 
cumstances, occasionally  find  themselves  at  a  theatre,  and  whom 
experience  has  taught  that  matrimony,  at  best,  is  very  temporary 
beatitude.  They  are  disgusted  at  seing  youth  of  either  sex, 
especially  their  own,  invited  to  believe  a  delusion  which  all  those 
who  do  live  to  be  undeceived ;  except  in  the  case  of  a  person  always 
remaining,  COSLEBS. 

P.S.  The  diminution  in  the  Times  marriage-list  may  suggest  some 
hope  that  a  stop  will  be  put  to  the  destruction  of  woods,  and  the 
enclosure  of  commons,  which  have  been  caused  by  the  spread  of 
population.  But  it  is  to  be  feared  the  lower  orders  go  on  as  usual. 


"MIST,  MIST,  0  MIST!" 

IT  having  been  announced  that  the  KMI-EUOB  NAPOLEON  and  his 
family,  desiring  to  effect  an  escape  from  the  impertinence  of  British 
vulgarians,  were  about  to  reside  at  Whitby,  the  Situation,  a  French 
journal  published  here,  observes  : — 

"  We  do  not  doubt  that  Chiselhurst  will  soon  be  deserted ;  but  we  do  not 
think  its  guests  will  leave  it  in  order  to  retire  still  further  into  the  mists  of 
Albion." 

We  compliment  the  French  scribe  upon  his  admirable  acquaint- 
ance with  geography.  Chiselhurst  he  evidently  knows  to  be  a  place 
on  the  edge  of  the  sea,  while  Whitby  is,  he  is  equally  aware,  in  the 
heart  of  a  woody  region.  The  "  mists  "  are  in  the  French  Cockney's 
brain. 

HUMILITY  ITSELF — CONSIDERING. — "  None  ought  to  aspire  to  be 
wiser  than  the  laws." 


INJURED    INNOCENCE. 

You  HAVEN'T  GOT  A  FUST-CLASS  TICKET,  /  KNOW.' 


"  HCLLOA  !       YOU'VE  NO  CALL  TO  BE  IN  HEKE  ! 

"  No  !    I  HAIN'T  !  " 

"  WELL,  COME  OUT  !    THIS  AIN'T  A  THIRD-CLASS  CARRIAGE  !  " 

"  B AIN'T  IT  ?    LOR  ?     WELL  I  THOUGHT  IT  was,  BY  THE  LOOK  OP  THE  PASSUTQERS  ! " 


BUNG  AND   BARON. 

To  a  Baron  so  proud,  quoth  a  Bung  red  and  loud, 

"  Of  my  westry  I  'm  one  of  the  head  fellers, 
And  a  Radical  chap,  till  they  touches  the  tap — 

But  sich  hills  makes  one  chum  with  queer  bed-fellers  ! 

' '  Here 's  yon  and  here 's  me,  who  'd  a  thought  us  to  see, 

In  the  same  hoat  a  pullin'  together — 
"Wich  I  think  I  can  pull  a  good  score  to  your  stun', 

Though  it  may  be  you  're  neater  in  feather. 

"  Feller-feeling,  I  find,  makes  men  wonderful  kind : 
And  our  feelings  on  these  pints  is  feller : 
.  *  T6,1?  ,(?.6scHE}f.  no  doubt,  you  would  like  to  sarve  out, 
As  1  'd  like  to  ketch  BRUCE  on  the  smeller. 

"  TO*  lh^Samt  eau?f  we,  fi?hts— your  and  my  wested  rights— 
Wioh  these  here  blessed  bills  walks  atop  off— 

BRTCE'S  Licence  Bill,  ours,  GOSCHEN'S  Rating  Bill,  yours, 
And  comfort  in  neither  a  drop  of ! 

"  J°\'T,e  to  pay  arf  the  rates ;  I  'm  to  shut  up  my  gates, 
Lord  knows  when,  upon  week-day  and  Sunday  • 

Inspectormg  fellers  is  to  walk  through  my  cellars— 
Ihey '11  walk  into  yours,  my  Lord,  one  day. 

1  They  're  for  rating  your  game ;  and  they  treats  me  the  same, 

VVnich  my  game 's  them  that  empties  my  bottles  • 
When  a  chap 's  had  enough  I  'm  to  know— pack  o'  stuff!— 
And  to  sarve  drink  by  thirst,  not  by  throttles. 

"  Then  let 's  make  common  cause  'gainst  such  blackguards  o' 
laws, 

As  puts  England  in  sich  a  commotion  ; 
You  'elp  me  to  the  juice  to  send  this  here  H.  BRUCE, 

And— so  'elp  me  f—  I  '11  'elp  you  with  GOSCHEN  !  " 


THE    GREAT    REVELATION. 

THIS  announcement  was  officially  made  last  week  :— 

"  A  paragraph  has  lately  appeared  in  several  journals  giving  the  description 
of  a  casket,  which  it  is  supposed  that  the  late  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON  left 
PRINCE  ARTHUR,  with  directions  that  it  should  be  opened  when  His  Eoyal 
Highness  came  of  age.  We  have  been  assured  that  this  story  has  no  founda- 
tion whatever,  but  is  the  creation  of  some  imaginative  brain. 

Notwithstanding  this  'contradiction,  Mr.  Punch  adheres  (like  a 
limpet  on  a  rock)  to  the  statement  which  ho  had  the  honour  of 
making.  There  is  such  a  casket,  and  the  contents  are  what  he  de- 
scribed. This  will  be  proved  in  proper  time.  The  contradiction  was 
suddenly  and  rather  unadvisedly  put  out  on  the  appearance  of  ME. 
LOWE'S  Budget,  and  the  announcement  of  his  artful  device  in  regard 
to  inherited  property.  But  all  this  will  be  made  smooth,  and  Mr. 
Punch  merely  adds,  "  Wait  and  see."  The  Court  Circular  will  tell 
a  very  different  story,  at  no  remote  date. 


The  Way  to  Cheat  Him. 

IF  LOWE  will  not  from  tax  our  matches  spare, 
Though  makers,  sellers,  buyers  shriek  crescenio ; 

Let 's  burn  one-half  we  burn  now,  and  so  pare 
To  one-half  his  "  lucellum,"  a  non  lucendo. 


Bravo,  Bishop! 

No  better  thing  has  been  said  than  one  by  the  BISHOP  OP  PETER- 
BOROUGH on  the  Church  Millinery  question  : — 

"Shame  that  such  an  Army  as  has  to  fight  'The  Enemy'   should    be 
quarrelling  over  its  uniforms !  '* 

He  who  gives  name  to  the  borough  could  hardly  have  spoken  more 
apostolically. 
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LOCAL  RftMC 
BILL 


BUNG  AND   THE   BARON. 


BUNG.  "LOOK  HERE,  MY  LORD,  IF  YOU  AN'  ME,  AN'  OUR  'WESTED  RIGHTS'  IS  TO  BE  WALKED  ATOP 
OF  THIS  HERE  WAY,  THE  SOONER  WE  COMES  TO  A  RED  REPUBLIC  THE  BETTER ! ! " 

BAEOIT.  "HM!    HA!    YA-AS!    JUS'  SO!"  [Thinks  there's  "something in  it,"  nevertheless. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

HAT  a  nuisance  a 
walk  back  again  is ! 
Becoming  melan- 
choly and  nervous 
once  more.  Pro- 
spect of  dinner  with 
my  Aunt.  What  I 
should  like  would 
he  a  jovial  party. 
Something  to  stir 
one  up.  That  's 
what  My  Health 
requires.  Stirring 
up.  I  pause  in 
front  of  the  new 
hotel,  East  din". 
Striking.  Hand- 
some. First  idea 
seems  to  be  that  a 
lot  of  people  in  a 
row  of  Gothic  pri- 
vate houses  thought 
they  'd  knock  down 
all  the  partition 
walls,  and  live 
happur  together. 
Second  idea  seems 
to  have  been,  "Let's 
make  it  a  hotel." 
Response,  "Let's."  Other  subsequent  ideas  appear  to  have  been, 
impulsively,  "  Let's  build  a  smoking- room  011  the  roof !  Let 's  put 
up  a  flag!!"  Then,  rushing  down-stairs  again,  "Let's  make  a 
croquet-ground!!!"  Then,  when  out  of  doors,  "Let's  have  a 
refreshment-room,  to  save  going  into  the  hotel  again  !  ! ! !  "  Then. 
"Let 's  have  a  tunnel  under  th.-  clitf  to  the  sands.  0  let 's !!!!!" 
And,  magnificent  conception,  "Let's  puU  down  the  cliff.'.'  /.'.'.'" 
Apparently,  carried  nem.  con.  Then,  being  on  the  sands,  "  What  a 
bore  to  go  up  to  the  hotel  again,  just  when  one's  getting  comfort- 
able.'•Let 's  have  a  Restaurant  on  the  sands,  led  up  to  by  tunnel, 
and  by  carriage-road  made  in  the  cliff  when  they  've  nearly  pulled 
down  the  cliff  and  built  up  a  strong  wall !  " 

Next  Stej>. — Somebody  who  didn't  play  croquet  and  didn't  care 
about^walking,  exclaims,  "  Let's  have  a  Rotten  Row! ! "  Resolu- 
tion, with  amendment,  of  "  With  trees  on  either  side,  as  on  the 
Boulevards."  Carried  again,  nem.  con.  Then  somebody,  an  invalid, 
who  didn't  want  to  cross  the  sea,  suggested  sulphur  baths.  So  they 
all  said  "  Let 's  "  again ;  and  BUDD  tells  me  thathere  are  the  Turkish, 
and  the  sulphurs  (not  yet  finished),  and  the  Secretary  to  explain 
everytliing  generally,  to  whom  and  a  friend,  he  (BUDD)  is  talking-  as 
they  come  up  towards  me,  while  I  am  standing  surveying  the  mighty 
whole,  admiringly. 

BUDD'S  friend  is  a  sporting  man  of  the  tight  trouser  order.  BUDD 
tells  me  (privately  afterwards,  on  my  inquiring  something  about  his 
friend,  whom  I  think  I  know  by  sight)  that  "  he  "  (his  friend  JOSLYN) 
"is  down  there  to  keep  quiet  a  bit,  having  blistered  his  fortune 
severely,"  from  which  (assisted  by  details  in  ordinary  language)  I 
gather  that  JOSLYN'S  course  of  "  blistering  "  has  drawn  pretty  well 
all  his  money  out  of  him. 

BUDD  informs  me  that  they,  he  and  JOSLYN,  are  going  to  commit 
the  enormity  of  dining  at  the  Cramville.  Just  what  I  should  like. 

But  the  fact  is — my  Aunt 

"  0 !  "  exclaims  BUDD,  as  if  he  'd  known  her  for  years,  "  she  won't 
mind.  S  Say  it 's  to  meet  BANTING." 

JOSLYN  seconds  the  invitation,  and  the  Secretary  (of  course  quite 
an  unbiassed  individual)  suggests,  in  an  offhand  way,  as  if  he  was 
patronising  the  establishment  out  of  kindness,  that  we  might  do 
worse.  I  make  one  difficulty  hesitatingly,  i.e.  I  must  let  them  know 
I  'm  not  coming.  "Send  a  boy,"  says  BUDD.  The  Secretary  is  of 
opinion,  doubtfully,  and  still  only  in  the  character  of  a  casual  visitor 
and 'unconnected  with  the  interior  economy  of  the  hotel,  that 
"  Yes— oh — there 's  some  one  you  can  send,"  and  then  resumes  an 
explanation,  which  mv  appearance  had  interrupted,  as  to  how  a 
certain  Verandah  had  been  put  up  in  two  weeks,  a  feat  apparently 
unequalled  in  the  annals  of  building,  painting,  and  decorating,  and 
which  they'd  never  have  done  without  him.  the  Secretary,  who 
kept  'em  at  it.  ^ye  congratulate  him  on  the  verandah.  BUDD 

observes  that  it  "  gives  quite  a "  and  finishes  his  sentence  with  a 

flourish  of  his  stick,  to  which  the  Secretary  replies,  "  Yes,  doesn't 
it?"  and  JOSLYN,  who  has  never  set  eyes  on  the  place  before, 
remarks  that  that 's  just  what  was  wanted.  I  add  "  Yes,  decidedly, 
and  to  show  that  I  have  interested  myself  in  the  matter,  turn  to  the 
Secretary  and  inquire,  "  Only  a  fortnight  ?  "  To  which  he  returns. 
"  Only  a  fortnight,"  whereupon  I  say  "  Indeed!  "  and  we  all  stand 


stock  still,  and,  having  nothing  better  to  do,  stare  at  the  verandah 
for  about  three  minutes. 

Then  BUDD  observes  derisively,  that  "It's  a  great  improvement," 
and  the  Secretary,  really  pleased,  says,  "  Yes,  isn't  it ;  only  a  fort- 
night." To  which  JOSLYN,  by  way  of  variation,  returns,  "But, 
I  suppose  you  made  'em  stick  to  it."  This  causes  the  Secretary  to 
shake  his  head  knowingly,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Didn't  I  ?  I  should 
rather  say  I  did"  when  HUDD  throws  in,  as  if  skilled  in  these 


pleased  with  his  efforts)   answer  positively,  and  as  summing  up 
tlie  whole  case,  "  Yes,  it  was." 

Wo  spend  about  half  an  hour  surveying  the  verandah,  and  play- 
ing this  sort  of  languid  conversational  battledore  and  shnt 
always  with  the  same  shuftleeoek,  when  I  conclude  that  it  is  time 
to  write  to  my  Aunt.  Daren't  return  homo  and  say  cheerfully, 
"  Going  to  dine  out  to-night,"  as  I  know  she  'd  shed  floods  of  tears, 
and  I  should  be  upset  for  a  week.  No,  in  the  interests  of  My  Health, 
1  will  dine  with  fresh  companions  and  write  (after  some  considera- 
tion) to  my  Aunt. 

Letter  (careful!;/  MMMfaMrf)  to  my  Aunt: — 

"  Dear  Aunt, — I  um  n-i-i/  sun-;/"  was  very  nearly  putting  "  deuced 
sorry,"  but  "  sorry  "  won't  do  in  any  case.  Begin  again,  not  scratch- 
ing out,  but  on  an'ot h.  r  sheet.  "  M'/  1  >e,i r  Aunt"-  "My"i»niore 


correct  and  complimentary,  besides  being  conciliatory; —  I  am  very 
much  afraid  Unit  I  siicM  not  be  able  to  return  in  time  for  dinner 
to-night " — she'll  naturally  ask  why  I  stopped  on  my  ro»a  to  write  ? 
Can't  help  it,  will  send  it  at  last  moment  just  as  toe  re  sitting  down, 
and  risk  it, — "  as  I  have  met  a  man  whom  I  have  not  teen  for 
years," — dash  "years"  underneath  strongly.  If  it  means  JOSLY.V, 
I  've  never  seen  nim  before — "  and  a  very  old  friend — meaning  BUDD 
— "and,  ii"  »«•'./  in";/  I"'  going  away  for  good  ln-morroic,  perhaps  to 
India,"— <A  course,  they  may  be,  and  my  object  being  explanatory 
and  conciliatory — "/  could  not  refute  to  spend  an  hour  or  so" — 
vague  "or  so,  but  leaves  a  margin  for  after  dinner — "with  them. 
Hoping  " — 1  am  just  going  to  add  "  that  you  are  quite  well,"  better 
not—  ''that  Ms  will  cause  you  no  inconvenience,  I  rencwi,  your 
very  Affectionate  \e/i/u-ir,  HanRUf." 

BUDD  oomesinand  says  "  Wittles,"  and  finding  my  letter  finished, 
sends  it  by  HUNT,  the  Porter,  to  whom  I  give  a  shilling,  and  we  are 
alljovial. 

Mem.  Another  peculiarity  about  BCDD.  He  is  a  capital  fellow 
for  any  place.  Always  knows  who  everybody  is,  and  gives  you  their 
style,  title,  and  occupation,  all  compact.  For  instance,  Task,  "  Who 's 
that  ? "  meaning  the  Secretary  of  verandah  fame.  That  BUDD  in- 
forms me,  is  "  ME.  DAVATI,  the  Secretary."  The  man  at  the  door 
who  has  gone  with  my  letter  is  "  HUNT,  the  Porter."  The  civil  and 
most  obliging  young  gentleman  in  the  bar  is  "  WINLEY,  the  Clerk." 
Then  there 's,  when  we  go  to  wash  our  hands,  "  MRS.  PKYKHKB,  the 
Housekeeper,"  and  "  JANE,  the  Chambermaid."  A  man  comes  with 
the  Secretary  into  the  Coffee-room— "  Who 's  that  ?  " 

Mem.  You  get,  out  of  season  at  Ramsgate,  in  a  chronic  state  of 
asking,  "  Who 's  that  ?  "  arrivals  being  interesting. 

"  That?"  says  BUDD,  then  after  looking  round,  he  tells  us  con- 
fidentially, and  as  something  that's  not  to  go  any  farther,  "  That's 
COZENS,  the  Contractor." 

A  verypretty  girl  passes  before  our  window,  along  the  new  Rotten 
Row.  Who  is  she  ?  BUDD  thinks  (he  doesn't  know)  that  she 's  one 
of  the  PUFFHAMS,  the  Pastrycook's.  An  elderly  man  passing  her, 
bows.  He  (therefore)  interests  us  deeply—"  Who  is  he  f"  "  He  ?  " 
says  BUDD,  "  Why,"  here  he  takes  another  look  at  him,  and  either 
recognises  him  or  invents  the  name  on  the  spur  of  the  moment — 
"  That's  HOOKER,  the  Chemist." 

Here  we  arrive  at  our  second  glass  of  sherry  after  the  fish,  and  I 
to  repress  JOSLYN,  who  is  inclined  towards  a  libertine  tone,  observe 
that  the  young  lady  who  has  just  passed  has,  it  struck'me,  I  threw 
this  in  to  show  that  I  'm  only  speaking  from  a  merely  artistic  point 
of  view,  "  very  beautiful  eyes. 

"  Hasn't  she ! "  exclaims  BUDD.  "  I  say,  you  must  go  in  for  the 
Turkish  Bath,  and  cut  out  old  Pill-box."  By  which  he  means  that 
when  I  have  reduced  my  tendency  to  stoutness,  I  can  take  the 
earliest  opportunity  of  getting  an  introduction  to  the  young  lady 
with  the  beautiful  eyes,  and  establishing  myself  as  a  successful 
rival  to  old  Pill-Box,  i.e.  HOOKER,  the  Chemist,  who,  after  all,  as  far 
as  we  've  seen  from  our  window,  has  only  taken  his  hat  off  to  her 
most  respectfully. 

We  continue  our  dinner.  Everything  very  good,  when  it  arrives. 
We  have  to  wait  some  time  between  the  courses,  owing,  it  appears, 
to  its  being  the  first  night  of  the  table  d'hote — by  way  of  experi- 
ment— and  more  people  have  patronised  it  than  they  had  expected. 
This  distracts  the  waiters. 

There  are  two  gentlemen  at  separate  tables,  dining  in  the  Coffee- 
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ASCETICISM  ! 

Grace,.  "  Bur  HOW  DULL  IN  LONDON  IN  LENT  !  " 

Alice.  "  DULL  !  0  DEAR,  NO  !  THERE  WAS  NO  END  OP  SHOPPING  TO  BE  DONE,  AND  PLENTY  OF  FUN  IN  THE  PARK  •  AND  LOTS 
OF  PEOPLE  WE  KNEW  WENT  TO  THE  BEST  CHURCH  SERVICES  IN  THE  MORNINGS,  AND  AGAIN  IN  THE  EVENINGS.  BEFORE  DINNER. 
YOU  KNOW. 


room.  One  in  the  corner,  the  other  by  the  fire.  The  one  in  the 
corner  is  plaintive,  the  other,  by  the  fire,  is  peremptory,  and 
evidently  not  to  be  trifled  with.  He  is  trifled  with,  however.  It 
appears  that  he  has  ordered  his  favourite  dish,  a  veal  outlet,  and 
instead  of  that  they  have  brought  him  a  ham  sandwich.  On  his 
remonstrating:  violently,  the  waiter  disappears  with  the  ham,  and 
soon  after  another  enters  with  a  dish  of  fish,  which  he  places  before 
him. 

"  What  the  deuce  is  this  ?  "  says  the  man  by  the  fire. 

JJidn't  ye  orther  fish,  Sorr  ?  "  asks  a  most  polite  waiter  of  Irish 
extraction. 

"  No,"  replies  the  visitor  savagely.     "  I "  when  he  is  inter- 
rupted by  a  touehingly-sad  voice  from  the  corner,  which  says,  "I 
ordered  fish ;  it 's  my  fish,  I  think.    I  've  been  waiting  half  an  hour 
1  ve  had  nothing  since  soup." 

JOSLYN  whispers  to  us  that  we  (our  party)  have  had  that  party 
(in  the  corner)  rs  fish,  and  the  waiter  whisks  it  away  from  the  angry 
man  by  the  fire  to  place  it  before  the  famished  sufferer. 

Angry  man,  who  begins  to  think  he's  lost  a  chance  of  something, 

it  any  rate.begms,   "  But,  I  say,  waiter,  I  ordered " 

Comin  ,  Sorr,  derectly,"  replies  the  Irish  attendant  soothinelv 
and  vanishes. 

Hatch-Makers  to  the  Rescue ! 
"  Ex  luce  lucellum  !  " 
How  if  makers  mis-tell  um  ? 
And  boys  cease  to  sell  um  ? 
And  buyers  expel  um  ? 
JFer,  Lucifer,  helium .' 
Sob  Lowii  ocellum 
Confvdi  tenellum .' 


"  KNOWING  men"  are  usually  known  men— in  fact,  more  known 
than  trusted. 


SNOBS  AND   SOVEREIGNS. 

I  HAM  a  jolly  British  Snob,  and  I  glory  in  the  name, 
I  know  1  ain't  got  no  self-respect,  nor  I  ain't  no  sense  of  shame. 
And  a  crowned,  or  hex-crowned  'ed  I  '11  own  I  do  delight  to  mob, 
For  I  'm  a  reglar  out-and-out  rampagious  British  Snob. 

I  don't  regard  no  privatecy,"for  no  feelins  I  don't  care, 

Let  me  shove  but  close  enough  to  'em  for  to  'ave  a  good  full  stare. 

And  I  ham  that  blessed  habject,  it  would  gratify  me  so, 

To  get  a  touch  from  Majesty,  if  honly  with  the  toe ! 

'.  constantly  besets, 
.  their  way  'oorayin  gets 

,  __       __  at 'ome  they  keeps, 

I  tries  to  hoverlook  their  walls,  and  through  their  palins  peeps. 

There 's  relicks,  0  'ow  'appy  I  should  be  if  sitch  was  mine  ! 
I  would  set  'em  on  a  halter,  and  I  'd  keep  'em  in  a  shrine. 
If  I  'd  'a  got  a  pair  of  Boots  which  vunce  a_Hemp'ror.wore, 
I  do  think  I  should  set  'em  up  for  a  Idol  to.adore. 


Derby  Donkeys. 

WEjread  that,  lately,  a  multitude  of  simpletons  at  Derby  united 
in  an  Anti- Vaccination  demonstration  to  celebrate  the  release  from 
gaol  of  a  tobacconist  named  CIABKE,  "whose  devotion  to  anti- 
vaccination,"  says  the  report  of  this  tomfoolery,  had  "  resulted  in 
his  incarceration  for  fourteen  days  in  the  county  gaol."  They  formed 
a  procession  headed  by  a  Scotch  piper  playing  a  national  air ;  and 
"  there  was  also  a  lad  in  front  waving  the  Red  Republican  flag."  Do 
the  donkeys  of  Derby  want  the  Scarlet  Fever  as  well  as  the  Small- 
pox ?  Are  they  not  contented  with  the  breaking-out  they  have  got  ? 
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Till:    HI.KSSlMi   ()!••   KAI.N. 

HIP,  hip,  hooray!] 
A  rainy  day ! 

The  drops,  incessant,  fall. 
How  hard  it  pours  ! 
Whilst  I  'in  in-doors, 

Not  any  one  will  call. 

\Vlu-n  I  RO  out, 
And  walk  about, 

In  waterproof  array, 
Then-  HOIK    \\  ill  be, 
Tu  trouble  me, 

l!y  (felting  in  my  way. 

I'ITKK  TIII:  HKRMIT. 


AMKKK'A.N    ENGLISH. 

SrK \KI.\G  of  the  Americans  (U.S.)  the  Ttmei  very 
justly  says,— "We  must  learn  wherein  we  offend  our 
neighbours."  There  are  at  least  two  particulars  wherein 
it  is  likely  that  the  higher  portion  of  the  English  Press 
highly  offends  (hem.  <>ne  is  that  of  never  asaig  the 
Americanism  "reliable."  Another  point  is  avoidance 
of  the  other  Amerieanism,  to  "  claim,  in  the  sense  of  to 
allege.  But  they  should  consider  how  very  common  both 
these  America msms  are  in  all  those  numerous  English 
newspapers,  the  level  of  whose  style  is  adapted  t 
•  >t'  the  intelligence  and  refinement  of  the  mighty  masses. 


On  a  False  Humour. 

"  THE  Arch  of  Triumph  Down !  "    Not  so. 

Half  is  the  truth,  which  we  deplore  : 
France's  proud  Arch  is  still  a  show  ; 

'Tis  France's  Triumph  that  "s  no  more. 


A  LITTLE   SUGGESTION. 


THEM?  is  a  beverage,  not  certainly  in  much  request  at 
the  tables  of  the  high  and  haughty,  known  as  Spruce 
Beer.  It  will  only  be  a  proper  compliment  to  the  author 
of  the  new  Licensing  Bill,  to  call  the  improved  liquor 
we  are  to  have  when  that  measure  becomes  law — BEUCE 
Beer. 


BRIGANDAGE    IN    THE    THEATRE. 

"HAT,   Sin ?"—" COAT,   SIR '"—"CLOAK,   MA'AM  ?"—"  PROGRAMME  ?"• 
"OPERA-GLASS?"— "WANT  A  SEAT,  SIB?"  &c.,  &c.,  4c. 


OBSERVATIONS  BY  A  COCKNEY  NATURALIST. 

A  NIGHTINGALE  has  been  heard  singing  in  Kensington  Gardens 
( Vidi'  Times.  April  19.)  A  salmon  has  been  seen  swimming  close  to 
London  Bridge.  A  trout  has  been  observed  (reposing  on  a  marble 
slab)  near  to  Charing  Cross.  Sticklebacks  have  been  captured  in 
the  waters  of  the  Serpentine.  Plovers'  eggs  have  been  discovered 
in  the  middle  of  Covent  Garden :  I  myself  have  found  there  as 
many  as  two  dozen  in  a  single  walk.  There  is  a  rookery  in  St. 
Giles's,  well  known  to  the  police.  I  have  seen  a  pigeon  shot  not  far 
from  Shepherd's  Bush,  and  I  have  heard  one  has  been  plucked  by  a 
member  of  the  hawk  tribe  at  another  West-End  haunt.  Black- 
beetles  are  common  in  the  back-kitchens  of  Belgravia,  and  blue- 
bottles abound  among  the  butchers  of  Whitechapef  during  the  warm 
months.  There  is  another  kind  of  fly,  which  is  said  to  be  indigenous 
to  the  stables  of  the  jobmasters,  and  which  also  may  be  seen  oy  ob- 
servant Cockney  naturalists,  but  less  seldom  in  Whitechapel  than 
near  the  Regent's  Park.  Sparrow-clubs  have  not  been  established 
yet  in  London,  but  pea-shooters  are  common  in  many  of  its  streets. 
I  am  told  that  early  risers  may  hear  a  male  canary  singing  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Islington  at  four  o'clock,  A.M.,  and  may  also  hear 
a»  11  CJS.W  an5"  "iodine,  except  Sunday,  between  five  and  six 
o  clock.  The  thrush  has  been  observed  among  sundry  of  the  children, 
under  medical  inspection,  in  the  nurseries  and  infant  hospitals  of 
town.  Little  ducks  are  plentiful  in  the  salons  of  Tyburnia,  and  in 
Bayswater  and  Brompton  there  are  numbers  of  great  geese.  Wel*h 
rabbits  may  be  seen  close  to  Covent  Garden,  and  wild  turkeys  have 
been  noticed  even  in  the  Strand,  hanging  by  the  beak.  In  the  pur- 
Ueus  of  St.  Stephen's,  where  are  the  sacred  haunts  of  the  Collective 
Wisdom  ot  the  kingdom,  I  have  heard  the  hootings  of  many  an  old 
owl.  F  rpm  information  which  I  1 . .  .  ed  from  members  of  the 

Metropolitan  Police,  I  may  insert  that  larks  are  common  in  the 
Haymarket,  and  that  on  the  shores  of  the  silver  Thames,  at  Wap- 

ng,  there  is  frequently  abuervmW    a  imodly  flock  of  mudlarks. 

Ular information,  I  may  add  that  there"  are  careful  observers 

who  rarely  pass  a  day  iHthout  their  setting  their  eyes 


upon  a  robbin'.    Who  shall  say  that  in  the  very  midst  of  the  metro- 
polis there.is  not  abundant  evidence  of  a  truly  rural,  and  a  tooral- 
;  looral  life  ?  

POLYSYLLABLE  MADE  EASY. 

THE  Parisian  Commune  desired  "a  Synallagmatic  Amnesty." 

,  Long  words  are  dear  to  low  people.    This  long  word  need  mot  bother 

anybody.    If  MR.  and  MRS.  NAGGLETON  should  ever  quarrel  again 

(which  is  impossible),  and  on  making  peace  MR.  N.  should  promise 

her  a  trip  to  Brussels,  and  MRS.  N.  should  promise  him  to  give  up 

friendship  with  MRS. (anybody  he  dislikes),  that  arrangement 

would  be  Synallagmatic  ;  that  is,  it  would  imply  reciprocal  obliga- 
tions.    How  charming  is  instruction  given  in  a  silvered  pill ! 


LATEST  BULLETIN. 

ON  Thursday,  April  the  20th.  the  Royal  Society  were  so  indisenet 

'  as  to  allow  a  paper  to  be  read  before  them  entitled  "Note  on  the 

Circumstances  of  the  Transits  of  Venus  over  the  Sun's  Disk  in  the 

Years  2004  and  2012."    The  public  will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that 

we  have  since  thought  it  our  duty  to  make  daily  inquiries  as  to  the 

state  of  DR.  GUMMING,  who,  we  regret  to  add,  has  been  totally  pro- 

1  strate,  and  utterly  unable  to  attena  to  his  affairs,  in  consequence  of 

this  audacious  anticipation  of  events.    The  last  accounts,  howev.  r. 

were  more  cheering,  the  Doctor  had  roused  himself,  and  was  busy 

preparing  another  work  for  the  pre-s,  de-tined  to  annihilate  MR. 

I  HIND  and  all  other  such  wicked  astronomers. 


Honourable  Mention. 

•'  MCXICH,  April  19. — DB.  DOLLIXGER  was  excommunicated  yesterday  by 
the  ARCHBISHOP  OF  MUNICH." — Times. 

WE  congratulate  DB.  DOLLINGBS. 


CHOICE  OF  FRENCH  COLOUBS.— Magenta  or  Red. 
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"DON'T    MENTION    IT!" 

Itinerant  Hawker  (to  the  unfortunate  Artists  who  are  taking  away  their  Pictures  rejected  by  the  Royal  Academy).  "  BUY  A  RAZOR,  GENTS- 
BUY  A  GOOD  RAZOR ! 1 ! " 


THE  VATICAN  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS. 

THERE  is  Progress  and  Progress  in  nation  and  nation ; 

There  is  Civilisation  and  Civilisation. 

The  Liberal  movement  which  tends  to  put  down, 

First  a  Protestant  Church,  then  a  Protestant  Crown. 

That  is  Progress  indeed  in  the  proper  direction, 

To  that  Progress  we  have  not  the  slightest  objection. 

But  another  thing,  quite,  in  a  Catholic  state, 

Is  the  Liberal  Movement— that  Progress  we  hate. 

For  that  disestablishes,  disendows,  too, 

Our  own  Church,  the  one,  don't  you  know,  only  true, 

And  sets  a  Republic  up,  or,  a  worse  thing, 

The  firm  Constitutional  throne  of  a  King. 

We  've  lost  in  France,  Austria,  Italy,  Spain, 

By  Progress.    At  home  have  gained — more  have  to  gain. 

An  heretical  Church  in  our  England  still  stands, 

The  law  still  a  heretic  Sovereign  demands. 

Therefore  Progress  abroad  is,  from  Progress  at  home, 

As  far  as  asunder  are  London  and  Rome. 

That  a  principle  here  is  a  principle  there, 
That  what 's  fair  for  ourselves  is  for  others  as  fair, 
That  whate'er  we  demand  we  must  also  concede. 
That  as  we  are  free  others  may  claim  to  be  freed. 
Don't  tell  us ;  don't  argue  as  though  we'd  hear  reason, 
To  which,  from  the  POPE,  all  appeal  is  high  treason. 

Intelligence  for  Inns  of  Court. 

A  CHANGE  is  anticipated  in  legal  costume.  The  Law  Times 
believes  "that  the  time  is  not  far  off  when  silk  gowns  and  coifs  will 
disappear,  and  all  advocates  stand  on  an  equal  footing."  Then  no 
one  of  them  will  wish  that  he  was  in  any  other  one's  shoes ;  moreover 
MODO  and  MATTU'S  Own  will  wear  a  civil  as  well  as  a  military  uniform. 


COBBLER'S  PUNCH. 

THIS  is  a  liquor  composed  of  gin  and  cider.  It  is  one  in  which 
you  might  aptly  drink  Success  to  the  Commune." 

At  the  tremendous  Red  Republican  Demonstration  in  Hyde  Park, 
the  Chair,  on  one  of  the  platforms  formed  of  a  costermonger's  bar- 
row, was,  according  to  a  reporter,  occupied  by  "a  person  named 
J.  MUBEAY,  a  shoemaker  ; "  and : — 

"  The  Chairman  opened  the  meeting  at  the  costermonger's  barrow  plat- 
form by  declaring  that  this  was  one  of  the  most  important  gatherings  ever 
held  in  this  park,  for  it  was  a  demonstration  in  aid  of  the  emancipation  of  the 
down-trodden  in  the  whole  human  race." 

This  statement  may  perhaps  he  considered  to  explain  the  notorious 
and  singular  circumstance  that  a  very  large  proportion,  if  not  the 
greater  part,  of  extreme  Democrats  are  shoemakers.  MR.  QDGES, 
for  instance,  is  a  shoemaker,  and  if  ME.  ODGER  goes  beyond  his  last, 
MR.  MUERAY,  seemingly,  goes  beyond  ME.  ODGEE.  Both  of  those 
gentlemen  are  operative  shoemakers,  and  both  have  doubtless  had 
experience  in  the  repair,  as  well  as  in  the  making,  of  shoes.  They 
have  been  accustomed  to  contemplate  the  effects  of  wear  and  pres- 
sure upon  soles,  and  hence  have  learned  to  sympathise  with  the 
down-trodden. 


Odor  Lucri. 

"  Noif  olet,"  quoth  VESPASIAN  Imperator— 
Sniffing  a  match,  so  says  BOB  LOWE  Taxator. 
Touch  match-making  at  all,  'tis  dangerous  dalliance, 
But  couple  Lowe  with  match,  and  'tis  mesalliance. 


To  a  Million  and  a  Half  Correspondents. 

No  more  jokes  upon  the  subjfct  of  MR.  Lowe's  tax  on  matches  will 
be  received  after  this  notice.  The  Police  have  strict  orders  to  keep 
the  pathway  in  front  of  the  of  ice  clear  of  obstructions. 


Printed  by  Joieph  Smith,  of  No.  24,  Holford  Square,  In  the  Pjri.h  of  St.  James.  ClerkenweU,  in  the  County  of  Middlesex,  at  the  Printing  Office!  of  Metirt.  Bradbury,  Eran«,  A  Co..  Lombard 
Street,  In  tae  Precinct  of  Whitetrlan,  In  the  City  of  London,  and  PuUiihed  by  him  at  No.  85,  Fleet  Street,  In  the  Paruh  of  St.  Bride ,  City  of  London.— SuuaoiY ,  April  29, 1871. 
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AN    OLD    STUPID. 

NOW,    WHAT    DO    YOU    THINK    THAT    THIS    PICTURE   REPRESENTS  1      YOU  WILL 
NOT    EASILY    GUESS.        THIS    IS    AN    UNCLE,     TRAVELLING    WITH    HIS    NlBCE.      A 

"HAPPY  THOUGHT"  HAS  STRUCK  THAT  IMPOSING-LOOKING  GUARD,  AND  HE  is 
PUTTING  THEM  INTO  AN  EMPTY  COMPARTMENT,  WITH  THE  REMARK  THAT  "  YoUNO 
COUPLES  ON  THEIR  WEDDING  TOUR  LIKE  TO  AVOID  OBSERVATION."  THAT  OLD 
GOOSE  IS  SO  PLEASED  THAT  HE  IS  FURTIVELY  GIVING  T1IE  WILY  OFFICIAL  HALF- 
A-CROWN.  BUT  HE  WILL  HAVE  TO  GIVE  HIS  NIF.CE  SOMETHING  MUCH  HAND- 
SOMER IF  HE  EXPECTS  HER  NOT  TO  TELL  HER  AUNT  AND  COUSINS. 


HARD  LINES ! 
(The  Plaint  of  a  Poor  Clerk.} 

WHEN  the  Exchequer's  till  is  low, 
And  revenue  returns  are  slow, 
Whence  chiefly  do  the  millions  flow  ? 
From  Income-tax. 

When  we  our  fleet,  or  army,  raise, 
Or  in  sham  tights  our  powder  blaze, 
What  is 't  that  most  the  piper  pays  ? 
Our  Income-tax. 

What  makes  me  grumble,  grieve,  and  growl, 
Changes  my  smile  into  a  scowl, 
And  turns  my  "  Ha  !  h;i !  "  to  a  howl  ? 
My  Income-tax. 

What  makes  me  stingy,  close,  and  mean, 
Grow  anxious-eyed,  and  pale,  and  lean, 
And  by  my  friends  be  rarely  seen  ?. 
My  Income-tax. 

What  bids  me  cheaper  lodgings'seek, 
Taste  pudding  only  once  a  week, 
And  'stead  of  calf's  head  buy  ox  cheek  ? 
My  Income-tax. 

What  makes  my  wife  a  sempstress  grow, 
Aside  her  songs  and  music  throw, 
And  darn  my  shirts  and  stockings  so  ? 
My  Income-tax. 

What  forces  me  to  let  her  pout. 
Her  promised  new  dress  go  without, 
And  .seldom  get  a  Sunday  out  ? 
My  Income-tax. 

Why  is  my  hat  so  rarely  new, 
Napless  my  coat,  my  elbows  through, 
My  hands  ungloved  ? — 'tis  owing  to 
My  Income-tax. 

Why,  when  a  friend  to  dine  I  've  brought, 
Must  I  give  elder  wine  for  port, 
For  Cheshire,  Dutch?— all  this  I  'm  taught 
By  Income-tax. 

What  hearty  thanks  I  therefore  owe 
To  all  who  vote  with  MB.  LOWE, 
And  on  me  heavier  burthens  throw 
By  Income-tax ! 


A  CONFUTATION  OF  MURPHY. 

THE  "  Anti-Popery "  lecturer,  MURPHY,  has  received  a  signal 
confutation  at  Whitehavcn  from  a  number  of  pious  Roman  Catholic 
miners.  They  effectually  silenced  him  for  the  time — nearly  for  e\  1 v. 
According  to  a  contemporary,  three  hundred  of  those  faithful  fellows, 
employed  at  Clator  Moor,  "  marching  ten  abreast,"  proceeded  to  the  \ 
Oddfellows'  Lodge,  and  set  upon  MURPHY  as  he  was  issuing  from  the 
ante-room,  to  enter  the  lecture-hall.  This  is  how  they  taught  MR. 
MURPHY  to  keep  his  alleged  extracts  from  their  devotional  manuals 
to  himself : — 

"  Catching  sight  of  him,  a  number  of  them  rushed  upon  him,  dragged  him 
down  the  stairs,  and  struck  and  kicked  him  till  he  was  insensible.  In  that 
condition  he  was  rescued  by  the  police,  who  pulled  him  within  a  door,  and 
closed  it  on  the  rioters.  It  was  a  considerable  time  before  animation  could 
be  restored,  and  MK.  MURPHY  remained  in  a  critical  state  all  night." 

It  may,  however,  be  questioned  whether  an  over-zealous  laity, 
like  the  miners  who  thus  confuted  MURPHY,  should  not,  if  possible, 
be  restrained  by  their  spiritual  guides  from  taking  the  Syllabus  into  j 
their  own  hands.  Not  that  the  subjoined  statement,  in  continuation 
of  the  above,  is  not,  in  so  far  as  it  concerns  MURPHY  alone,  most 
edifying : — 

"  A  correspondent,  who  visited  him  next  morning,  says  that  the  lecturer 
then  lay  upon  a  bed,  unable  to  move ;  his  head  was  swathed  in  bandages,  and 
his  face  bruised,  cut,  and  swollen.  There  was  a  shocking  wound  across  his 
left  eye,  and  his  body  was  dreadfully  discoloured." 

In  this  country  an  offender  such  as  MURPHY  cannot  be  legally 
handed  over  to  the  secular  power  for  condign  punishment.  MURPHY. 
therefore,  met  with  it  at  the  hands  of  the  miners  who  constituted 
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the  power  of  a  secular  JUDGE  LYNCH.  They  executed  judgment 
upon  the  heretic  by  an  Act  of  Faith  as  complete  as  circumstances 
and  the  Police  allowed. 

The  religious  zeal  evinced  by  the  Roman  Catholic  miners  of  Clator 
Moor  in  their  chastisement  of  MURPHY,  inflicted  on  him  mainly  for 
his  abuse  of  their  revered  Priesthood,  is  remarkable  considered  in 
contrast  with  the  contemptuous  indifference  which  miners,  as  a 
body,  too  commonly  exhibit  towards  Anglican  Curates  and  Clergy- 
men in  general.  Tliere  appears  to  be  a  neld  among  them  for  certain 
Missionary  enterprise. 

NEAPOLITAN  INTELLIGENCE. 

WRITING  from  Naples,  a  newspaper  correspondent  states  that 
Vesuvius.  "  offers  unusual  attractions."  "  It  remains,"  he  proceeds 
to  say,  precisely  as  it  was,  sending  up  two  columns  of  asnes  and 
smoke."  But  these  are  the  usual  attractions  of  Vesuvius,  one  would 
think ;  especially  since  Vesuvius  remains  precisely  as  it  was.  A  pos- 
sible misprint,  however,  need  not  be  set  down  for  a  bull.  In  send- 
ing up  only  two  columns  of  ashes  and  smoke,  Vesuvius  _is  very 
much  more  reasonable  than  a  good  many  of  our  contemporaries  have 
shown  themselves  during  the  late  War. 

Rapid  Travelling. 

THE  science  of  aerostation  is  farther  advanced  than  is  commonly 
supposed;  but  at  present,  the  expenses  attending  this  mode  of 
transit  are  so  great,  as  to  make  it  available  only  for  Royal  per- 
sonages. This  will  explain  the  announcement  that  "  The  Duke  of 
Genoa  is  paving  flying  visits  to  the  most  interesting  English  towns 
previous  to  his  return  to  Italy." 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


ONDAY,  April  24.    Said  not  Mr.  Punch  exultingly,   that 
Fighting  was  at  Hand,  hooray  ? 

[But  first  look  at  the  above  cut.     Live  there  many  who 
remember  GILBAY  and  WILLIAM  PITT  ?    We  hope  so.] 

The  Budget  is  Down !  Matches,  Successions,  Percentage, 
all  are  swept  away.  Truly,  the  week  was  stormy,  and  our  dear  merry 
friend,  ROBERT  LOWE,  whom  we  hereby  raise  to  the  Peerage  as  LORD  MARA- 
THON DE  MATCHBOX,  has  heen  the  Petrel,  and  has  been  hoist  with  his  own 
Petard.  Excuse  a  slight  confusion  of  imagery,  ADDISON  himself  could  not, 
as  you  know,  write  a  despatch  at  a  time  of  excitement. 

"The  kettle  began  it"  not— but  the  things  that  set  the  kettle  boiling 
began  it.  On  this  Monday  a  large  army,  composed  of  the  persons  who  are 
unfortunate  enough  to  be  engaged  in  the  poorly  paid  match-making  trade, 
and  who  apprehended  being  made  yet  more  unfortunate  by  MR.  LOWE'S 
taxation,  set  forth  from  the  East-end  of  London,  and  proceeded  towards 
Westminster  to  present  their  petition  against  the  new  imposition.  The 
Latin  motto  on  the  stamp,  though  neat,  had  not  charm  enough  to  induce 
them  to  smile  at  the  thought  of  probable  starvation.  The  HOME  SECRETARY 
sent  them  word  that  they  really  must  not  come  to  the  House  of  Commons, 
but  they  persevered.  They  were  valorously  resisted  by  the  Police.  Why 
should  they  not  be  resisted  ?  They  were  only  men,  women,  and  children 
coming  to  ask  that  they  might  not  be  hindered  from  earning  a  miserable 
livelihood.  Had  they  been  Roughs  going  to  break  Park  Railings,  or  Repub- 
licans crawling  to  infest  SIR  E.  LANDSEER'S  Lions,  applaud  the  French  Com- 
mune, and  insult  the  QUEEN ,  of  course  it  would  have  been  tyrannical  to 
interfere  with  them,  but,  being  what  they  were,  it  was  fit  that  they  should 
be  taught  not  to  disturb  the  peace  of  the  streets.  The  Police  did  their  best, 
but  hunger  would  have  its  way,  and  in  the  end  a  large  number  of  women 
and  girls  actually  penetrated  into  Westminster  Hall,  and  set  up  "  a  shrill 
shout "  when  they  found  that  their  petition  was  safe,  and  had  not  been 
destroyed.  Finally,  thev  wore  turned  out  of  the  Hall  of  the  Red  King. 
But  their  demonstration  had  been  made. 

That  same  evening  MR.  WHITE,  of  Brighton,  brought  on  his  resolution, 
condemning  the  additional  taxation  proposed  by  the  Budget.  Now,  he 
would  not  have  had  much  of  a  following  but  for  the  Conservatives.  They, 
however,  were  able  to  vote  with  the  Brighton  Radical,  because  they  are 
mostly  opposed  to  the  abolition  of  Army  Purchase,  and  it  is  the  amount 
wanted  for  "taking  the  Army  out  of  Pawn"  that  necessitates  the  new 
taxation.  There  was  a  spirited  debate,  and  the  wrongs  of  the  Match-people 
were  not  forgotten.  MR.  LOWE,  MR.  DISRAELI,  MR.  GLADSTONE,  all  mingled 
in  the  fray,  and  the  leader  of  Opposition,  seeing  his  way  to  something  like 
victory,  made  things  very  sweet,  \>y  suggesting  that  no  Minister  would  be  so 
silly  as  to  propose  a  sham  resignation  merely  because  the  House  differed  with 
him  on  a  finance  question.  MR.  GLADSTONE,  that  night,  did  not  see 
things  in  the  same  light,  and  stood  up,  strongly,  for  most  of  the  Budget,  but 
mildly  for  the  Match-tax.  On  division  the  Tories  and  the  Radicals  coalesced, 
and  in  a  House  of  487,  Government  got  257,  which  gave  them  a  majority  of 
27  only.  Loud  and  long  was  the  cheering  on  both  sides,  as  when  during  the 


above  mentioned  MR.  ADDISON'S  Cato,  the  Whigs  applauded 
every  bit  in  favour  of  liberty,  and  the  Tories  echoed  the 
plaudit  to  show  that  the  satire  was  unfelt.  But  27  for  the 
Budget  of  a  Ministry  that  revels  in  "  overwhelming  major- 
ities," meant  that  the  situation  must  be  re-considered. 

Tin  sday.  MR.  LOWE  had  re-considered  it  to  the  extent  of 
perceiving  that,  at  all  events,  the  Match-tax  must  go.  So 
he  surrendered  it,  and  promised  to  let  us  know  on  Thursday 
what  substitute  he  could  find.  That  night  there  was  us 
much  rejoicing  among  the  poor  hearts  in  the  East  as  they 
are  capable  of  manifesting.  There  may  not  have  been  so 
much  m  the  gilded  saloons  of  Downing  Street,  if  they  are 
so  adorned — Punch  never  goes  there  ;  but  are  not  all  priests 
bloated,  all  aristocrats  haughty,  and  all  saloons  gilded  • 
If  not,  the  inferior  press  must  be  sadly  misinformed. 

MR.  DISRAELI,  desirous  to  chain  Victory  to'his  brougham- 
wheels,  gave  a  hostile  notice  for  Thursday,  and  the  Whip 
sent  circulars  calling  on  the  .Liberals  to  be  in  their  places. 

Wednesday^  there  was  a  lull.  MR.  THOMAS  HUGHES'S 
Sunday  Trading  Bill  was  discussed,  and  described  as  calcu- 
lated to  press  harshly  upon  a  large  class  who  are  compelled 
to  buy  and  sell  on  the  Sunday.  Had  it  been  a  Bill  with 
better  chances,  the  events  of  the  week  would  have  mate- 
rially damaged  them.  As  it  was,  the  Bill  was  thrown  out 
by  80  to  47. 

A  Bill  for  creating  Public  Prosecutors  was  at  last  read  a 
Second  Time.  Certain  lawyers  stood  up  and  opposed  it,  but 
the  feeling  of  the  heads  of  their  profession  is  strongly  in  its 
favour.  The  majority  was  129  to  89.  MR.  BRUCE  wants  to 
look  after  the  measure,  but  he  has  at  least  enough  to  do, 
and  MR.  RUSSELL  GURNEY  will  do  well  to  mind  his  own 
business,  which  nobody  can  mind  more  wisely.  But 

Thursday  was  the  night  of  the  Great  Event.  The  House 
was  crammed.  After  some  questions,  and  a  declaration  by 
MR.  BRUCE  that  the  Police  had  acted  with  much  forbearance 
on  Monday, 

MR.  GLADSTONE  delivered  a  somewhat  long  speech  on  the 
Budget.  This  it  had  been  necessary  to  re-consider  as  a 
whole.  The  Government  stood  by  their  Estimates,  would 
not  tax  articles  of  great  consumption,  would  not  borrow 
money.  But  the  proposals  as  to  the  Succession  Duties  would 
be  abandoned,  and  so  would  the  proposal  to  change  the 
mode  of  levying  the  Income-tax  from  poundage  to  per- 
centage. 

But  how  is  the  money  to  be  obtained  ? 

Need  you  ask  P 

The  Income-tax  ? 

Of  course.  What  else?  The  extra  Twopence  is  to  be 
laid  on,  and  henceforth  the  real  Working  Men  are  to  pay 
Sixpence  in  the  Pound. 

We  bear  it,  and  therefore  we  deserve  to  bear  it.  Let  us 
do  so,  and  grin  with  what  contortions  we  may. 

The  debate  was  very  amusing.  MR.  DISRAELI,  of  course, 
had  no  need  to  make  his  hostile  motion,  but  he  remarked 
that  this  year  direct  taxation  had  been  increased  by  Three 
Millions.  The  Budget  he  described  as  now  one  of  Sweet 
Simplicity.  MR.  LOWE  (it  was  rumoured  that  he  had  added 
his  own  resignation  to  the  other  resignations,  hut  he  can't 
he  spared)  spoke  smartly.  LORD  GEORGE  CAVENDISH  recalled 
SHAFTESHURY'S  adage  that  in  every  man  there  was  a  wise 
and  a  foolish  person,  and  now  that  MR.  LOWE'S  fool  had 
had  his  fiing,  it  was  to  be  hoped  the  sage  would  get  his  in- 
nings. MR.  FAWCETT  made  a  very  sensible  speech  against 
the  paying  everything  by  the  Income-tax,  to  which  the  lower 
class  was  not  liable,  and  therefore  that  class  was  encouraged 
in  its  extravagant  ideas :  a  bold  and  honest  word  from  a 
Democrat.  MK.  OSBORNE  was  witty,  and  was  answered  by 
MR.  AUBERON  HERBERT  with  much  less  good  manners  than 
might  have  been  expected  in  an  Aristocrat.  MB.  BROOKS 
made  outspoken  and  honourable  protest  against  perpetual 
recurrence  to  the  Income-tax,  and  also  against  its  cruelty 
to  Professional  Men.  MR.  BROOKS  spoke  excellently,  and 
from  knowledge  of  what  he  was  talking  about,  he  having 
been  an  Income-tax  Commissioner.  We  take  off  our  hat  to 
MR.  BROOKS.  Further  discussion  was  postponed  until  the 
following  Monday. 

A  Pensive  Public  now  understands  the  great  situation  of 
the  week,  and  is  at  liberty  to  regard  it  in  any  light  that 
mav  please  His  Pensiyeness.  Mr.  Punch  will  merely  assist 
meditation  by  observing  that  it  is  a  very  good  thing  that  the 
tax  is  not  to  be  laid  on  the  poor  Match-makers,  and  also 
that  it  is  a  very  good  thing  that  the  Succession  Duties  are 
not  to  be  increased,  which  would  have  tended  further  to 
cripple  those  who,  by  the  death  of  the  head  of  the  family 
are  deprived  of  a  great  part  of  their  income.  It  would  have 
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been  bad  indeed  tbat  the  Life  Assurance  money,  perhaps  their  only 
prnxisioii,  should  have  been  pillaged.  But  it  is  not  a  good  thine 
that  the  Income-tax  should  be  raised  to  (Sixpence;  and  if  we  look 
ut  this  course  merely  from  an  a-sthetie  point  of  view,  we  are  struck 
with  the  utter  absince  of  inv<-nti\r  -emus  in  the  Cabinet.  Mr. 
I'uitch  could  have  shown  Hit.  LOWE  a  dozen  better  ways  of  raising 
the  money. 

Frithiy.  Disorganisation  went  on  with  its  work.  LORD  P.U.MI.H- 
STON'S  step-son,  MB.  COWPEK  TEMPLE,  gave  the  Hiaiiten  a  most 
tremendous  beating.  And,  mori'ovi  r,  lie  was  in  the  right,  and  they 
were  in  the  wrong.  He  demanded  the  preservation  of  Kpping 
Forest,  which  is  in  a  fair,  or  rather  a  foul  way  to  ruin.  Both  Mit. 
l.ouKand  the  I'KF.MIKH  put  forth  their  strength  against  him,  1ml 
the  House  backed  him  up,  and  Government  were  beaten  by  the 
huge  majority  of  197  to  96 — a  salute  of  101  guns  in  honour  of  the 
I  ''..rest.  If  Members  would  only  go  and  look  at  it  (us  Mr.  Piuu-h 
did  the  other  day),  they  would  be  ashamed  to  reflect  that  they  had 
left  it  in  danger  so  long.  Censure  of  the  Martini-Henry  rifle  was 
attempted,  but  it  was  stamped  out  by  common-sense,  evidence,  and 
a  majority  of  137  to  72. 

The  Lords'  Week  has  not  been  interesting,  but  a  good'Bill  has 
been  brought  in  for  getting  rid  of  the  scandal  of  Bankrupt  1' 
An  Anti-Westmeath  Outrage  Bill  has  also  been  brought  in,  but 
it  has  not  been  expounded.  Everything  Irish  must  be  done  in 
some  inverted  fashion — we  wonder  that  the  Minister  did  not  begin 
by  getting  the  Royal  Assent,  and  then  hark  back. 


THE  OFFICIAL  CUT-ME-DOWNS. 

A  in;  there  not  certain  fox-hunting  districts  called,  among  the  men 
of  Nimrod,  "  cut-me-down  f  "  At  all  events  that  epithet  is  appli- 
cable to  some  departments  of  the  Public  Sendee  which  the  Govern- 
ment has  subjected  to  a  very  close-shaving  economy.  One  of  these 
is  the  Post  Office,  about  which  the  Standard's  very  able  Dublin 
correspondent  thus  writes : — 

"  If  the  public  only  knew  the  miserable  salaries  paid  to  the  rural  poet- 
masters  and  mistresses  in  Ireland,  they  would  Lave  far  less  confidence  in  the 
Post  Office  than  they  have  at  present  and  be  more  chary  of  entrusting 
valuables  or  money  orders  to  its  custody." 

People,  even  the  scrupulous  Irish,  are  apt,  no  less  than  cats  and 
dogs,  to  steal  rather  than  starve.  Accordingly  : — 

"  At  Galway,  yesterday,  a  woman  named  KINO,  late  post-mistress  at  Round- 
stone,  was  convicted  on  her  own  confession  of  having  opened  a  letter  contain- 
ing a  post-bill  for  £44,  forged  the  name  of  the  person  in  whose  favour  it  was 
iliiiwn,  und  obtained  the  money,  of  which  when  detected  she  returned  £32. 
She  was  sentenced  to  twelve  months'  imprisonment,  which  of  course  she 
deserved ;  but  as  it  was  proved  on  the  trial  that  her  salary  for  the  discharge 
of  arduous  and  responsible  duties  was  only  £7  per  annum,  out  of  which  she  had 
to  pay  £1  Ws.  to  a  guarantee  society,  it  may  be  fairly  questioned  whether  the 
greater  share  of  culpability  does  not  rest  with  the  heads  of  the  postal  adminis- 
tration who  expose  ill-paid  officials  to  such  great  temptations." 

Now,  the  Government  naturally  cut  down  all  the  salaries  of  their 
subordinates  they  can  without  any  worse  result  than  that  of 
beggaring  or  of  starving  those  subordinates.  Of  course,  because 
economy  wins  popularity,  and  popularity  insures  office. 

Dockyard  labourers  may  say  they  must  live.  Ministers  do  not  see 
the  necessity  of  that,  unless  the  men  are  to  remain  dockyard 
labourers.  But  if  so,  then  the  necessity  must  be  evident,  even  to 
Ministers  ;  and  so  in  the  case  of  post-masters,  post-mistresses,  and 
letter-carriers.  For  dead  men  and  women  sort  no  letters,  neither  do 
they  deliver  any. 

The  halfpenny  postage  of  cards  and  newspapers  is  a  great  boon  to 
the  British  Public,  and  also  the  Irish.  All  the  postal  reductions  are 
great  boons.  Whilst  it  makes  a  vast  difference  to  everybody  in  easy 
circumstances  whether  he  pays  a  halfpenny  or  a  penny  postage,  it 
would,  we  all  feel,  signify  nothing  to  him  if  he  knew  the  saving  had 
been  effected,  through  cutting  down  the  wages  of  inferior  Post-office 
people  to  any  degree  above  starving-point,  so  long  as  famine  did 
not  drive  those  people  to  break  open  letters,  and  steal.  But  then, 
unfortunately,  it  does.  We,  the  Public,  therefore,  have  to  consider 
whether  or  no  we  had  rather  continue  to  insist  on  the  cheapest  pos- 
sible postage  at  the  risk  of  occasioning  an  individual  now  and  then 
to  be  plundered  for  the  advantage  of  the  community,  or  consent  to 
let  the  Government  pay  the  underpaid  of  the  Post  Office  sufficient 
wages  to  place  them  above  the  temptation  to  steal.  Of  course, 
the  cheapest  possible  postage  must  be  the  sole  object  with  all  of  us 
who  need  not  fear  being  robbed  of  Post  Office  orders  ;  but  the  rest, 
who  do,  should  unite  in  assuring  the  Government  that  its  members 
will  really  not  endanger  their  own  places  and  pay  by  raising  the 
estimates  to  an  amount  sufficient  for  such  payment  of  Post  officials 
at  least,  as  shall  enable  them  to  subsist  without  theft. 

Besides,  there  is  this  to  be  considered,  that  not  even  a  letter-carrier 
can  now  be  hanged  for  letter-breaking,  and  that  he  must,  if  con- 
demned to  penal  servitude,  be  kept  in  prison ;  which  costs  money. 


TESTS    OF   TENSION. 

(X'ut  to  Sin/   Tiijh/ltl'St.) 

S  tor  this  Licensing  Bill, 
Mr.  I'uiiili,  of  llonu- 
••  tary  HUTCH,  impos- 
ing heavy  penalties  on 
drunkenness  in  person,  a:i<l 
on  publicans  for  serving 
customers  already  drunk. 
V'  ry  proper ;  but,  Sir, 
ought  tnerc  not  to  be  laid 
down  hy  enactment  some 
definition  of  what 

drunkenness  ':  Is  a 
mini,  for  instance,  to  be 
)  dei-med  drunk,  and  liable 
to  a  line  of  twenty  shil- 
lings, as  noon  an  his 
"  tongue  tegiBftto  double?" 
What  would  you  say  to  a 

clause  ill   Mi;.  ItRUCE  8  Bill 

to  this  effect  v— "Be  it 
enacted,  and  it  is  hereby 
•  d,  that  any  person 
whosoever  shall  be  held 
ami  considered  to  be 
llrunk,  who,  not  labour- 
ing under  any  natural 
impediment  of  Speech,  or 
temporary  losn,  or  impair- 
ment thereof  otherwise 
than  from  drinking  wine,  beer,  or  spirituous  liquors,  shall  be  unable, 
when  summoned  by  lawful  Authority,  distinctly  to  say  '  British 
Constitution  '."  It  would  be  hard  to  be  pronounced  drunk  for  de- 
fective pronunciation  very  possibly  owing  only  to  muscular  and 
nervous  disturbance  caused  by  a  small  quantity  of  bad  liquor. 
The  same  remark  is  applicable  to  inability  to  walk  straight.  In 
some  rural  districts  a  clown  is  often  met  going  home  zigzag,  in  con- 
sequence of  having  swallowed  a  pint  only  of  beershop  beer. 

How  many  fingers  dp  I  hold  up  '<  "  is  a  question  which  might  be 
suggested  as  a  test  of  intoxication  or  sobriety.  As  such  you  can 
only  judge  of  it  subjectively.  Personal  reminiscence  enables  me  to 
assure  you  that  a  man  may  see  double,  because  he  has  dined,  and 
yet  be  in  a  state  of  complete  mental  sobriety.  I  had,  myself,  some 
years  ago,  dined,  and  after  dinner  found  myself  in  a  theatre.  Each 
one  of  the  performers  I  saw  as  two.  Thereupon  I  began  to  think 
why  this  was;  why,  observe,  not  whence,  for  I  knew  that  well 
enough,  knowing  that  I  had  dined.  To  examine  that  question  by 
experiment  I  shut  first  one  eye  then  the  other,  and  found  that, 
looking  at  an  object  with  one  eye  at  a  time,  I  saw  it  single,  saw  it 
double  only  with  both  eyes  open.  Hence  I  inferred  that  the  cause 
which  occasions  objects  to  be  seen  double  after  dining  (as  I  had 
dined)  probably  was  simply  a  derangement  of  the  nerves  and  muscles 
of  the  eye-balls  ;  the  muscles  of  either  eye-ball  contracting  not  in 
conjunction  but  unequally,  so  as  to  pull  the  eyes  out  of  concert,  and 
make  a  person  look  at  things,  and  see  them,  with  each  eye  by  itself 
instead  of  with  both  eyes  at  once.  Push  one  eye  out  of  relation  to  the 
other  with  your  finger,  and  you  will  immediately  see  double  with- 
out having  dined.  Duplicity  of  vision  would,  surely,  be  no  criterion 
of  criminal  drunkenness,  even  if  it  could  be  detected  by  a  detective, 
still  less  in  case,  merely,  that  a  common  policeman  swore  to  it.  Did 
it  not  in  my  own  person  coexist  with  a  philosophy  worthy  of 
SOCRATES  at  a  Symposium,  when  he  had  seen  all  his  disciples  under 
the  table  ?  However,  I  do  not  mean  to  compare  myself  with  SOCRATES, 
except  as  to  features  perhaps,;,  and  figure,  in  which  particulars  I 
have  the  honour  to  resemble  that  Sage,  and  am  also  qualified  to  say 
that  I  am  yours  truly,  SrtENUg. 

P.S.  "When,  late  of  an  evening  after  dinner,  men  begin  to  talk 
theology,  is  that  evidence  of  the  state  whose  prevention  is  intended 
by  the  Licensing  Bill  ?  I  fear  you  will  say,  yes. 


A  Painful  Thought. 

IT  is  said  to  have  been  expected  that  the  Irish  would  have  joined 
in  the  Red  Republican  procession  to  Hvde  Park.  There  is  reason  to 
rejoice  that  they  did  no  such  thing.  The  procession  was  intended  to 
demonstrate  sympathy  with  gentlemen  of  the  pavement  who  mal- 
treat and  imprison  French  priests,  an  Archbishop  even,  pull  the 
Cross  down,  and  set  up  the  Red  Flag  in  its  place.  The  Irish  would 
have  mingled  with  it  only  with  a  view  to  upset  it,  and  probably 
given  the  sympathisers  with  rioters  whom  they  detest,  a  severe 
beating,  which  would  have  been  painful,  at  least  to  Red  Republicans, 
who,  when  next  they  announce  a  demonstration,  had  better,  perhaps, 
mention  that  no  Irish  need  attend. 
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A    CAUTION    TO    NURSEMAIDS. 

BEWARE  OF  THE  IMITATIVE  TENDENCY  OP  YOUNG  CHILDREN. 

Acute  Mother.  "  I  HOPE,  JANE,  THAT  YOU  ARE  NOT  IN  THE  HABIT  OF  RBADI.VQ  WHEN  YOU  WHEEL  THE  PERAMBULATOR  ? " 
Jane.  "Ms,  MUM?    LOR'  MUM!  I  SHOULDN'T  THINK  OF  SIOH  A  THING,  MUM!"  [Of  cmirse  not. 


CHECK  TO  KING  MOB. 

THERE  are  to  be  no  more  seditious  demonstrations  in  Trafalgar 
Square  and  Hyde  Park.  No  longer  Trill  dissatisfied,  still  less  will 
disaffected  Leaguers  and  Unionists  be  suffered  to  parade  London  in 
procession.  A  strong  Government  has  shaken  off  its  lethargy  at 
last,  and  is  showing  itself  as  it  were  a  roused  Lion,  lashing  his  tail. 
On  Monday  last  week,  the  riotous  match-makers,  "  principally," 
says  the  Times,  "working  girls  and  working  boys,  a  year  or  two  in 
their  teens,"  marching  in  the  Bow  Road,  were  encountered  by  a  line 
of  Police,  abreast.  Having  dodged  the  Police,  and  marched  on  to 
Westminster,  these  juvenile  malecontents,  fain  to  intimidate  the 
Legislature,  were  swept  by  the  Guardians  of  Order  in  that  district 
clean  out  of  Westminster  Hall. 

Clean,  that  is,  completely.  According  to  the  Post,  the  Police 
confronted  them  with  drawn  staves ;  drew  cordons  against  them 
also  across  streets,  and  acted  with  a  vigour  amounting  to  "no  little 
brutality."  When  they  stopped  the  procession  in  Bow  Road,  "  they 
ordered  the  bands  to  cease  playing,  and  seizing  a  considerable 
number  of  the  flags,  tore  them  up.  They  also  seized  the  petition 
which  was  suspended  from  a  pole,  and  tore  it  in  pieces."  Now,  then, 
the  Clerkenwell  Roughs  know  what  they  have  to  expect  if  they 
"come  in  their  thousands,"  attempting  to  dictate  to  a  powerful 
Government,  which  will  no  longer  affect  to  treat  their  displays  of 
physical  force  with  contempt  since  it  has  shown  itself  capable  of 
repressing  the  miserable  match-makers'  demonstration.  When  next 
ODGER  lays  aside  the  awl  and  the  wax-end  to  harangue  his 
followers,  ne  should  advise  them  to  mind  what  they  are  about  with 
an  awakened  Ministry. 


Beauty  in  Years. 

WHEN  Face  is  blurred,  and  Figure  bent, 
Then  Mind,  dears,  is  most  excellent. 


ALL  HAIL  TO  ASPARAGUS  ! 

ASPARAGUS,  by  sweet  St.  George,  thou  art  a  toothsome  thing ! 
Thou  comest  with  the  cuckoo  and  the  swallow  in  the  Spring. 
Thou  comest  into  season  on  the  going  out  of  kail — 
As  soon  as  thou  art  cheap  enough,  Asparagus,  all  hail ! 

Asparagus,  the  sight  of  thee  doth  many  a  thought  suggest, 
Lamb's  savoury  fore-quarter,    leg,    chops,    shoulder,    and  dainty 

breast, 

And  the  fragrance  of  the  mint-sauce,  whose  perfume  we  nose  above 
Sage  and  onions,  and  the  mingled  steams  of  the  various  meats  we  love. 

Commend  me  to  Asparagus,  which  should,  aright  to  taste, 

Be  green  well-nigh  from  end  to  end,  for  all  the  white  is  waste. 

More  profit  to  the  gardener  than  good  for  the  guest,  I  ween, 

An  the  stalk  be  some  six  inches  long  and  the  tip  thereof  only  green. 

Thereto  some  molten  butter  do  takeyeach  one  to  what  he  list, 
As  the  good  man  said  upon  a  time  his  heifer  when  he  kissed. 
What 's  one  man's  sauce  is  a  surplus  which  another's  dish  doth  spoil — 
I  had  liefer  a  dash  of  vinegar  with  a  dressing  of  salad  oil. 

Asparagus,  thou  dost  recall  full  many  a  day's  delight, 

When  horse-chestnut  trees  were  out  in  bloom,  and  hawthorns  green 

and  white. 
And  we  roamed  the  meads,  for  men  walk  must  needs,  fall  to  an  they 

would  fain, 
Till  the  board  was  crowned  when  thou  wentest  round,  as  did  also  the 

champagne. 

THE  ONLY  EPITHET  FOR  MR.  LOWE.— Matchless. 

[We  assure  every  one  of  798  contributors  that  he  alone  sent  us  the 
above  epigram.   Please,  no  more.] 
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THE  WOLVES  AND   THE  LAMBS. 

POLICEMAN  .Z  1871.  ."  WE   DOX'T    INTERFERE    WITH     YOU,    OF   COURSE;    BUT    THESE    DESPERATE 

CHARACTERS  MUST  BE  DISPERSED." 
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MY    HEALTH. 

UB  dinner  is  going 
on  well :  wine  <  \  - 
,  ccllent :  table  nicely 
arranged:  room 
charming :  Gothic 
furniture:  every- 
thing so  nice,  clean, 
and  comfortable. 

"  Now,"  says  Jos- 
LVN,  who.  it  ap- 
pears, understands 
ordering  a  dinner, 
"  I  've  got  for  you 
a  compote  of  pigeon 
coming,  which,  I 
think,  you'll  like." 
We  wait,  lii  MI 
suggests  tilling  up 
iiie  with  the. 
enormity  of  a  glass 
of  clan-t.  \Vi  d.i 
it.  A  waiter  (quite 
new  to  us)  rushes 
in  with  a  covered 
disli  and  plates. 
Great  excitement 
on  the  part  of  Man 
by  the  Fire.  "Ha! 
ha !  "  we  hear  him 
exclaim,  "At  last!"  and  he  begins  to  flourish  a  knife  and  fork. 
Waiter  smiles,  and  plumps  dish  down  on  table  before  him,  plate 
also.  Irate  Man  audibly  smacks  his  lips  and  draws  in  his  breath  as 
if  in  for  a  good  thing.  Now  then.  Waiter  whisks  off  cover.  Angry 
and  hungry  man  ready  to  plunge  his  knife  and  fork  in.  pauses, 
as  if  struck  electrically,  "Why,  dash  it"  (dash  is  not  the  word) 
"  it 's  Pudding  !  !  "  They  've  brought  him  apple-pudding. 

"  Confound  it !  Why,  I — I — "  he  can  hardly  speak,  he 's  so  angry. 
I  haven't  had  any  meat  yet.  Take  it  away,  and — and — "  in  a  voice 
of  thunder,  "  DASH  it  WILL  you  bring  my  VEAL  CUTLET  ! !  " 

Mild  Man,  plaintively  in  corner,  is  here  heard.  He  raises  his 
voice  and  arrests 'the  waiter's  attention,  "I'll  take  the  pudding," 
which,  as  he 's  only  just  done  his  fish,  proves  him  to  be  of  an  accom- 
modating disposition. 

The  waiter  is  about  to  comply  with  his  request  when  another 
official  rushes  in,  all  hot,  blows  up  the  first  waiter,  takes  the  pudding 
angrily  from  him,  and  both  vanish  in  a  flash  of  excitement,  before 
the  Angry  Man,  now  fuming,  can  take  advantage  of  a  new  waiter's 
appearance  to  demand  his  rights  in  veal  cutlets.  Enter  third  waiter 
with  our  Compote  of  Pigeon.  [  Our  dinner  goes  on  pleasantly  enough ; 
we  can  understand  the  "waits"  which  are  quite  in  keeping  with 
the  first  night  of  a  new  piece  (i.e.  of  The  Table  d'HSte  specially  at 
this  unseasonable  time),  and  we  fill  up  our  intervals  with  the  wine, 
which  JOSLYN  has  craftily  ordered  beforehand.  Compote  excellent. 
First-rate  chef  at  the  Cramville.]  On  apparition  of  third  waiter, 
angry  and  starving  person  by  fire  is  at  him,  "  Look  here,  waiter, 
I  can't  stand  this."  Waiter  replies,  en  passant,  "In  one  minute, 
Sir,  I  '11  attend  to  you,"  which  causes  him  to  rise  from  table,  take 
his  hat,  hesitate,  put  it  down  again  irritably,  reseat  himself,  and 
then  he  finds  Waiter  Number  Three  opposite  him,  asking  placidly, 
"  Have  you  ordered  anything.  Sir  ?  "  This  sends  him  up  again  ;  he 
nearly  kicks  over  the  table.  Ordered !  "  he  exclaims,  then  restrain- 
ing himself  by  a  great  effort  for  a  second,  he  bangs  his  fist  on  the 
table,  and  in  a  tone  of  what  the  opera  librettists  call  "suppressed 
fury/'  exclaims,  "  Where 's  My  VEAL  CUTLET ! " 

The  waiter  is  perfectly  calm,  and  indeed  sympathetic — but  con- 
foundedly irritating  (we  agree  to  that)  when  he  asks,  in  a  tone  of 
interest,  "  Haven't  you  had  it,  Sir  f  " 

This  is  too  much  for  the  Man  by  the  Fire.  "  Had  it ! !  "  he  shouts. 
"  Why,  I  've  been  waiting  here— I  've  only  had  soup — they  brought 
me  pudding— and — and—here,  DASH  it,  send  the  Manager."  He 
is  so  savage  under  much  provocation  that  he  orders-the  Manager  as 
if  he  were  a  dish,  and  he  intended  dining  off  him  instead  of  veal 
cutlets. 

The  mild  voice  from  the  corner  here  addresses  the  waiter.  "  If  I 
can't  get  anything;  else,  /'//  take  some  sugar."  Poor  man !  Sugar 
is  hardly  a  substitute,  even  to  the  happiest  disposition,  for  three 
courses,  entrees,  ruti,  and  dessert.  Will  he,  the  Mild  Man  in  the 
Corner,  take  some  cold  beef  ?  Certainly  ;  whatever  he  can  get ;  and 
he  has  it.  Not  so  the  Man  by  the  Fire,  who  will  have  the  Manager, 
and  nothing  hit  the  Manager.  He  refuses  such  blandishments 
(chiefly  offered  by  the  paeificating  Irish  waiter)  as  "Would  ye  take 
some  cold  beef,  Sorr,  and"  (as  an  additional  inducement)  "pickles  V  " 
He  dashes  pickles.  No,  where 's  the  Manager?  "He'scomin',  Sorr 


— but  won't  ye  take  some — some  cold  ham,  or" — vaguely — "  a  cut 
oft'  the  joint,  with" — another  inducement — "potatoes:'"  The  in- 
dignant visitor  by  the  fire  won't  have  anything  or  anybody  except 
the  Manager. 

Knter  a  respectable  man,  res]nrtful  and  attentive.  The  waiters 
n  main  tn  list.  'ii.  "Who's  that!-"  I!n>i>  is  ready— "  MERES,  the 
Manager."  MR.  MEKKS  has  a  talent  evidently  for  taming  violent 
guests,  like  HAKKY'S  with  obstreperous  horses.  He  bows,  he  is 
grave,  he  is  deeply  interested  ;  he  attempts  no  explanation  except 
the  true  one.  of  their  being,  he  regrets  to  say,  unprepared  for  such 
a  sudden  influx  of  business,  and  u  positive  that  nothing  of  the  sort 
shull  occur  again. 

"  It  is,"  he  adds,  "most  unfortunate,"  and  while  he  is  yet  talk- 
ing, a  new  waiter,  entering  quietly,  artfully  places  before  the  almost 
exhausted  stranger  a  dish  o  '  lets,  some  asparagus,  and  a  pint 

bottle  of  claret.  His  complaints  subside  into  an  explanation  (almost 
apologetic)  about  his  having  had  a  long  walk,  and  being  peculiarly 
hungry,  and  so  he  is  gradually  soothed,  and  his  equilibrium  restored. 
As  to  what  becomes  of  the  unfortunate  gentleman  in  the  corner, 
who  dined  off  "  h'sh  first  "  and  "  sugar  to  follow,"  he  has  disappeared 
during  the  above  conversation,  having  perhaps  retaliated  upon  the 
Hotel  for  his  treatment,  by  taking  this  opportunity  for  executing 
the  practical  joke  of  leaving  without  paying  his  bill. 

We  adjourn  to  the  billiard-room,  where  we  smoke  and  take  coffee. 
The  Cramville  is,  certainly,  as  a  hotel,  unique.  A  Gothic  hotel. 
Gothic  furniture,  with  variations.  The  billiard-room,  a  cheerful 
room  of  a  sort  of  Japanese  Gothic,  as  if  the  Mikado  (or  whatever  the 
dignitary  is)  had  suddenly  exhibited  High  Church  tendencies,  but, 
being  only  half  converted,  had  ended  in  building  a  billiard-room. 
All  very  charming  and  pleasant ;  and  so  we  sit  and  take  our  coffee, 
and  look  at  the  billiard-table.  I  look  at  my  watch  to  see  about 
returning  to  my  Aunt. 

Thoughts  on  this  Subject.— If  she 's  up,  I  shan't  want  to  see  her. 
Should  frighten  her,  perhaps.  If  she 's  in  bed  I  can't  see  her  (and 
she'd  frighten  me,  perhaps).  If  they're  all  gone  to  bad  I  needn't 
ring,  as  one  of  the  peculiarities  of  Ramsgate  is,  from  what  I  have 
noticed,  open  house  all  day  and  night.  Confiding,  but  foolish.  Useful, 
however,  on  occasion,  but  not  now. 

BTJDD  is  "  walking  my  way,"  he  says,  "  so  if  I  stop  ju«t  for  one 
game  of  billiards,  we  '11  go  together."  By  all  means.  He  at  pre- 
sent proposes  committing  the  enormity  of  "  B  &  8's.,"^adding  that 
"he  s  quite  given  up  this  sort  of  thing  at  night.  Never  mind: 
Turkish  Bath  to-morrow."  Billiards. 


LIBERTY  AND  LICENCE. 

THE  Licensing  System  is  pushed  a  long  way. 

On  how  many  things  there 's  a  Licence  to  pay  ! 

Imposed  on  Armorial  Bearings  we  've  one ; 

A  Dog-licence  too,  and  the  like  on  a  Gun. 

The  Licence  on  Dogs,  that  guard  house  and  kill  rats, 

May  followed  be,  soon,  by  a  Licence  on  Cats. 

A  Licence  for  sale  need  Wine,  Spirits,  and  Beer. 

A  yet  more  strict  Licence  the  Publicans  fear. 

By  Liberal  Rulers  so  governed  are  we, 

That  year  after  year  we  get  less  and  less  free  ; 

And  feel,  though  we  try  hard  the  feeling  to  smother, 

That  Liberty 's  one  thing,  and  Licence  another. 


WISDOM  UPON  WHEELS. 

WHATEVER  Educationists  may  say  upon  the  matter,  there  is  little 
doubt,  we  fancy,  that  there  is  a  growing  taste  for  literature  among 
our  humbler  classes.  Look  at  the  crowd  daily  gathered  round  the 
Punch  window !  See  the  clusters  studying  the  placards  of  the 
newspapers !  Why,  you  hardly  find  a  cabman  witnout  his  penny 
journal  to  amuse  him  as  he  sits  upon  his  stand  in  waiting  for  a  fare. 
Considering  the  time  that  cabmen  have  upon  their  hands,  it  would 
be  an  act  of  charity  to  found  for  them  a  pleasant  circulating  library. 
Novels  might  be  written  for  their  express  amusement,  and  suited  to 
the  rank  they  occupy  in  life ;  that  is  to  say,  the  cab-rank.  As  a 
beginning,  we  observe  one  which  we  think  appropriate.  This  novel 
is  entitled,  A  Cast  for  a  Crown :  and  it  might  be  not  inaptly  suc- 
ceeded by  a  sequel,  which  might  bear  the  title  of  A  Set  Down  for  a 
Shilling.  

Ancestral  Osteology. 

A COBBESFOXDEST  of  the  Times, referring  to  the  nse.by  authority, 
"  of  churchyard  mould,  bones,  and  fragments  of  coffins,  as  a  new 
road  material,"  speaks  of  those  materials  as  "strange  substitutes  for 
Macadam."  MR.  DABWIN  would  perhaps  suggest  that,  as  far  as  the 
bones  are  concerned,  that  species  of  M'AnAJi  should  bo  called 
M'APE. 
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NEVER    SAY    DIE!" 

Old  Horse-breaker.  "  WULL,  SIR,  MY  ADWICE  is,  NEVER  aivs  A  'SCREW'  TIMS  TO  GET  LAMS.    DON'T  YOU  THROW  THAT  HORSE 

TIP  AT  ALL,    BUT  RlDE   HIM   ALL   SUMMER.       HE   WON'T  BE  NO   WORSE   FOR  IT." 

[Gratifying  fur  Jones,  who  has  given  three  hundred,  and  thinks  he  possesses  perfection  f 


MATEIMONIAL  INTELLIGENCE. 

DIRECTLY  after  Easter  the  fashionable  newspapers  are  full  of 
fashionable  details  about  fashionable  marriages.  The  matrimonial 
alliances  which  have  been  upon  the  tapis  for  several  weeks  past  are, 
as  soon  as  Lent  is  over,  brought  to  the  solemnity  of  the  nuptial  cere- 
mony. Hence,  we  see  long  columns  full  of  elegant  description  of 
the  dresses  of  the  bridesmaids  and  the  trousseau  of  the  bride,  and 
the  wedding-gifts  presented  by  her  noble  friends  and  kinsfolk. 

Such  histories,  no  doubt,  are  most  delightful  reading  ;  but,  after 
the  first  score  or  so,  there  is  certainly  about  them  a  slight  flavour  of 
monotony.  Even  the  long  list  of  titled  wedding-guests  is  apt  to 
pall  upon  the  palate,  and  one  reads  with  some  fatigue,  not  unmixed, 
perhaps,  with  envy,  the  catalogue  of  bracelets  and  other  costly 
articles  which  they  have  "  donated,"  as  our  Yankee  friends  would 
say.  to  the  causes  of  their  coming.  Interesting  as  it  may  be  to  read 
a  glowing  record  of  the  nuptials  of  the  great,  the  philosophic  mind 
might  find,  by  way  of  contrast,  some  pleasure  in  a  chronicle  of 
humbler  happy  couplings.  Variety  is  charming ;  and,  just  by  way 
of  change  from  the  fashionable  ceremonies  which  are  just  now  so 
much  solemnised,  it  might  be  a  relief  to  skim  over  the  details  of  a 
record  of  the  wedding  of  Miss  JONES  with  ME.  BROWN,  or  of  Miss 
ROBINSON  with  MK.  SMITH.  Indeed,  descending  even  lower  in  the 
social  scale,  we  rather  fancy  a  philosopher  would  turn  with  some 
alacrity  from  an  elegant  description  of  a  fashionable  marriage  to  a 
simple  and  straightforward  account  of  the  proceedings  at  the  wedding 
of  a  chimney-sweep. 

We  are  most  of  us  acquainted  with  the  social  forms  and  cere- 
monies of  a  marriage  in  high  life,  but  an  accurate  description  of  a 
marriage  in  low  life  would  be  novel  and  instructive.  We  should  be 
doubtless  entertained,  as  well  as  much  enlightened,  if  some  adven- 
turous chronicler  would  describe  a  nuptial  ceremony  performed  say 
in  Whiteehapel,  and  tell  us  how  the  fair  bride  was  attired  on  the 
occasion,  and  what  wedding  gifts  were  given  her,  and  what  articles 
of  nnery  were  comprised  in  her  trousseau.  We  should  be  also  deeply 
interested  to  hear  whether  the  bridegroom  wore  a  tulip,  or  a  dahlia, 


or  a  sunflower  in  his  button-hole,  and  if  he  had  his  shoes  blacked  on 
arriving  at  the  church.  We  should  vastly  like  to  know,  too,  what 
delicacies  of  the  season,  including  shrimps  and  periwinkles,  were 
provided  for  the  breakfast,  and  what  amount  of  beer  was  imbibed 
on  the  occasion  of  drinking  the  bride's  health.  We  should  likewise 
be  rejoiced  to  read  a  word-for-word  report  of  the  speeches  that  were 
made  (omitting  expletives  esteemed  too  strong  for  publication) ;  and 
we  should  be  greatly  interested  to  know  whether  the  bridegroom, 
supposing  him  a  Costermonger,  gave  his  moke  a  feed  of  corn  before 
starting  in  his  carriage,  with  his  lovely  bride  beside  him,  in  a  shower 
of  satin  slippers,  upon  his  wedding  trip. 


LINES  TO  ROBERT  LOWE. 

LIBERAL  BOB,  with  Budget  Red, 
Evenly  taxation  spread. 
Partially  laid  on,  it  galls 
Those  on  whom  alone  it  falls 
With  an  incidence  unfair. 
Tax  you  but  those  whom  you  dare,1 
Currying  favour  with  the  Mob  ? 
Nay  !    To  do  that  were,  sweet  BOB, 
For  the  sake  of  Place,  to  rob. 


The  Politics  of  Monsieur. 

THE  signature  of  this  placard,  posted  on  the  closed  door  of  .the 
Church  of  St.  Pierre,  Montmartre,  is  significant : — 

"Whereas  priests  are  thieves,  and  churches  haunts  where  they  have 
morally  assassinated  the  masses,  in  dragging  France  under  the  talons  of  the 
scoundrels  BONAPARTE,  FAVKE,  and  TKOCHC,  the  delegate  of  Les  Carrieres 
at  the  ex-Prefecture  of  Police  orders  the  Church  of  St.  Pierre  to  be  closed, 
and  decrees  the  arrest  of  the  ecclesiastics  and  Ignorantins.  «  LE  Moussu." 

Has  Red  Republicanism  in  France  become  national  ? 
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RHYME  WITHOUT  REASON. 

-'  SI-MMKR  FuiKxns,"  one  of  CLARIBEL'S  latest  songs, 
is  advertised  with  an  illustrative  stanza  (on  the  same 
principle  as  the  man  who  had  a  house  to  let  earned  about 
a  brick  as  a  specimen)  thus : — 

Where  are  thy  summer  friends, 

nils  of  thy  youth? 
Gone  with  the  summer  birds, 
Buck  to  the  South. 

This  leaves  it  uncertain  whether,  in  order  to  rhyme, 
"youth"  should  !>.•  sung:  "yotetk,"  or  "south"      »«'»• 
We  shall  be  told,  of  course,  that  the  rhyme  is  addressed 
to  the  eye,  not  to  the  car.  By  such  a  eanon  the  following 
lines  may  possibly  be  deemed  melodious : — 

Peasant  Arcadian, 

Ci  uiding  the  plough  ; 
Coarse  are  your  garments, 

Your  aspect  is  rough. 

Peasant  imprudent, 

I  hear  you  've  a  cough  ; 
Do  you  feel  sure 

You  're  clad  warmly  enough  ? 

Bibulous  peasant, 

Your  voice  it  is  rough  ; 
You  're  no  disciple 

Of  temperate  GOCGH. 

Home  to  your  cottage, 
You  hear  the  wind 's  sough. 

Even  the  birdies, 
Sing  hoarse  on  the  bough. 

Home  to  your  cottage, 
And  bend  o'er  the  trough, 

Kneading  in  loavs 
The  digestible  dough. 

Though  the  bread 's  heavy, 

Unyielding  and  tough ; 
Chawbacon's  teeth. 

Will  get  easily  through. 

Mi:  Punch  commends  these  stanzas  to  any  French 
ladies  or  gentlemen  at  present  resident  in  England,  who 
may  be  desirous  of  mastering  the  peculiarities  of  English 
pronunciation. 


EQUAL    TO    THE    SITUATION. 

The  Parson.  "WELL,  LIZZIE,  TOUR  MOTHER'S  COME  our  OF  PRISON,  I  HEAR. 
How  is  SHE  NOW  ?  " 

Lisie.  "  0,  THANKY',  Sin,  SHE'S  EV'  SOMUCH  BETTER.  SHE'VE  HAD  CAPITAL 
TIMES  IN  THERE.  FATHER  's  OUT  o'  WOKK,  AJTD  RATHER  POORLY,  so  HB  GOT 
TOOK  UP  LAST  NIGHT  !  !" 


NOBLE  SACRIFICES  TO  PRINCIPLE. 

A  HAPPY  thought,  suggested  to  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance,  and 
all  other  persons  desirous  of  suppressing  or  restricting  the  Liquor 
Trade,  wifl  doubtless  be  hailed  with  acclamation  by  those  philan- 
thropists, and  they  will  immediately  proceed  to  carry  it  out.  That 
is  to  say,  they  will  forthwith  institute  a  subscription  amongst  them- 
selves, with  such  aid  as  others  may  be  disposed  to  render  them,  in 
order  to  indemnify  Publicans  for  the  injury  or  ruin  6f  their  trade  by 
legislation.  An  addition  to  the  felicity  of  this  idea  is  furnished  by 
the  further  proposal  that  they  should  make  pecuniary  arrangements 
for  supplying,  put  of  their  own  resources,  the  deficiency  which, 
if  they  succeed  in  preventing  the  consumption  of  generous,  not  to 
say  intoxicating  liquors,  they  must  create  in  the  revenue.  No  doubt 
they  will  eagerly  adopt  this  too,  and  so  preclude  the  necessity  of  an 
increased  Income-tax  to  defray  the  cost  of  their  triumphant 
agitation. 

UNIVERSITY  AND  CANINE. 

AN  Oxford  Statute,  "  concerning  the  Delegates  of  University 
Police,"  amended  in  a  "Congregation"  the  other  day,  provides 

that  :— 

"  Each  Proctor  shall,  if  he  think  fit,  appoint  one  person  or  more  to  attend 
upon  him  ;  and  the  sum  of  £30  per  annum  out  of  the  fund  hereinafter  men- 
tioned shall  be  placed  at  the  disposal  of  each  Proctor  for  the  payment  of  such 
attendance." 

.The  foregoing  paragraph  of  University  Intelligence  is  headed 
Proctors  Servants."  Out  of  the  £30  allowed  for  the  maintenance 
of  these  men,  the  Proctors  probably  have  to  pay  taxes  on  them  as 
Male  servants.  The  "Proctors'  Servants"  being  likewise  named 
Bulldogs,  arc  the  Proctors  also  obliged  to  take  out  a  licence  on  those 
followers  in  their  canine  capacity  '• 


MR.  CRABAPPLE'S  CONTENT. 

HERE  I  am,  now,  pretty  nearly,  at  the  end  of  my  career ; 

Life  must  less  and  less  worth  living  get  for  me,  year  after  year, 

Being,  although  far  from  well-off,  not  yet  absolutely  poor, 

I  've  a  great  deal  to  complain  of,  but  might  have  a  great  deal  more. 

I  might  now,  if  I  had  married  in  my  young  days,  have  a  wife 
Who  would  be,  within  a  year  or  so;  at  my  own  time  of  life, 
Probably  infirm  and  ailing ;  very  likely  peevish  grown  : 
Load  of  flesh  to  be  supported — in  addition  to  my  own. 

Then  I  might  have  sons  and  daughters ;  sons  who  nought  could  find 

to  do, 

Running  me  perpetual  bills  up ;  daughters  as  expensive  too, 
Such  as  some  of  my  acquaintance  have  ;  of  whom  they  can't  get  rid  ; 
Girls  whom  no  fellows  will  marry— would  be  asses  if  they  did. 

Do  I  wish,  as  I  hear  some,  again  I  could  my  time  have  o'er  ? 
No,  I  don't ;  did  to  get  money  what  I  could  do  :  could  no  more. 
For,  suppose  I  now  before  me  had  the  race  which  I  have  run, 
As  I  had  no  fortune  left  me,  so  I  should  have  hope  of  none. 


All  in  Good  Time. 

SHUT  up  the  Pubs ! 
Why  not  the  Clubs  ? 

Can't,  all  at  once— that's  why. 
But  now  get  thin 
End  of  wedge  in — 

Drive  it  home  by-and-by. 


Sausages. 


OF  RUDENESS.—  Asking  a  Minister  if  he  likes  Epping 
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CONSIDERATE    CRITICISM. 

Rustic  (to  Jiis  Friend}.  "  WA — AL,  THA'S  BETTER  THAN  DOIN'  o'  NAwrnV,  I  s'roos',  GEAROE  !  !" 


ST.  PAUL'S  SERMON  FROM  ST.  PATRICK'S  TEXT. 

OH,  London  is  a  big  place,  and  Dublin  is  a  little  one, 

And  St.  Paul's  on  fame  has  a  fast  hold,  where  St.  Patrick's  has  a 
brittle  one. 

And  if  Dublin  could  boast  a  big  brewer  of  stout  in  the  late  SIB 
BENJAMIN  GUINNESS, 

Our  BABCLAY  and  PEBKINS  is  to  him  as  a  first-rate  to  a  pinnace. 

But  SIR  BENJAMIN  GUINNESS  he  put  down  his  thousand  a  hundred 
and  thirty, 

To  cleanse  and  restore  St.  Patrick's,  dilapidated  and  dirty, 

And  now  here 's  SIR  HENBY  ROE,  another  stout  Dublin  citizen, 
t  Cathedral  restoration  an  equally  hot  fit  is  in. 

And  all  to  the  honour  of  his  high-prized,  but  no  longer,  alas,  high- 
priced  Church, 

Undertakes  to  raise  from  its  ruins  Dublin's  sister-cathedral  Christ- 
Church. 

And,  eke,  for  the  ousted  Establishment  that  he  was  born  and  bred  in, 

lo  build  a  handsome  Synod-House,  to  lay  its  evicted  old  head  in. 

Ah  me.  when  will  London's  citizen-roll  show  us  its  HOE  and  its 
GUINNESS, 

For  all  so  big  as  is  London's  talk,  and  abundant  as  London  tin  is ! 

Where  will  she  find,  'mong  the  city-mice  who  to  fatness  have  fed 
on  her  fat  ricks 

One  to  do  for  St.  Paul's,  what  GUINNESS  and  ROE  have  for  Christ- 
church  done  and  St.  Patrick's  ? 

Come  enter  my  gates,  you  money-grubs,  from  your  courts,   and 
alleys,  and  slums  busy, 

And  look  upon  me,  to  your  shame — "  st  opprobrium  quatras — cir- 
cumspifc  !  " 

Here  I  stand.  WBEN'S  masterpiece,  in  your  midst,  all  naked  and 
unfinished, 

With  my  noble  interior  blank  and  bare,  and  my  fair  proportions 
'minished, 

For  want  of  the  colour  to  warm  me,  and  the  gold  for  their  defining. 

And  starve  in  the  cold,  while  at  my  feet  you  are  in  your  Guildhall 
dining: 


Rich  enough  among  the  lot  of  you  witho  sovereigns  to  tile  my 

dome  in, 

Nor  feel  a  penny  the  poorer  each  civic  millionnaire's  home  in, 
Yet  Dublin  can  find  two  citizens ;  when  London  in  vain  may  seek 

one, 
To  do   more  for   her  two  poor    churches,    than    you   for    your 


unique  one ! 


So  no  wonder  disgust  has  waked  to  speech  the  tongue  in  my  bricks 

and  mortar, 
And  that  St.  Paul's  face  blushes  to  look,  at  St.  Patrick's  across 

the  water'! 


CAUTION  TO  CLERGYMEN. 

ON  Monday  afternoon,  last  week,  the  first  of  a  series  of  lectures 
"  designed  to  counteract  the  progress  of  unbelief  among  the  educated 
classes  of  society,"  was  given  in  St.  George's  Hall,  Langham  Place, 
by  the  ARCHBISHOP  OF  YOKE.  It  was  specially  directed  against  the 
theory  of  Development  of  Species,  and  appears,  by  a  report  of  it,  to 
have  consisted  mainly  of  general  observations,  which  had  been  made 
before.  Towards  the  achievement  of  the  desirable  end  which  is  that 
of  these  lectures,  here  is  the  contribution  of  a  little  doggerel : — 

Would  you  win  Latitude  ? 
Will  you  by  Platitude? 

To  which  may  be  added  the  suggestion,  that  your  discourse  should 
never  be  as  long  as  it  is  usually  wide. 


"Ex  Luce  Lucellum." 

TO  WASTE-PAPER  DEALERS.— To  be  Disposed  of  :   An  immense 
quantity  of  unmatched  Classical  Literature,  the  writer  having  no  further 
use  for  it,  and  the  authorities  of  the  House  compelling  immediate  clearance. 
Tenders  to  be  sent  to  "L.  L.",  Brimstone  Budget  Office,  Somerset  House. 

N.B.  This  is  an  opportunity  that  will  never  occur  again,  as  MR.  L.  L.  has 
resolved  in  future  to  get  his  Tax  first,  and  consult  the  Classics  afterwards. 


Prtnt'°P    95"h;  °"*°  '<. 


'su?.i°?nP.h  95"h;  °"*°  '<.  Hol'o'd  Squire  In  the  Parlth  of  •«.  Jam«.  Clerk-nwell,  In  the  "onntr  of  Middle.**,  at  the  Printlnu  OIHcei  of  Mes«n.  Bradbury,  ET.H!.  *  Co..  Lomb«rd 
reel.  In  the  Precinct  of  Whitefnain,  In  tie  City  ol  Ixmdon,  »nd  Published  by  him  at  No.  85,  Fleet  Street,  in  the  Parish  of  St.  BrUe,  City  of  London.-StioaoiT,  May  «,  1871. 
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v,  Mai/  I,    bcga: 

men 

and  smut'  ainu 
May  is  held  to  net  th 
pulses    dancing,   am 
there  is  no  reason  wli; 
the     political      puls 
should  not  enjoy  it 
dance  with  tie 
In  tin-  II. .11     of  Coin 

mons 

Slup!  This  day  \va 

opened      lli,>      l.ondol 

International     Kv 

bitiiin  at    i. 
This  day  twent] 
ago  was  onencd   tin 
I  old  Snow  whirl 
we  shall  all  remembe 
wliilo  memory   hold 
her  seat  in  this  Dis- 
tracted Oil 

,  iillirit  th- 

snle  of  this  said  orl 
ha-,  been  illlthatchei 
forsome.andwhiteui  i 
for  others,  since  tha 
remarkable  51  ay-da j 
i.t'  l-^"'l.  Tim  lagf 
c'-n •nniiiiul  was  noi 
mui-li  like  tli"  first 
hut  we  had  n  tine  day 
and  everything  wouli 
ha\  •  none  ott'dolight- 
fnlly  out  for  tl, 
l>idity  of  the  polici 

arrangements.  These  angered  tis  at  the  time,  but  we  are.  paoilu  d 
now,  and  smile  at  the  recollection  of  the  fiery  furnace  of  a  gallery 
in  which  Mr.  Punch  and  all  the  Diplomatists  were  roasted  in  a  vain 
endeavour  to  get  out.  He  congratulates  the  Heir-Apparent,  and 
all  concerned,  upon  the  success  of  the  day.  Where  the  Exhibition 
is,  and  what  is  in  it,  Mr.  1'mn-h  hopes  to  learn  at  some  future  time. 
The  poliee  kept  the  secret  very  well  this  Monday. 

In  the  House  of  Commons  there  was  a  great  fight.  ME.  W.  H. 
SMITH,  M.P.  for  Westminster,  brought  on  a  resolution  against 
MH.  1!.  Lo-Lo's  Budget.  He  spoke  excellently.  80  did  several,  on 
both  sides,  out  of  the  many  who  let  themselves  off : 
Deep  in  the  ring  BOB  LOWE  engaged, 
And,  fierce,  DISRAELI'S  broadsword  raged." 
Your  BARING,  your  HIM. rv,  your  LUDIIOCK,  your  SrANsn:Ln,  your 
HARCOURT,  were  among  the  combatants.  Your — he  shall  be  our 
O.  MIIIII.AN  spoke,  and  happily  referred  to  a  famous  contribution 
made  by  Mi;.  PI-TYS,  as  part  of  His  Diary,  to  this  journal  some  years 
back,  wherein,  it  was  shown  that  men  are  often  very  liberal  when 
ordering  dinner,  mui'li  less  so  when  the  bill  comes' in— the  lloii-e 
readily  voted  armaments,  but  grudged  taxation.  There  is  a  brilliant 
future  before  MR.  MORGAN,  if  he  continues  to  study  the  Great 
Authority  on  Everything.  MR.  GLMISIUM:  s|«,ke  with  accustomed 
vigour.  Shall  we  re-produce  anybody's  argument?  Perish  the 
thought !  The  division  was  the  argument,  and  the  Government 
obtained  a  majority  of  8.">,  .'!!">  to  •>:>(>.  If  it  be  that  there  are  only 
378  "available"  Liberals, and  there  were  14  pairs,  the  party  stood 
loyally  by  its  chiefs. 

The  Lords  forwarded  the  Trades  Unions  Bills — and  could  get  no 
information  as  to  an  alleged  proclamation  by  the  Chinese  Govern- 
nieiu  to  the  elt'ect  that  they  mean  to  repress  the  practices  of  the 
agents  of  the  Missionary  Unions. 

In  that  sanie  august  House,  the  Bill  for  dealing 
with  the  YVcstiin-.ith  |;iir-  of  Assassins  was  explained.  It  gives 
COH8ldershl«  powers,  anil  if  aeted  upon  with  rapidity  and  vigour, 
tin-  \V<stmeath  Kin-  will  speedily  be  between  four  walls,  and  the 
vicious  circle  will  thus  be  squared.  The  LOUD  LIEUTENANT  seems  to 
have  ample  authority  to  arrest  anybody  who  is  in  Westmeath, 
or  is  suspected  of  having  been  there  within  a  given  time.  >'ow,  aa 
e\er\  member  of  the  Assassins'  Association  is  stated  to  be  known  at 
the  Castle,  the  moment  tin-  Bill  passes— we  suppose  it  would  be  too 
dreadfully  irregular  tq  deal  a  moment  sooner  with  those  whom 
I.oi:i>  Sw.i-i;,  r.\  very  properly  called  Thiurs-then;  should  be  a 
wholesale  razziu.  He  declared  his  belief  that  ordinary  law,  suited 
to  law-abiding  people,  ought  not  to  be  tried  on  barbarous  people, 
and  he  would  give  LORD  SixiuintsT  power  to  stamp  out  murder  in 
Ireland  as  Thuggee  was  stamped  out  in  India.  But,  as  LADY 

VOL.  LX. 


Irish  lad\  "there  is  a  form  in  these  things, 

Madam,  tin  re  is  a  form." 

Sevei  al  ti.pies  eame  up  in  tin-  Commons,  and  notices  of  ho.stility 
the  BUI    fur  dealing  with  our  fat    friend   Bung  wen-   givi  ii.      lie  i- 
out  mightily,  and  there   is  a  memorial  against  the  measure 
rv  public-house,   so  an  industrious  tip] 

many  petitions  in  the  course  of  his  day's  walking  abroad  and  reeling 
home.  MR.  \Viiu.i.  i:v  finished  the  evening  by  a  row  with  tin 
sn:\Mi:  anything  to  put  on  idenct.  On  another  night 

the  same  Honourable  Member  moved  for  all  the  correspondence  about 

MIKIHV,  the  lecturer,  but  did  not   persist  in  the  demand  after  tin 
House    had    been    told   that    the    i    suit  would  be-  a  ponder, , us  am 
trims  Blue-Book.     Surely  the  matter  may  be  left  to  the  law, 
which  Mr.  I'unck  In, pcs  will  be  hard   upon  the  rullians  who  I 

lisluiii  nt   for  coarse  assaults  on  other  p, ,, pie's. 

d  ouly  by  moral  kicking,  sin-h 
.  I'niti-h. 

Wednesday.  This  was  the  Great  hay  of  Fun.     This  will  be  known 

u  Woman's   Wednesday.     One  whose  voice  reminded  Mi:.  c,i,u>- 

<   i  hat  of   a  friend  and  colleague,  the   \uiee  was  the  voice  oi 

•lit  on  his   Bill  for  giving  \Vomen   \ 

Parliamentary  ns.     As  every  Lady  worthy  of  the  beautiful 

name  reads  every  word  of  Mr.  /V»<7/.v,  In-  need  not  particularly 
invite  feminine  attention  to  the  following  excerpts  (selections,  ikars) 
from  tin-  very  amusing  debate  : — 

Mi;.  Mi:  1 1,  iir  hoped  that  the  Government  would  leave  thin  an  open 
question. 

MR.  (li.uisiuM  said  '•  Hear,  hear!"  which  meant  open. 
MR.    K \SIWKK    supported.     Women  are  not  so  turbulent  and 
revolutionary  as  men,  and  all  their  reforms  would  be  of  the  mildest 
character. 

MIL  UOUTEBIB  resisted  change.  Women  ought  not  to  be  forced 
into  the  mud  of  politics.  Educated  women  did  not  seek  the 
franchise,  and  surely  we  did  not  want  to  give  it  to  the  lower  class 
of  women.  As  for  woman  needing  protection,  her  true  protection 
was  in  the  tact  that  tin  re  was  not  a  man  of  forty  who  did  not 
identify  hi*  happiness  and  his  interests  with  one  woman,  "or  with 
ihun  om  woman"  (laughter).  Mind,  this  was  a  very  sharp  and 
telling  speech,  but  MR.  BOUVKRIE  ought  not  to  have  called  MB. 

a  crude  sophist. 

M  u.  Seoi -RKIELD  could  not  see  why  the  wish  of  the  vast  majority 
;!'  women  to  be  let  alone  and  live  quietly  should  be  set  at  nought 
For  the  sake  of  a  small  set  of  demonstrative  talkers.  Some  of  them 
he  half  believed  to  be  men  in  women's  clothes.  He  thought  the 
hould  demand  the  photographs  of  the  women  who  wanted 
this  Bill. 

MR.  GLADSTONE  remarked  that  the  Bill  avoided  any  statement  of 
reasons  for  the  change  it  proposed.  He  saw  the  greatest  objection 
:o  the  attendance  of  women  at  elections.  Then,  why  were  Married 
Women  to  be  disqualified.:'  He  was  ready  to  discuss  the  question 
whether  women  might  not  vote  by  deputy.  There  was  no  grievance 
m  the  part  of  the  "  upper  ten  thousand,"  but  there  was  an  increase 
in  the  number  of  selt-dependent  women  in  the  lower  classes,  and 
Kjrhaps  they  obtained  less  than  justice  from  English  law.  He 
bought  that  we  struck  a  serious  blow  at  the  law  of  Marriage  when 
we  passed  the  Divorce  Act.  He  could  not  support  this  Bill,  out  was 
glad  that  the  activity  of  thought  was  directing  itself  to  the  adjust- 
ment of  the  relations  between  Man  and  Woman. 

LORD  JOHN  MANNERS  supported  the  Bill.  Women  ought  to  have 
>een  able  to  express  their  feelings  on  that  very  Divorce  Act  which 
'oncerned  them  so  much. 

MR.  BKHKSFORD  HOPE  opposed  the  Bill.    He  had  a  high  respect 
or  the  women  of  this  country,   but  thought  a  woman's  tongue, 
harpened  by  debates  and  journalism,  a  very  formidable  weapon. 
le  would  certainly  keep  women  out  of  the  Hurly-Burly  of  politics, 
le  gathered  from  MR.  GI,AI>SIM\I:'S  speech  that  he  would  soon  be 
lonverted  to  the  Women's  Rights  side.    If  single  women  were  en- 
ranchised  you  could  not  exclude  married  women.    We  should  have 
n  the  House  Emotional  and  Sentimental,  rather  than  Logical  and 
ninar  men.     Our  legislation  would  become  hysterical  and  .spas- 
modical. 

DR.  LTON  PLATFAIE  held  that  real   "politics,"  separate    from 
iart  y,  was  the  science  of  governing,  and  we  had  no  right  to  shut  out 
rom  it  half  the  population.     He  disapproved  of  the  definition  of 
woman's  mission  as  being  that  of  "  making  life  endurable." 

MR.  HKNRY  JAMES  strongly  assailed  the  Bill.     He  denied  the 

apacity  of  woman  for  politics.      Woman's  gift  of  ajnnpnthi/  matte 

ii/ii-  impassible  to  her.    She  was  utterly  blind  to  error  on  the  side 

n  which  she  ranged  herself.    He  ended  one  of  the  most  eil'cctive 

nd  most  applauded  speeches  that  have  been  made  for  a  long  time, 

iy  saying  that  the  arguments  against  tin-  measure  would  be  undcr- 

tood  by  all  who  remembered  the  first  words  from  their  first  in- 

truetress,  and  in  maturer  years  bad  felt  the  influence  of  a  pure 

woman's  love. 

Mi:.   W.utn   FlcxT  supported  the  Bill.    Women  were  religious, 
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UNPREJUDICED! 

Swell  (at  the  R.  A.  Exhibition}.  "HAW!  'VB  YOU  ANY  IDEA-W  WHAT  FELLA w's  PICTCT-ABS  WE'RE  TO  ADMI-AKE  THIS  YE-AR  ! !  !  ?" 


and  reverenced  law,  and  would  legislate  beneficially.  Some  women 
were  not  logical,  but  how  many  men  were  ?  It  was  old  prejudice, 
not  reason,  that  opposed  the  change. 

ME.  NEWDEGATE  thought  that  Catholics  who  followed  DR.  MAN- 
NINO  and  the  Jesuits  would  support  the  Bill,  in  order  to  damage 
and  render  unbecoming  political  institutions  which  were  free,  and 
therefore  hateful  to  Rome.  (We  assure  our  readers  that  we  sum- 
marise truthfully,  as  ever,  and  permit  ourselves  no  larks.  Get  the 
Standard  for  May  4.) 

ME.  BRIGHT  would  have  liked  ME.  JAMES  to  be  answered  by  some 
of  the  women  who  were  listening  to  that  debate.  But  as  no  lady 
cried  out  from  the  gallery  that  she  was  ready,  the  House  divided, 
and  there  were — 

For  giving  Women  votes 151 

For  refusing  Women  votes         .....    220 

Majority  for  Refusal       ....      69 

My  dears,  you,  the  Darlings  of  England  and  of  Mr.  Punch,  I 
know  that  you  are  all  as  glad  of  this  decision  as  possible,  whatever 
you  may  pretend,  in  your  delightful  sauciness.  There ! 

Thursday.  As  the  Lords  could  not,  constitutionally,  worry  our 
dear  old  Lo-Lo  in  his  capacity  of  Chancellor  of  Exchequer,  they 
got  at  him  as  Master  of  the  Mint,  and  had  a  debate  about  the  New 
Mint  (which  is  to  be  on  the  Thames  Embankment)  and  there  were 
unkind  things  said  about  officials.  LOED  LANSDOWNE  defended  the 


establishment,  and  introduced  a  gracefully  implied  compliment  to 

reputation,"  whose  pupil  the  chemist 


DR.  JOHN  PERCY  "  of  European 
to  the  Mint  had  been. 

The  POSTMASTER-GENERAL  stated  that  he  had  dismissed  a  valuable 

public  servant  for  having  divulged  part  of  some  telegraph  message 

about  a  turf  matter.    It  was  exceedingly  wrong  in  an  official  to 

betray  any  secret,  and  as  for  this  one,  remember  what  is  said  in  Le 

£       '  •  a  secret  need  not  be  respectable  to  be  respected." 

Then  did  we  have  another  Budget  fight.    ME.  TOERENS,  in  a 

capital  speech,  proposed  that  MR.  LOWE  should  not  be  allowed  to 

make  the  Income-tax  more  than  Five-pence.    There  were  some  very 

smart  things  emitted  in  the  debate.     ME.  BERNAL  OSBORNE  said 

that  the  Income-tax  payer  would  answer  MR.  Lowr  as  the  Needy 


Knife-grinder  was  answered,  "  I  give  thee  sixpence,  I  will  see  thee 
&c.,  first."  ME.  CROSS  called  the  Government  Fools !  But  then  he 
did  so  in  Greek  (Nfrnoi),  which  took  away  all  the.[rudeness.  We 
have  not  had  any  Greek  in  the  House  for  a  long  time.  MR.  CROSS 
has  not  forgotten  Rugby  and  Trinity.  The  two  great  leaders 
finished  with  rather  a  spirited  combat,  and  MR.  TOHRENS  had  the 
satisfaction  of  leading  forth  248,  the  Government  having  294— 
majority  for  the  Sixpenny  Income-tax,  46.  "  We '11  remember  at 
Aix"— »'.  e.,  at  the  very  next  general  election,  Gentlemen  of  the 
Majority. 

Friday.  We  finished  a  lively  week  very  dully.  The  Lords  talked 
about  Artillery,  and  the  Commons  about  Paupers.  Yet  there  was 
vice  mingled  with  our  dulness,  for  we  read  the  Income-tax  Bill  a 
Second  Time.  

ANYTHING  TO  OBLIGE. 

THE  subjoined  announcement  in  the  newspapers  has  given  general 
satisfaction : — 

"THE  PURCHASE  or  POSTAGE-STAMPS. — After  the  30th  June  next  the 
permission  which  has  been  hitherto  granted  to  Officers  of  the  Post-Office  to 
purchase  postage-stamps  from  the  public  will  be  withdrawn,  and  such  pur- 
chases thenceforward  forbidden." 

This  fresh  proof  of  a  constant  anxiety  to  afford  the  Public  every 
possible  accommodation  cannot  but  add  very  much  to  the  popularity 
of  Government.  Its  kindness  really  becomes— yes— oppressive. 


Bob  and  Jerry. 

MR.  LOWE  has  abandoned  the  principle  of  constructing  a  Budget 
so  as  to  make  it  unpleasant  to  everybody.  He  has  adopted  that  of 
concentrating  its  unpleasantness  on  one  class.  This  is  an  advance 
on  the  famous  rule  of  JEBEHY  BENTHAM.  It  may  be  formulated  as 
the  greatest  possible  unhappiness  of  the  smallest  number. 


"A  Low  FREEBOARD." — The  food  which  is  provided  for  poor 
people  in  a  workhouse. 
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PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


SCIENCE    APPLIED    TO    ART. 

ANGELINA  SQUILLS  (THE  DOCTOR'S  DAUGHTER)  BY  A  JUDICIOUS  USE  OF  HER  FATHER'S  STETHOSCOPE,  is  ABLE  TO  DETECT  AND  ENJOY 

THE   DELICATE  TENOR  VOICE  OF  THE   INTERESTING  YOUKO   CURATE  WHO   LODQES  NEXT  DOOR. 


PUNCH'S  PROTEST 

Against  all  WoHNM't  Movements  towards  the  Souse  of 
Commons. 

No — JUDY — no — I  '11  yield  to  none  in  husbandly  docility, 


i  flnge; 

Common  sense  the  House  of  Commons  as  arena  for  masculine  folly 

ticks ; 
Nor  have  Mollies  and  Follies  a  right  therein,  because  its  trade  is 

polly-ticks : 
If  they  try  to  get  credit  in  that  house,  they  may  run  up  some  jolly 

ticks, 
But  their  power  to  redeem  their  pledges,  spite  of  JACOB  BRIGHT,  I 

deny. 

Of  the  feminine  element,  as  it  is,  we  've  enough,  and  too  much,  in 

breeches ; 
From  both  sides,  and  below  the  gangway,  too  many  an  old  woman 

preaches ; 
The  only  tongue-fence  we  want  is  that  which  serves  to  bar  out  long 

speeches — 
And  that 's  not  the  sort  of  tongue-fence  the  ladies  would  supply. 

You  drive  in  the  small  end  of  the  wedge  when  you  ask  votes  for  the 

spinster : 
Soon  her  married  sister  would  claim  to  send  her  mouth-piece  to 

Westminster : 

Then,  if  the  wife  voted  one  way,  and  her  husband  voted  against  her, 
A  nice  life  her  lord  and  master  would  have,  till  he  ate  his  humble 

pie! 

WORDS  TO  THE  WISE.— Never  give  people  wine  who  are  not  worth 
their  salt. 


QUESTIONS  OF  CONSCIENCE. 

ISN'T  it  high  time  there  should  be  an  end  of  such  announcements 
as  the  following,  which  appeared  the  other  day  in  the  Times  t — 

"  CONSCIENCE  MONEY. — The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  acknow- 
ledges the  receipt  of  the  second  halves  of  two  £50  notes  from  '  M.  D.'  on 
account  of  unpaid  Income-tax ;  also  of  £40  for  the  public  account." 

Is  it  possible  that  "M.  D."  means  Doctor  of  Medicine?  Can  a 
physician  be  capable  of  encouraging  the  confiscation  of  fees? 
Whatever  "  M.  D."  may  be,  he  might  have  considered  if  the  per- 
verse aggravation  of  an  unjust  impost  was  the  occasion  whereon  to 
send  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  what  is  termed  "  con- 
science "  money  for  unpaid  Income-tax.  Anybody  who  keeps  an 
enlightened  conscience  would  know  better  than  so  to  assist  in  the 
spoliation  of  himself  and  others.  "  Nobody  ought  to  be  wiser  than 
the  laws."  Corollary :  No  one  need  be  honester  than  the  Govern- 
ment. 

Suppose  "  M.  D."  had  lived  in  JACK  SHEPPAED'S  time.  Suppose 
he  had  been  summoned  by  that  tax-gatherer  to  stand  and  deliver. 
Suppose  he  had  surrendered  all  the  property  he  thought  he  had 
about  him.  Suppose  JACK  SHEPPAUD  nad  made  off  with  it.  Sup- 
pose "  M.  D."  had  then  discovered  a  banknote  left  in  his  pocket- 
book.  Would  he  have  sent  the  halves  of  it  as  "  conscience  money  " 
to  JONATHAN  WILD  ? 


The  Tap  and  Turf. 

WHICH  is  the  more  ruinous  vice,  betting  or  boozing  ?  Whether 
is  a  Racing  Stud  or  a  Public-house  the  more  objectionable  ?  If  the 
Publican's  trade  is  to  be  diminished  because  it  affords  facilities  for 
drunkenness,  why  not  the  Stud-keeper's  because  it  affords  facilities 
for  gambling  ?  If  that  generous  liquor,  beer,  is  liable  to  abuse,  is 
not  occasion  for  evil  likewise  afforded  by  that  noble  animal  the 
horse  ?  Suppose  BUJJO  subjected  to  a  repressive  Licensing  System, 
ought  not  similar  restrictions  to  be  imposed  on  racing  Noblemen  ? 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 
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ALL    THE    DIFFERENCE. 

Meek  Little  Country  Lady.  "  How  LONG  CAN  I  WEAR  THAT  SOKT  OF  HAT,  DO 
YOU  THINK  ?" 

Milliner.  "  WELL,  MA'ASI,  IN  TOWN  IT  WILL  BE  QUITE  OLD-FASHIONED  BY 
THE  END  OF  THE  SEASON.  OF  COURSE,  is  TBS  COVSTRY  A  LONDON  HAT  WILL 
LOOK  WELL  FOR  A  LONG  TIME  ! " 


MORE  OF  OUR  CLEVERNESS. 

ANYBODY  who  wishes  to  oblige  Mr.  Punch  will  go  to  the  DUKE  OF  WELLING- 
TON'S Riding  School  at  Knightsbridge,  where  there  is  to  be  a  great  Fancy 
Bazaar  this  week,  supported  by  half  the  Lady  Peers,  and  will  select  some  exceed- 
ingly charming  object  from  one  of  the  stalls,  of  course  paying  whatever  is 
asked  by  the  exceedingly  charming  vendor.  The  fortunate  purchaser  will 
then  bring  the  object,  in  a  Hansom  cab,  or  otherwise,  to  85,  Fleet  Street,  and 
leave  it,  and  a  polite  message.  Now  you  may  think  that  this  paragrapli  is 
designed  to  assist  an  excellent  scheme,  one  for  an  Hospital  at  V entnor.  It 
may  have  that  effect,  but  Mr.  Punch's  chief  purpose  is  to  invite  attention  to 
the  spread  of  belief  in  the  Separate  or  Cottage  Principle  of  Hospital  building. 
This  he  regards  as  one  of  the  great  Sanatory  advances  of  the  age,  and  as  he 
has  preached  on  the  text  of  isolation,  many  a  time  and  oft,  he  is  paying  a 
tribute  to  his  own  prescience  in  recording  the  success  of  his  teaching.  He 
would  like  a  slight  memorial  of  his  wisdom  and  goodness,  and  therefore  he 
again  suggests  that  his  admirers  should  visit  the  Ducal  Bazaar. 


HURRAH ! 

A  M:\voystcr-bed  has  been  discovered  on  the  Dutch  coast,  near  Flushing 
A  fleet  of  Colchester  smacks  has  brought  over,  each  smack,  one  hundred  and  forty 
tubs,  each  containing  one  hundred  and  fifty  oysters  !  Dutch  beds !  It  sounds  as 
if  the  oysters  must  be  nice.  Don't  they  lie  in  Holland  sheets  ?  Now  that  oui 
favourite  tune  "/»  Kafire  ll'ortlt,"  goes  so  high  as  to  be  quite  beyond  our 
n.miass,  welcome  to  these  natives  of  Holland!  England  is  the  home  of  the 
exile.  \\  h;i(  i. \ilc  so  welcome  as  a  new,  cheap,  and  succulent  variety  o 
Ottrca  i'llulis  f 


A  Venture. 

ONI:  of  the  new  Joint  Stock  Companies  (Limited)  is  called  the 
Company."    The  name  strikes  us  as  a  little  unfortunate. 


'  Bog  Mining 


LU-LU  v.  LOW-LOWE. 

Lu-Lu  she  can  spring, 
Like  a  shaft  from  the  string, 
Or  a  stone  from  a  sling, 

Fivc-and-twenty  feet  eh -ail  ; 
As,  for  weeks  past,  hath  been 
At  the  Holborn  Cirque  seen  : 

And  as  posters  display 
To  the  people  who  stay 
From  the  Circus  away. 

How  she  does  it,  none  kno-»  s : 
If  by  spring  from  her  toes  ; 
Or  by  springs  in  her  clothes : 

Or  some  artifice  neat. 
In  the  boards  'neath  her  feet ; 
Or  some  counter-weight  cheat- 
Such  as  Lambeth  essays, 
Its  shop-profits  to  raise, 
And  win  pudding,  not  praise. 

Cheating  counter- weights  do 
High  a  shop-profit  screw, 
Then  why  not  a  Lu-Lu  ? 

But  if  up  Lu-Lu  go, 

Like  arrow  from  bow, 

What 's  Lu-Lu  to  Low-Lown  '• 

Who  like  him,  now  alive, 
Ever  jumped,  at  a  drive, — 
Four  times  twenty  and  five  ? 

That  first  leap"showed  more  vigour  : 
And  the  space  cleared  was  big' 
Eighty-five  was  its  figure. 

But  the  spring  must  have  slackened  : 
For,  behold,  leap  the  second 
Forty-six*  only  reckoned ! 

If  a  third  leap  be  tried, 
It  Low-LowE  might  betide 
To  fall  just  the  wrong  side, 

And,  in  leaping  at  pelf, 
Floor  not  only  himself, 
But  smash  ropes,  net,  and  shelf. 

Meanwhile,  he 's  all  right ; 
Still  St.  Stephen's  delight, 
For  his  aerial  flight ! — 

After  which,  with  complete 
Double  summerset,  neat, 
He  comes  down  on  his  feet ! 

Think  of  this  leap  unmatched, 
Without  ties,  unattached, 
Oft'  an  old  budget,t  patched ! 

That  had  no  spring-  or  catch-box 
Past  the  size  of  a  patch-box, 
Or  Lucifer  match-box. 

Could  the  force  have  been  hid 
'Neath  so  tiny  a  lid. 
This  wonder  that  did, 

Of  making  Low-LowE 
No  light  person,  we  know, 
Such  a  summerset  throw, 

Turn  his  back  on  himself, 

And  from  match-box — light  elf — 

Bound  to  Income-tax  shelf, 

*  See  the  decreasing  majorities  in  favour  of  Ministers  on 
MR.  SMITH'S  and  W.  M'CULLAGH  TOHRENS'  motions. 

f  "BUDGET,  (bogette,  Fr.)  a  bag,  such  as  is  easily  carried 
[Query] . 

'  If  tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live 
And  bear  the  cowskm  budget, 
Then  my  accounts  I  well  may  give, 
And  in  the  stocks  avouch  it.' 

SHAXSPEAHE'S  Midsummer  Night' s  Dream,  Act  4,  sc.  ii." — John- 
son's Dictionary. 
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Yet,  dexterous  and  di-i  i>, 
Manage,  iit'tcr  that  leap, 
Mis  balance  to  keep  '' 
\\ 'In  T< 'K  till-  athlete,  for  go, 
In  Saint  itephens'H  show, 

:il    I,I>W-I.(I\\  i:  '1 

Ih-.ip  your  leaps,  Miss  Lr-I,u, 
And  8U11111H  rsi-ts  too — 
I.o\\-l.o\\  l:'s  mil -leapt  ;/i:ii  .' 


MY    HEALTH. 

llillitin!ii.—llVT>T>  asks  JOSI.YN-  if  he'll  play  a  game.     .losi.vx  will, 
but  observes  that  "  he  hasn't  touched  a  cue  for  rears."     linn- 
tri,  ,  tn  remember  when  it  was  that  he  last  played  a  game,     lie 

decides  that  it  was  ever  so  lou. if  ago. 

Jtli'in.  Good  plan  this  ;  because,  Istly,  if  you  iilay  badly,  why,  it 
is  evidently  because  you're  out  of  practice.  Snaly,  if  ynu  agtoniflh 

your  .:•!!'  by  making  brilliant  strokes,  it  will    lie    el.  ar  to  your  frit-lid 

that  you  used  to  be  a  first-rate  player,  and  havi  •  en  your 

science.  It  is  arranged  that  I  am  to  play  (lie  winner.  I  only 
remark  that  i  very  late.  I  !r  no  answers  carelessly  that  we 

shan't  be  more  than  twenty  minutes.     *     *     * 

Whether  it'n  the  dinner  id' yesterday,  or  the-  late  hours,  or  the 
change  of  the  weather,  I  don't  know,  but  I  am  not  so  well  this 
morning.  It's  true  that  Brim  said,  "Never  mind  what  you  d» 
to-day  (yesterday)  because  to-morrow  (that 's  now  to-day)  you'll 
begin  your  Turkish  Itaths  ;"  but  still  it  only  shows  me  that  I'  must 
be  particular  as  to  what  1  do.  It  is  evident  (if  yesterday's  doings 
were  the  Baa  e  of  tn-day's  indisposition)  that  61  thint's 

I  cannot  do  with  impunity  is  a  dinner  given  hy  .Insi.vx,  billiartls, 
champagne,  shi-i-ry,  various  drinki  afterward*,  and  to  bed  late. 

1  write  down  my  symptoms  in  a  diary,  so  as  to  be  able  1n  refer  (o 
it  afterwards  when  consult  in;;-  a  doctor.  An  cMvllent  plan,  and  as 
the  advertisement  says. if  the  Coma  (which  I  mustn't  touch)  "highly 
recommended  by  the  Faculty." 

.''mils  i  if  Tn-rliii/.      ])inrj/  nf  Hedllli. — Hot  nose I 

Eor  awhile  to  think  what  else !     1  have  got  a  inrt  of  headache 
ut  not  quite  a.  headache.     1  mean  not  'a  headache  that  makes  you 
say,  "  0  do— "  1  have  got  it  is  true  to  pull  down  the  blinds—"  O  do  go 

away No,  I  don't  want  anything,  thank  you— "  ("Thank 

you"  being  given  very  politely,  and  meaning  "  May  the  anathemas," 
&c.,  &c.)  If  you'd  only  kindly  leave  me  alone  ....  andrfoask 
that  dove  not  to  coo  ....  and  please  shut  up  that — that — dog 

....    if  I  could  only  sleep  I  might " 

No,  it 's  not  that  sort  of  thing.  Then  there  'a  a  pain  on  my  eye- 
lids, but  not  a  definite  pain,  so  I  can't  put  it  down.  General  lassi- 
tude, perhaps,  and  a  feeling  of  increased  fatness,  that  is,  what  the 
tailors  mean  when  they  inform  you  cheerfully,  having  shouted  out 
to  the  man  in  the  box,  "  Ninety-six  and  a  half ! "  they  add,  cheer- 


to  show  him  that  the  increase  below  is,  after  all,  only  symmetrically 
in  keeping  with  extension  above.  This  is  what  1  experience  this 
morning.  After  this  diagnosis  I  sum  up  truthfully  in  my  Diary  of 
Health.  Day  of  the  Month.  Time.  Hot  nose.  General  tightness. 
Weal  her.  N.K.  wind.  Appetite,  nothing  remarkable,  chiefly  an 
inclination  towards  dry  toast,  and  a  feeling  of  disgust  for  butter. 

I  do  not  like  this  Rot  Nose.  Suppose  it  swells.  Suppose  it  gradu- 
ally becomes  redder  and  redder,  a  consequence  of  getting  hotter  and 
In  it  1 1  r.  I  am  sure  that  a  hot  nose  is  a  sign  of  debility ;  M  \ •  I.I--KR,  my 
medical  friend,  once  told  me  so,  and  I  took  to  port  wine.  Port  wine, 
everybody  is  aware,  produces  this  sort  of  nose ;  therefore  the  remedy 
was,  I  hope,  homoeopathic.  I  don't  think  it  has  ever  gone  entirely 
away,  but  has  been  stealing  gradually  upwards  like  afternoon 
shadows  on  a  mountain.  Occasions  will  bring  out  my  Hot  Nose 
symptom.  The  colour  seems,  as  it  were,  to  be  done  in  a  sort  of  in- 
\  isilde  ink  in  which  secret  despatches  used  to  bo  written,  and  which 
only  show  out  after  a  warming  before  a  fire.  JOSLYN'S  dinner  has 
done  it  Or,  perhaps,  to  put  it  more  fairly,  not  being  prepared  for 
JOSLTN  8  dinner  by  a  series  of  entertainments  leading  up  to  JOSI.YN'S 
dinner,  has  done  it.  my  Aunt's  and  ])oDi)uini.i:\  ideas  of  feeding 
are  of  the  plainest  description :  so,  to  come  (as  it  were)  suddenly 
on  a  dinner  like  JOSLYN'S,  is  really  a  startler  to  my  Health. 

As  to  my  Nerves  this  morning,  I  feel  that  I  can't  bear  anything 
or  anybody,  but  that 's  owing  to  my  Aunt,  not  JOSLYN. 

I  can't  arrive  at  the  condition  of  my  Nerves,  because  there  'a  a 
shrill  voice  at  the  back  of  the  house,  out  in  the  road,  which  will  go 
on  crying  out,  "  GKOKOIXA  !  "  in  three  distinct  syllables.  I  try  to 


be— if  I  caught  her.  If  I  could '  see  her,  I  'd  tap  at  the  window 
severely,  and  threaten  her. 

The  door  of  the  yard  is  blown  open,  and  I  see  the  little  miscreant 
now — a  child  of  about  eight  t>r  ten,  or  twelve,  perhaps  (for  I  never 
run  make  out  children's  aj/vs  by  their  appearance,  and  there  really 
appears  tn  be  no  rule  as  to  when  a  child  ought  to  begin  to  talk)  is 
:ing  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  calling  "  <li:oi;-r,i:i :-M:K  '.  " 
(li di:.,i  i  XKR  is  somewhere  in  the  distance,  and  won't  answer.  It 
paralyses  my  dressing.  I  stand  at  the  window,  mesmerised  by  this 
child.  She  doesn't  change  her  key,  or  her  emphasis,  or  her  intona- 
tion. She  stands  quite  still,  and  does  it  mechanically.  I  tap  my 
window  sharply.  She  can't  near.  Why  can  I  hear/ 

"  I  ii:oit-i.i.i:-.vF.n!  "  for  the  twentieth  time. 

I  will  ring.  I  do  ring.  It  takes  a  good  deal  of  ringing  to  fetch 
up  our  enormous  Housemaid  at  the  lodgings.  She  is  so  big  that  she 
can't  come  up  with  one  pull:  three  good  ones  do  it  as  a  rule,  and 
then  not  without  a  consultation  with  some  one  (generally  the  Cook) 
invisible.  The  ceremony  of  ringing  the  bell  for  MARY  is  as 
follows : — 

Hue  pull.     No  effect  what 

Second  pull.  A  louder  one;  audible  as  sounding  down-stairs 
somewhere.  Indistinct  murmurs  also  arise  from  below,  like  those 
made  by  a  distant  crowd  on  the  Mairr.  Jiurden  of  indistinct  chorus, 
apparently.  (SfcropAe)  "  Where's  MABY  P"  (Anti-strophe.')  "Don't 
know.  I  i  tairs,  I  think."  That's  another  curious  thing,  she 's 
always  up--: 

Third  pull.    Much  louder,  and  of  a  rernonstrative  character. 

Mem.  Subject  for  something,  "  Hells  n/n/  lli-llriniji-rn,  by  One 
of  Themgelret."  Also,  "  How  to  Wait,  by  <t  Waiter."  Think  it  out. 

I  -I  .'i;..;!:l-:-JWJl//" 

Third  pull  is  immediately  followed  by  a  bell  up-stairs.  This 
brings  out  MARY  (she  is  about  six  feet  high,  ana  would  have 
made  a  capital  companion  to  a  plouph-hor,  as  a  plough-girl, 
if  there  in  such  a  person)  from  somewhere  above.  She  wants  to 
know,  over  the  banisters,  to  save  trouble,  "What  bell's  that?" 
Answer  from  an  invisible's  unrecognisable  voice  below,  "  Dining- 
room,  I  think."  MAEY  comes  down  lumpily.  She  hasn't  heard 
distinctly,  "  What  bell?"  she  asks,  rather  crossly.  Cook'g  voice 
from  below  fancies  it's  Dining-room.  MARY  heard  murmuring 
something'  about  she  wishes  as  something,  &e.,  &<•.,  and  Cook  heard 
in  answer  that  she  did,  &c.,  ttc.,  whatever  it  is;  to  which  MABY 
replies  grumpily,  that  she  (MABY)  thinks  as  she  (Cook)  might,  &c.,  &c., 
and  then  she  goes  to  the  Dining-room  and  inquires,  as  if  out  of  pure 
curiosity,  "  Did  you  ring,  Mum  ?  "  of  my  Aunt. 

It  takes  all  this  time  to  get  MARY  to  come  to  my  door.  When  she 
arrives  it  occurs  to  me  that  I  have  no  right  to  interfere  with  a  child's 
holloaing  GEORGEEI?  ER  out  in  the  road,  but  still,  if  it 's  a  nuisance 
(and  it  is),  why  not  remove  it  ? 

I  tell  MABY  from  my  side  of  the  door  that  there  is  a  child,  &c.. 
&c.,  and  will  she  oblige  me  by  stepping  out  and  sending  the  child 
away.  She  will.  I  hear  her  go  to  the  front  door,  but,  in  the  inter- 
val between  the  first  bell-pull  and  this,  GEOHGEENER  has  responded 
to  the  summons,  and  the  child  has  disappeared.  MARY  lumps  hack 
again,  and  says  through  the  door.  "  There  ain't  none,  Sir."  and  away 
she  goes  up-stairs  to  the  top  of  the  house,  so  as  to  be  well  out  of  the 
way  of  the  next  down-stairs  bell. 

I  finish  my  dressing,  and  join  my  Aunt  at  breakfast. 

I  knock  at  the  door,  in  order  not  to  startle  her,  and  enter.  Must 
be  very  conciliatory  this  morning.  The  wicker  dove-cote  is  on  the 
table,  and  my  Aunt  is  engaged  at  the  sideboard,  getting  out  some 
seed.  She  has  not  heard  me.  I  foresee  that  will  happen  when  she 
turns  round.  She  '11  be  fearfully  startled,  and  go  off  into  something 
or  other  jerky— not  hysterics,  but  a  sort  of  spasmodic  faint  pecu- 
liarly her  own. 

Shall  I  retire,  on  tiptoe,  and  re-enter  presently.  If  she  turned 
and  caught  me  stealing  out,  the  consequences  might  be  serious,  and 
in  my  present  state  I  don't  know  but  that  I  might  have  a  fit  myself. 

Shall  I  cough  ?  Shall  I  speak  ?  Not  too  suddenly.  She  is  so 
engaged  with  her  bird-seed  that  whatever  I  do  she  must  jump. 
Suddenly  it  occurs  to  me  to  take  up  the  newspaper  and  say.  '  Good 
morning,  Aunt."  .  .  I  nay  it  ...  it's  all  over.  .  .  .  She  hoe  knocked 
over  the  bird-seed  bag,  the  tray,  and  the  water,  and  is  clutching 
the  sideboard  with  one  hand,  and  plucking  at  her  left  side  with  the 
other. 

I  wish  I  knew  what  to  do  in  these  oases. 

I  've  heard  something  about  "  good  things  "  to  do  with  hysterical 
subjects— one  was,  I  think,  "Hold  'em  down  and  stamp  on  "em." 
Another,  "  Stuff  a  pocket-handkerchief  in  their  mouths."  Another, 
"  Beat  their  open  palms."  Another,  "  Undo  the  collar ;  give  them 
air"  (what  with  ?  the  bellows  if  at  hand  ?) 

Great  Eventa  in  the  Family. 

MRS.  MAI.APEOP'S  youngest  grandson  has  just  been  vaccinated. 
She  reports  to  us  that  the  child  is  doing  well,  and  the  Doctor  says  he 
has  a  beautiful  Versiclc  on  his  arm. 
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BADINAGE. 

Facetious  Bus-Driver  (offering  to  pull  up).    "  'ERE  Y'ARB,  SIR.      LOOK  SHARP,   BILL,  AND  'ELP  THE   GEN'LEMAN   IN  WITH   HIS 
LUGGAGE  !  "  Chimney-Sweep  (whose  self-respect  is  hurt)  uses  strong  language  I 

Bus-Driver.    "BEG  PARD'N,  SIR.     GEN'LEMAN  AIN'T  FOR  us,  BILL.      HE'S  A  LOOKIN' 
TOOSAWD'S,  TO  'AYE  HIS  STATTI  DONE  IN  WAX- WORK  !  I" 


OUT  FOR  A  'HATLAS.'     COIN'  TO  MADAM 


MORALS  AT  THE  ACADEMY. 

DEAB  ME.  PUNCH, 

You  were  obliging  enough,  to  request  my  attendance  at  the 
Royal  Academy  on  the  Wednesday  before  the  Private  View.  On 
that  Wednesday  cards  of  admission  were  given  to  Critics  only.  Sir, 
I  was  much  nattered  by  the  compliment  you  paid  me,  but  I  hope 
that  you  will  not  send  me  again  on  such  a  day.  I  didn't  like  it. 

Of  course  I  could  see  all  the  Pictures  with  perfect  ease.  In  fact. 
I  had  nothing  else  to  do  but  to  look  at  them,  and  I  frequently  had 
an  entire  gallery  to  myself.  The  Academy  meant  to  be  very  cour- 
teous. But  there  is  such  a  thing  as  too  much  politeness,  though  I 
admit  that  it  is  not  often  seen. 

I  should  like  to  ask  the  Academy,  and  you,  Sir,  how  a  fellow  is 
to  stand  in  judgment  on  1338  works  of  Art,  with  nobody  to  give  him 
hints,  advise  him,  and  tell  him  what  other  folks  think  ?  How  can 
he  tell  which  pictures  are  to  be  the  talk  of  the  Season  unless  he  sees 
people  crowding  round  them  ?  I  flatter  myself  that  I  can  knock  off 
a  graphic  sketch  of  a  picture-show  as  well  as  anybody  else,  if  I  can 
collect  the  general  chatter  of  a  room,  and  get  a  painter  or  two  to  put 
me  up  to  a  few  blemishes  or  merits.  But  to  send  a  man  into  the 
wilderness,  as  it  were,  and  sentence  him  to  solitary  confinement 
while  he  finds  out  things  for  himself — I  say,  Sir,  that  it  is  a  bit  of 
combined  editorial  tyranny  and  academical  cynicism. 

However,  Sir,  I  did  my  duty,  as  a  British  Critic  usually  does  in 
any  circumstances.  I  marked  my  Catalogue,  and  I  briefly  report 
the  leading  features  of  the  Exhibition. 

There  were  cloths  on  the  floors,  and  covers  on  the  sofas.  A  very 
intelligent  workman,  in  shirt-sleeves,  was  banging  and  cleaning  the 
long  seat  in  the  Sculpture  Gallery.  Persons  were  bringing  up 
flowers  in  pots,  I  presume  for  the  banquet.  A  gentleman  was 
sketching  the  big  gallery,  probably  for  a  pictorial  newspaper.  No 
refreshments  were  to  be  procured.  Anticipating  this,  I  had  bought 
a  Bath  bun  at  the  corner  of  Bond  Street.  This  (the  bun— Henri- 


etta Street,  but  I  was  not  so  hungry  as  HENBT)  I  ate  at  1'30  P.M.  in 
Gallery  No.  IV. 

Some  of  the  Academicians  exhibit,  some  do  not.  ME.  MILLAIS 
has  a  landscape,  and  the  moral  is  that  a  man  of  genius  can  do  what- 
ever he  likes.  In  fact  I  am  delighted  to  say  that  All  the  pictures 
have  Morals,  and  perhaps  I  may  as  well  connne  myself  to  pointing 
these  out,  as  mere  art-criticism  can  be  had  everywhere.  ME.  CAL- 
DEBON  has  a  splendid  lady  who  is  going  to  her  throne,  and  who  is 
just  being  finished  off  by  her  coiffeur,  the  moral  being  that  the 
humblest  service  should  not  be  despised  by  the  exalted.  ME.  ELMOEE 
has  a  beautiful  girl  carried  away  on  a  terrible  black  horse  by  a  dead 
lover,  the  moral  being  that  when  a  lover  is  dead  he  should  be  for- 
gotten by  a  well-brought-up  lady.  ME.  FEITH  has  a  great  gambling 
scene,  in  which  the  evil  passions  and  suffering  produced  by  that 
vicious  yet  fascinating  pursuit  are  set  forth  in  an  instructive  manner. 
ME.  FAED  has  a  fractious  child,  kindly  treated,  showing  mothers 
that  though  wilfulness  is  to  be  whipped,  indisposition  should  be 
indulged.  The  President  has  a  hunting  subject,  teaching  us  that 
splendid  health,  in  man  and  beast,  is  obtained  only  by  exercise.  MB. 
HOOK  has  a  benevolent  youth  extracting  a  thorn  from  the  foot  of  a 
patient  dog,  and  the  lesson  is  one  of  humanity  to  the  brute  creation, 
and  also  that  we  should  submit  quietly  to  those  who  try  to  do  us 
good.  ME.  HOBSLEY'S  two  paintings  of  a  husband  and  wife,  respec- 
tively, warming  themselves,  have  a  subtler  lesson,  which  is,  that  if 
a  husband  neglects  a  wife,  he  may  suffer  for  it.  ME.  KNIGHT  has 
some  admirable  portraits,  the  moral  of  which  is,  that  no  person  is  so 
uninteresting,  but  that  Art  can  invest  him  with  interest.  This,  Sir, 
is  often  shown  in  pictures  of  yourself. 

ME.  CHAELES  LAN DSEEE  has  three  wayfarers,  who  warn  us  against 
being  indolent  or  extravagant,  and  thus  being  reduced  to  poverty, 
though  he  also  shows  that  the  domestic  affections  survive  wealth. 
Among  the  morals  taught  by  ME.  LEIGHTON  is  one  on  the  sea-shore, 
where  we  find  that  the  simplest  actions  may  be  invested  with  the 
most  exquisite  grace.  ME.  MILLAIS,  with  a  Shakspearian  subject, 
warns  us  against  hastily  yielding  to  a  belief  that  misfortune  has 
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occurred.  MR.  BAST'S  diploma  picture,  a  schoolmaster's 
daughter  (appropriately  placed,  next  to  a  birch-wood), 
sets  out  how  successful  even  the  young  can  be  in  instruc- 
tion, if  they  impart  it  affectionately.  MR.  WKBKTEB  hat 
a  patriotic  work  calculated  to  stimulate  the  energies  of 
our  gallant  Volunteers,  and  urge  them  to  renewed  efforts 
to  become  efficient,  and  thus  gain  the  love  of  their 
country  and  of  His  Royal  Highness  the  DUKE  OK  CAM- 
.  Mil.  WARD  presents  to  ladies  who  have  had  the 
reprehensible  ambition  to  secure  the  affections  of  the 
husbands  of  others,  a  terrible  instance  of  the  result  of 
such  a  course,  an  offender  in  that  way  being  reduced 
to  sitting  down  on  damp  stops  in  the  open  air.  MR. 
"\Viai.s  teaches  us  (and  it  would  be  well  if  some  public 
writers  took  the  lesson  to  what  they  call  their  hearts) 
that  MR.  SECRETARY  BRUCE  is  by  no  means  the  monster 
he  is  often  called,  but,  though  not  precisely  an  Adonis, 
a  gentleman  of  intelligence  and  suavity. 

It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  the  Associates,  as 
younger  men,  who  have  not  had  so  much  experience  of 
the  '.wickedness  of  the  world  as  their  superiors,  should 
be  so  earnest  and  impressive  in  the  enforcement  of  morals ; 
but"  I  am  pleased  to  bo  able  to  state  that  their  teaching 
is  all  in  an  excellent  direction,  that  MR.  FEOST  points  out 
the  inconvenience  of  an  incomplete  toilet  when  one  may 
be  summoned  into  society  ;  that  MR.  MARKS  has  a  well- 
directed  reproof  for  those  who  are  slovenly  and  litter 
floors  with  papers ;  that  MR.  GEORGE  LESLIE  represents 
the  propriety  of  an  inferior  showing  thoughtful  attention, 
as  evidenced  by  a  charming  pirl  pouring  out  refreshment 
for  her  lovely  mistress  (no  such  attention  was  paid  to  your 
Critic),  that  MR.  DURHAM  has  a  striking  illustration  of 
the  advisability  of  sea-bathing ;  that  MR.  WALKER  has 
painted  a  fearful  warning  of  the  fate  which  will  attend 
a  female  who  perseveres  in  unlawful  courses  ;  and  that 
MR.  POTNTEK  has'  put  in  the  most  attractive  light  the 
charm  conferred  upon  beauty,  when  we  behold  it  minis- 
tering kindness  to  the  animal  creation. 

Having  thus  acquitted  myself  of  my  duty  as  your 
critic,  in  regard  to  the  works  of  the  Academicians  and 
Associates,  I  reserve  notices  of  other  productions.  I  now 
merely  remark  that  our  Continental  friends  have  not  as 
yet  had  time  to  become  imbued  with  the  same  instincts 
of  propriety,  and  that  however  desirable  it  may  be  to 
warn  persons  of  the  female  sex  not  to  be  carried  to  Court 
in  carpets,  such  hints  might  be  left  to  the  LORD  CHAM- 
BERLAIN. It  is  also  to  he  wished  that  the  Slave  Trade 
could  be  put  down,  but  visitors  to  the  Royal  Academy 
can  do  little  in  this  respect,  and  it  would  be  better  that 
whatever  exposure  of  that  system  is  necessary  should 
be  made  to  SIH  SAMUEL  BAKER.  I  forbear  to  enlarge  on 
this  topic,  for  fear  of  falling  into  the  error  which  1 
reprehend  in  others. 

Now,  Sir,  as  regards  Art  itself,  as  illustrated  at  the 
Academy,  I  would  begin  by  saying,  that  if  I  recur  to 
the  times  of  the  ancient  Greeks,  and  ask  myself  what 

was  the  Grecian  Ideal 

[The  answer  which  our  Contributor  obtained  was,  as 
might  have  been  expected,  idiotic,  in  the  modern  sense 
of  the  word.  He  will,' therefore,  forgive  us  for  omitting 
three  columns  of  particularly  instructive  disquisition, 
and  will  accept  the  assurance  that  he  shall  be  employed 
on  different  work  in  future.  We  subjoin  his  conclusion, 
however.] 

Lastly,  Sir,  I  must  observe  that  Refreshments  ought 
to  be  provided  for  the  Critic.  I  would  also  urge  that  a 
cigar  might  be  permitted  to  him  while  musing  on  the 
works  he  is  sent  to  judge.  On  this  head  I  am  sustained 
by  Academical  authority.  I  cite  the  following  lines 
from  a  new  poem,  the  "Age  of  Stucco,"  by  HENRT 
O'NEIL,  A.R.A.  Of  smoking,  that  good  and  wise  man 
says, 

"  Nor  think  the  practice  idleness  destroys, 
The  half  unconscious  act  promotes  its  joys, 
Yet  aids  the  mind  in  its  attempt  to  chain 
The  thoughts  engendered  in  the  busy  brain." 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  Your  faithful  Servant, 

WlNKELMANN  FlTSELI  DOBBS. 


Progress. 

A  EECENT  philologist  states  that  the  word  "  German  " 
is  derived  from  GOMEB.  See  how  development  has  pro- 
ceeded !  No  one  would  now  think  of  calling  a  German 
a  Gomeril. 


PROMPT    AND    PRACTICAL. 

Reverend  Stranger.    "My  GOOD  MAN,  CAN  YOU  TELI,  ME  THE  NEABEST  WAT 
TO  THE  CATHEDRAL  1 " 

Scotch  Cabby.  "  JIST  INSIDE  THE  CAB  HEBE,  SIB." 


THE  DEVELOPMENT  OF  DRESS. 

MB.  DABWIN,  tell  a  Tailor, 

How  the  need  for  him  arose  ; 
Did  the  laws  of  Nature  fail  her 

To  supply  mankind  with  clothes  ? 

She.  whilst  they  were  Apes,  had  clad  them, 

Many  an  age,  with  copious  hair  ; 
Stripped  when  circumstances  had  them, 

Could  she  not  re-clothe  the  bare  ? 

Gained  Giraffe's  neck  elongation, 

Through  long  reaching  up  to  trees  ? 
Would  not  climate's  alteration, 

Have  re-dressed  us  by  degrees  ? 

Nature,  it  may  be  suggested. 

Would  the  naked  race  in  fur 
Coats  and  aprons  have  invested — 

Man  and  Woman— him  and  her. 

But  the  Tailor's  institution, 

DARWIN,  negatives  your  plan ; 
We  defy  all  evolution 

To  evolve  a  Suit  for  Man ! 

Brutes,  alone,  from  tails  to  noses, 

Are  attired  in  Suits  which  grow. 
We  make  ours — no  puff  of  those  is 

Meant,  of  course,  in  saying  so. 

N.B.  Directions  for  Self-measurement,  which  would  have  been  altogether 
useless  to  the  Marine  Ascidian,  or  even  the  Anthropoid  Jackanapes,  promptly 
forwarded  on  application  to  our  celebrated  Establishment. 
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"YOU'LL    MAKE    ME    VERY    ANGRY." 

F  course  Mr.  Punch  is  familiar, 
but  he  means  by  no  means  to  be 
vulgar,  when  ho  shouts  out  to 
every  Bishop,  in  something  like 
the  words  of  a  once  famous 
American  song — 

"  0,  stick  your  raitre  tighter,  and  roll 

up  your  lawn  sleeve. 
For  MI'AI.L  and   OLD    MODO    are 
coming,  I  believe." 

It  is  no  joking;  matter.  The 
Honourableand  Dissenting  Mem- 
ber for  Bradford  is  about  to 
make  an  onslaught  upon  the 
Church  of  England,  lie  is  stated 
to  suppose  that  he  shall  have 
eighty-live  votes.  That  is  not 
much.  But  if  lie  pours  on  the 
Church  half  the  fury  with  which 
he  assails  the  Press,  there  will 
soon  bo  "  mitres  on  the  green." 
The  newspapers  do  not  report 
him  and  the  other  orators  of  thp 
Liberation  Society  fully.  Edi- 
tors  are  stupid  enough  to  think 
that  it  will  be  time  enough  to 
give  importance  to  agitators 
when  they  shall  have  achieved 
Something,  however  little.  Mean- 
while it  is  believed  that  the 
Public  is  base  enough  to  take 
more  interest  in  the  siege  of 
Paris,  LOW-LOWE'S  Leap,  the 

International  Show,  and  even  Chester  Races.  MB.  MIALL  thus 
thunders  at  the  newspapers:— 

"  Whenever  we  say  we  will  bear  it  no  longer,  they  will  do  something  for 
us.  Commercial  interest  is  with  them  the  main  interest.  Half-a-jozen 
columns  are  given  on  what  is  going  on  in  France,  a  column  and  a  half  is  given 
for  sporting  intelligence,  and  then  they  have  not  room  to  report  the  proceed- 
ings of  a  movement  upon  which  they  will  have  to  live  for  the  next  six  or  ten 
years.  We,  Protestant  Dissenters  of  England,  are  engaged  in  a  mighty  cause, 
and  we  will  not  stand  it — we  won't  endure  it  at  all.  We,  who  sustain 
them,  and  who  sustain  through  them  partly  the  Liberal  party— I  say,  WE 

WON'T  STAND  THIS  THING  MUCH  LONGER !  " 

"  Away  to  Heaven,  respective  lenity, 
And  fire-eyed  Fury  be  my  conduct  Now  !  " 

But,  once 

the  Journalii 

both,  and  "  ready  to  smite  twice,  and  smite  no  more.  The  Bishops 
may  take  care  of  themselves — 'tis  work  at  which  some  of  them  are 
not  unapt — but  we  scarcely  know  what  the  Press  is  to  do,  because  we 
do  not  know  what  MB.  MIAUL  is  going  to  do  to  the  Press.  Only,  it  is 
something  very  dreadful  indeed.  Could  not  a  Deputation  of  Editors 
wait  upon  him,  each  clad  in  a  penance-sheet  made  of  his  own 
journal,  and  humbly  beg  for  mercy  'i  Punch  is  at  present  unequal 
to  saying  more,  except  that — 

There  was  a  schismatic  called  MIALL, 

Whose  wrath  spirted  out  of  its  vial, 
Says  he  to  the  Press, 
"  You'll  report  me,  I  guess, 

Or  I  '11  hang  you  all  up  without  trial." 


ice  more,  it  is  no  joking  matter,  either  for  the  Hierarchy  or 
lalists.    This  is  the  terrible  enemy  who  is  in  arms  against 

'*   ^./-.o/1-it    4-n    o-mitn    +Tn-1fin      OT»(-1     OTVtlto    T»n   TMATli  T  n  O     Kl«nm"»Q 


"MORE  GLADIATORS!" 

(Roman  Cry.) 

MR.  PUNCH  reads  (with  qualified  satisfaction)  this,  among  the 
"  literary  items,"  of  the  week  : — 

"  A  new  Review  is  in  contemplation.  It  is  believed  that  there  is  room  for 
such  a  periodical,  if  conducted  upon  the  old  principle  of  giving  Slashing 
Articles,  instead  of  mere  essays,  or  puffs.  We  believe  the  name  has  not  yet 
been  fixed  upon." 

We  have  the  greatest  pleasure  in  presenting  the  intending  Slasher 
with  a  name.  The  Chvenoquarterfy  ltcr!<-ir.  lint  it  will  come  a 
Crasher.  "  The  world  is  weary  of  the  past,"  as  SI/EI.I.EY  says.  The 
cry  of  the  Arena  bores  us. 


The -Fair  Unrepresented. 

Wmr  ought  not  Women  to  have  the  Suffrage  ?    Because  wo  are 
afraid  of  their  votes,  and  not  of  their  violence. 


"IN  THE  MEREY  MONTH  OP  MAY." 

MAY-MONTH,  when  the  mind  runs  on  flowers,  till  even  the  omnibus- 
cads  stick  a  bud  in  their  button-holes,  and  a  spray  of  lilac  under  their 
horses'  head-stalls  !  How  it  disgusts  Punch  to  hear  conceited  idiots, 
members  of  the  Horticultural  Society,  crowing  over  the  conserva- 
tories and  sub-tropical  gardens,  the  flower-shows,  and  acclimatisa- 
tion feats  of  the  present  day  1. 

I  say,  our  ancestors  were  wiser  than  we  are  m  horticulture,  as  in 
most  things. 

Had  not  their  old-fashioned,  fragrant,  perennial-planted  lush 
and  luxuriant  gardens  a  braver  show,  a  better  smell,  than  these 
pretentious,  purse-proud,  mushroom-lived,  pot-plant  gardens  of  the 
present  day,  when  we  change  our  flowers  with  our  fashions,  and 
brin,"  our  '"bedding-out"  bravery  ready  made  from  the  forcing 
house,  as  the  ladies  do  their  spring-bonnets  from  the  milliner's  show- 
Gardens,  indeed !  I  say,  gardening  has  gone  to  pot  altogether. 
Scotch  gardeners !  Pooh !  Pedants,  with  a  half -educated  itch  for 
Latin  names,  and  the  experiences  of  an  Arctic  climate  :  all  for  botany 
and  hot  water :  with  more  belief  in  glass  than  in  celestial  sun- 
shine. Give  Punch  an  old  open-air  English  garden,  with  its  masses 
of  cabbage-roses  ;  its  beds  of  fragrant  herbs,  marjoram  and  mignon- 
ette, musk  and  lavender,  southern-wood  and  sweet  basil ;  its  wall- 
flowers and  stocks  ;  its  clove-pinks  and  carnations. 

Think  of  an  old  English  hostelry,  with  clean  sheets,  smelling  of 
lavender,  and  sweet  herbs  stuck  in  the  windows,  and  then  of  a  new 
English  railway  hotel,  with  its  faint  odour  of  ready-made  soup,  and 
its  general  suggestion  of  gas-leakage. 

Think  of  old  IZAAX  WALTON,  on  a  May  morning,  by  the  side  of 
Lea  River,  where  now  stand  gas-works  and  patent  manure  manu- 
factories, looking  down  the  meadows,  and  seeing  here  a  boy  gather- 
ing lilies  and  lady-smocks,  and  there  a  girl  cropping  culver-keys 
and  cowslips,  all  to  make  garlands  suitable  to  this  present  month  of 
May  ;  and  these  and  many  other  field-flowers  so  perfuming  the  air 
that  he  thought  "that  very  meadow  like  that  field  in  Sicily  of 
which  DIODOKUS  speaks,  where  the  perfumes  arising  from  the  place 
make  all  dogs  that  hunt  on  it  to  fall  off,  and  to  lose  their  hottest 
scent."  Think  of  the  smells  of  Lea  river-side,  now  ! 

Think  of  walking  arm-in-arm  with  his  Fiscator  and  Venatur 
in  the  cool  shade  of  a  honeysuckle  hedge  within  a  mile  of  Totten- 
ham High-cross ! 

Think  of  an  old  English  farm-house  parlour,  low-roofed  and  oaken 
raftered,  with  old  English  beau-pots  in  the  broad  window-seats  ! 

Think  of  ...  anything  but  what  Punch  is  forced  to  think  of 
here  in  London  now-a-days. 

Think  of  every  sight  and  smell  that  seems  most  akin  to  May,  and 
it  will  be  old  English  all  over. 

Old  England  revelled  in  flowers,  loved  them,  fresh  and  dry.  sat 
among  them,  strewed  them  on  its  floors,  slept  in  sheets  that  smelt  of 
them,  distilled  them  for  drinks,  ate  them  in  salads  !  For  jiroof, 
here  is  an  Old  English  spring  salad  of  168-2.  Y'ou  will  find  it  in  the 
Food  Journal's  domestic  recipes  for  May : — • 

"  There  is  a  sort  of  sallct  commonly  gathered  in  the  sprinpr,  consisting  of 
divers  young  buds  and  sprouts  both  of  trees  and  shrubs,  the  which,  being 
gathered  discreetly,  with  nothing  but  what  is  very  young  and  tender,  and  so 
that  no  one  thing  exceed  the  other,  but  there  may  be  a  line  agrceim-nt  in 
their  relish,  if  so,  it  will  be  very  acceptable  to  many.  Violets,  small  sprouts 
of  burnet,  young  leaves  of  primroses  and  flowers,  mints,  sorrel,  buds  of  go. .sc- 
hemes, roses,  barberries,  flowers  of  burragc,  bugloss,  cowpangles,  and  im-h- 
angel." 

There  is  flowery  food  with  a  vengeance !  Think  of  New  England's 
lambs  cropping  it,  as  Old  England's  hard-a-weathers  did,  to  the 
sweetening  of  their  breaths,  the  purification  of  their  bloods,  and  the 
general  encouragement  of  a  sweet,  green  spring-time  turn  of  mmd. 

Black  Mail  and  Red. 

How  much  happier  we  are  than  the  French !  We  have  no  Com- 
mune :  we  have  no  Civil  War.  Our  Ministers  gratify  our  populace 
first  by  allowing  them  to  dictate  the  national  expenditure,  and 
secondly  by  imposing  the  whole  weight  of  it  on  the  upper  and 
middle  classes  iu  the  Income-tax.  Perhaps  the  French  would  be  as 
much  at  peace  as  ourselves,  if  the  respectable  part  of  them  would 
only  submit  to  be  plundered. 

Ministerial  Irish  Melody. 

GUARDED  by  surrounding  Ocean, 

Britons  never  will  be  slaves, 
.For  it  is  the  Land  of  GUSCHEN  ; 

Where  Britannia  rules  the  waves. 


REVIEWS  TO  BE  WBITTEN. — Development  theory.    Mil.  DAKWIN 
and  DH.  NEWMAN  on  each  other's  books. 
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A    POSITIVE    FACT. 

Victim  (inspecting  his  Negative).    "  H'u  ! — VERY  GOOD. 
HAIR  HAS  COME  OUT  WELL!" 


BUT  D'  YE  THINK  MY 


A  PUBLIC-HOUSE  P^AN. 

( Wittier' I  Licence — to  be  continued,) 

HURRAH,  hurrah,  for  "  Wested  Rights," 

The  Flag  that  through  a  thousand  lights 

Has  hraved  the  battle  and  the  breeze, 

Its  legend  "  Do  what  we  dem  please '. " 

The  Licence  of  the  Licensed  \yittler 

Shall  be  made  larger  and  not  littler. 

So  bring  the  biggest  hogshead  out, 

Of  hocussed  beer,  and  salted  stout, 

And  drink  "  Long  live  the  Wittlers'  licence"— 

(Which  words  I  uses  'em  in  my  sense.) 

Why  shouldn't  parties  mix  their  liquor, 

Which  some  likes  thin,  and  some  likes  thicker  ; 

Some  likes  it  smaller,  and  some  stiffer, 

And  taps,  like  tastes,  in  course  must  differ  ? 

The  Truth  this  here 's  about  the  size  on— 

"  What 's  one  man's  drink 's  another's  p'ison." 

Then  please  your  tastes  and  fill  your  glasses, 

And  drink  the  true  'ornes  of  the  masses. 

Wich— ax  the  'usbands,  not  their  spouses— 

If  Public's  'omes  ain't  Public  'ouses  ! 

So  draw  your  liquor  with  an  'ead — 

The  wicked  Licence  Bill  is  dead ! 

And  toss  your  tipple  o'er  your  tongue — 

The  BBUCE  knocks  under  to  the  BUNG  ! 


The  Bill  and  the  Payers. 

IT  is  not  for  our  feast  bespoke 

That  we  object  the  cost  to  bear, 
When,  laden  with  an  equal  yoke, 

Each  has  to  stand  bis  proper  share. 
'Tis  when  the  fare  we  ordered  not, 

But  others,  and  on  us  you  call, 
The  lesser  number  of  the  lot, 

To  pay  the  bill,  and  pay  it  all. 


A  CABINET   QUESTION. 


GIVEN,  Ministers  with  nothing  to  live  upon  but  their 
precarious  earnings,  how  long  would  it  be  before  they 
would  discover  the  possibility  of  a  substitute  .for  the 
Income-tax  P 


SEVERITY  OF  THE  SESSION. 

UNSPARING  retrenchment  has  reduced  numerous  clerks  and 
labourers  to  pauperism.  Extraordinary  estimates  have  been  met  by 
necessarily  heavy,  but  unnecessarily  partial  and  grievous,  taxation. 
The  liberty  of  individuals  is  threatened  by  legislation  influenced  by 
Sabbatarian  teetotallers.  Anxiety  and  distress  have  been  inflicted 
on  thousands  of  struggling  families,  and  very  lar^e  numbers  of 
persons  are  made  more  or  less  miserable  by  accomplished  or  immi- 
nent Acts  of  Parliament. 

Example  may  teach  people  to  bear  the  afflictions  which  they  ex- 
perience under  the  hands  of  a  chastening  Government  with  fortitude. 
The  Legislature,  which  has  impoverished  them,  and  menaces  their 
comforts  and  enjoyments,  would  set  them  that  example  by  volun- 
tarily submitting  themselves  to  a  certain  severity  of  self-denial 
which,  would  be  particularly  seasonable.  Accordingly,  perhaps 
MR.  GLADSTONE  will  invite  the  House  of  Commons,  with  a  view  to 
the  despatch  of  unpleasant  public  business,  to  forego,  for  this  year, 
their  accustomed  observance  of  that  special  parliamentary  holiday, 
the  Derby.  Or;  should  our  good  PREMIER  feel  reluctant  thus  to 
exhibit  himself  m  the  character  of  an  austere  pedagogue,  his  genial 
CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  will  doubtless  be  only  too  happy 
to  deliver  his  proposal  of  no  Derby  holiday  for  him  in  the  quality  of 
Usher.  Perhaps,  to  make  it  the  more  gracious,  BOB  MATCHBOX  will 
point  it  with  a  Latin  joke. 


Ninnies  at  Full  Length. 

LET  us  cease  to  call  the  confiscation  of  Sixpence  in  the  pound  out 
of  some  people's  incomes,  the  Income-tax.  If  we  call  it  a  tax  at  all, 
instead  of  calling  it  a  robbery,  let  us  term  it  the  Nincom-tax.  Thus 
we  shall  characterise,  with  an  elegant  abbreviation,  the  class  of 
persons  who  quietly  endure  it. 


SPORTINO  SAILORS.—"  Epsom  Salts." 


THE  PREMIER  ON  THE  BEAUTIFUL. 

ON  his  legs  at  the  Royal  Academy  Dinner,  MR,  GLADSTONE  spoke, 
and  said : — 

"  We  live  in  times  -when  the  extraordinary  activity  of  the  human  mind  in 
regard  to  all  material  pursuits  more  and  more  demands  the  counterpoise  of 
steady  and  sedulous  cultivation  of  all  that  pertains  to  the  true  culture  of  the 
human  spirit.  That  study  of  beauty— I  might  venture  to  say,  without  fear 
of  being  misunderstood,  that  worship  of  beauty— to  which  your  vocation  calls 
you,  is  among  the  most  powerful  of  those  counteracting  means  to  which  we 
must  look  to  check  the  tendency  of  mankind  to  become  in  an  increasing 
degree  the  slaves  of  mere  material  purposes  and  enjoyments." 

Hear,  hear !  One  way  in  which  Artists  study  beauty,  or,  we  may 
venture  to  say  without  fear  of  being  misunderstood,  worship  beauty, 
is  that  of  surveying  beautiful  landscapes  with  a  studious  eye 
in  order  to  paint  them.  How  will  this  study  of  beauty  be 
possible  when  the  scenery  which  constitutes  beautiful  landscapes 
shall  have  been  wholly  destroyed,  as  it  is  in  course  of  being  by  the 
Progress  which  keeps  on  improving  it  off  the  face  of  the  earth  P 
Hear,  our  PREMIER.  If  scenery  is  worth  painting,  much  more  is  it 
worth  preserving ;  and  is  not  what  is  true  of  ike  flora  equally  true  of 
the  fauna  t  Hooray  for  GLADSTONE  !  The  Statesman  has  spoken 
out,  encouraged,  evidently,  by  a  late  Division  relative  to  an  open 
space,  threatened  with  enclosure  by  Philistines.  He  means  to  check 
the  tendency  which  has  been  exhibited  by  Ministers  to  become  in  an 
increasinig  degree  the  slaves  of  mere  material  purposes  and  enjoy- 
ments. The  New  Forest  Bill  has  been  abandoned.  All  the  remain- 
ing beauty  of  Epping  Forest,  let  us  hope,  will  be  spared  too. 


Progress  and  Peace. 

THE  French,  borne  back  from  cutting  German  throats, 
Forthwith  set  to  at  cutting  one  another's ; 

Indeed  all  recent  history  denotes 
At  what  a  rate  mankind  are  growing  brothers. 
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8.    The 

University  Tests 
Bill  was  discussed  iu 
the  Upper  Chamber, 
and  LORD  SALIS- 
nrkY,  Chancellor  of 
Oxford,  moved  an 
Amendment  rivaling 
a  new  Test.  His 
great  object  was,  he 
said,  to  uphold  the 
supremacy  of  Reli- 
gious Belief.  This 
very  proper  object 
lie  proposed  to  effect 
by  calling  upon  all 
Tutors  and  Pro- 
fessors to  make  a 
solemn  declaration 
that  they  would  not 
teach  any  opinion 
opposed  to  the  teach- 
in?  and  authority  of 
the  Bible.  He  be- 
lieved that  the  young 
men  at  the  Uni- 
versities would  be 
exposed  to  very  ter- 
rible dangers,  unless 
this  or  some  such 
security  were  taken. 

LORD    KllIBKRLEY 

objected  to  this  new 
Test,  because  it  was 
not  wanted,  and 
because  it  was  vague. 
The  Universities 
must  be  the  reflex  of 
national  thought. 

The  BISHOP  OF  GLOUCESTER  AJJD  BRISTOL  (DR.  ELLICOTT)  said  he 
believed  that  the  Bill,  un-amended,  would  bring:  a  judgment. 

The  ARCHBISHOP  OF  YORK  believed  nothing  of  the  kind,  and  said 
that  while  the  nation  valued  Religion,  it  would  be  taught  at  the 
Universities.  The  proposed  Test  would  affect  none  but  men  of  the 
most  sensitive  conscience.  We  should  rather  depend  on  stirring  up 
religious  thought,  and  assisting  those  who  laboured  to  promote  it. 

The  DUKE  OF  SOMERSET  reminded  the  House  that  Oxford  knew 
how  to  take  tests  in  a  non-natural  sense.  The  proposal  would  spoil 
the'  Bill,  and  had  no  doubt  been  introduced  for  that  purpose. 
Protect  Christianity  !  That  might  survive  even  the  House  of 
Lords. 

LORD  HARROWBY  supported  the  Amendment,  and  the  BISHOP  OF 
LINCOLN  (DK.  WORDSWOBTH)  protested  against  the  Bill,  partly 
because  it  would  be  a  great  hardship  to  parents,  whom  LORD  SALIS- 
BURY had  said  were  considered  by  the  Advanced  party  at  the  Uni- 
versities as  "very  undesirable  appendages  to  Undergraduates." 

The  MARQUIS  OF  LANSDOWNE  said  the  Test  would  not  apply  to 
the  Coaches,  who  did  so  much  of  the  real  work  of  teaching. 

The  BISHOP  OF  OXFORD  (DR.  MACKARESS)  pointed  out  the  emi- 
nently religious  character  of  the  Keble  College,  which  had  neither 
tests  nor  endowments. 

l.nuii  CARNARVON  thought  that  the  Amendment  would  meet  the 
views  of  the  Dissenters,  whom  he  warned  against  alliance  with 
Secularists. 

The  BISHOP  OF  CARLISLE  (DR.  HAKVEY  GOODWIN)  said  that  the 
test  would  be  an  insult  to  some,  idle  in  the  case  of  others,  and  use- 
less in  all  eases. 

The  BISHOP  OF  SALISBURY  (DR.  MOBERLEY)  had,  as  a  Head- 
master, sent  thousands  of  young  men  to  Oxford,  but  had  done  so 
with  a  heavy  heart,  because  of  the  flood  of  infidelity  that  had  swept 
over  that  place.  The  test  would  not  do  much,  but  such  as  it  was,  he 
approved  it  cordially. 

LORD  WESTIIURY  said  that  infidelity  in  Oxford  had  not  arisen 
from  want  of  tests  or  of  bigotry.  The  tost  would  expel  the  con- 
scientious and  admit  the  irreligious.  He  had,  however,  visited 
Oxford  lately,  and  was  inclined  to  think  that  the  imputations  on  it 
were  slanderous. 

The  BISHOP  OF  MANCHESTER  (DR.  FRASER)  described  the  Amend- 
ment as  panic-legislation,  and  unstatesmanly. 

LORD  SALISBURY  carried  his  Amendment,  on  division,  by  77  to 
66  —  majority,  5  only. 

He  also  carried  Amendments,  but  by  the  small  majorities  of  8  and 
of  2,  for  excepting  Heads  of  Colleges  from  the  Bill,  and  for  prevent- 


ing changes  by  any  but  Parliamentary  authority  in  qualifications  for 
Headships  and  Scholarships. 

After  this  interesting  debate  (which  involved  questions  of  as  much 
gravity  as  any  that  could  be  submitted  to  Parliament,  and  which 
can,  of  course,  be  recorded  only  in  an  appropriate  tone),  the  Tests 
Bill  went  through  Committee.  It  passed  on  Friday,  after  a  protest 
from  the  LORD-CHANCELLOR  against  the  Amendments. 

In  the  Commons,  very  different  topics  came  up.  Mr.  Punch  is 
honoured,  if  not  happified,  in  stating  that  both  "  Bung  and  Baron  " 
hare  obtained  signal  victories.  The  Nobleman  has  overtlirown  the 
Local  Burdem  Bill,  and  the  Publican  has  overthrown  all  the 
Licensing  part  of  the  Licensing  Bill,  and  will  most  possibly  defeat 
the  rest.  The  PREMIER  announced  these  facts. 

We  then  had  a  debate  on  going  into  Committee  on  the  Army  Bill. 
The  fact  is  that  "the  Colonels  "  mean  to  crush  it  if  they  can.  After 
a  defeat  by  250  to  187  to-night,  they  went  on  dividing  on  the 
question  of  adjournment,  and  after  the  fifth  division  MB.  GLADSTONE 
gave  way,  saying  that  he  should  like  to  fight  it  out  with  them,  but 
had  consideration  for  Members  who  were  being  kept  up  till  two  in 
the  morning. 

Tuesday.  Government  made  a  revelation  of  exceeding  shabbiness. 
CM-TAIN  BURGOYNE,  the  gallant  officer  lost  with  tin-  Captain,  had 
inourred  liabilities  of  about  £500,  for  the  benefit  of  that  ship.  His 
widow  is  asked  to  pay  them,  the  Admiralty  referring  creditors  to  the 
poor  lady.  This  is  felt  to  be  "too  bad  "  in  the  painful  circumstances. 
But  Routine  must  be  respected.  However,  CAPTAIN  BURGOYNE 
having  had  a  right  to  draw  for  £210  more,  for  furniture  for  him- 
self, than  he  did  draw  for,  in  its  preternatural  liberality,  the 
Admiralty  will  let  this  sum  go  in  aid  of  MRS.  Hi  IH;<>YWE.  ADMIRAL 
BYNG  was  shot,  as  VOLTAIKE  said,  four  enctntrager  lea  mitres,  and 
widows  are  left  to  pay  debts  contracted  by  their  husbands  in  the 
interest  of  the  Sea-Service. 

In  the  Commons  MR.  MIALL  made  his  long-menaced  attack  upon  the 
Church  of  England.  He  moved  a  Resolution  to  the  effect  that  it 
was  expedient,  at  the  earliest  practicable  period,  to  imitate  in  regard 
to  her  the  course  that  had  been  adopted  in  regard  to  her  Hibernian 
Sister.  It  is  due  to  Ma.  MIALL  to  say  that  he  was  calm,  argumen- 
tative, and  able.  He  considers  the  Church  to  be  a  Failure  and  an 
Injustice.  Previously  to  his  speech  there  was  presented  from  Brad- 
ford (for  which  he  sits)  a  petition  in  which  21,700  ratepayers  prayed 
the  House  not  to  do  what  he  asked.  According  to  MR.  DOD,  there 
are  only  21,471  electors  in  Bradford. 

Mother  Church  was  gallantly  championed.  MR.  BRUCE,  Home 
Secretary,  praised  her,  and  saw  no  reason  for  the  attack.  But  SIR 
ROUNDELL  PALMEB  made  the  speech  of  the  night,  and  eloquently 
argued  that  the  Church  fulfilled  ner  duties,  and  was  working  better 
than  Dissent.  To  destroy  her  would  be  to  prepare  the  way  for 
Revolutions.  MR.  RICHABD  complained  of  her  ascendency  in  Wales, 
where  nearly  all  the  lower  class  are  Dissenters.  Among  the 
speakers  was  DR.  BALL,  who  naturally  smarted  from  the  Irish  cam- 
paign, and  hit  out  hard  at  the  Ministers  for  being  half-hearted  in 
their  defence  of  the  Church.  MR.  LEATHAM,  supporting  the  motion, 
objected  to  Dissenters  being  led  by  a  Cabinet  of  Churchmen,  and 
intimated  that  it  might  be  broken  up  by  displeased  Liberals. 

The  leaders  then  went  in.  MR.  DISRAELI  was  historical,  and 
showed  the  dangers  of  destroying  churches.  He  declared  that  the 
majority  in  the  nation  were  for  the  Church.  Now  that  we  were 
educating  the  people,  the  more  they  would  desire  a  learned  clergy, 
a  refined  ritual,  and  the  beautiful  offices  of  the  Establishment.  He 
thought  there  was  an  end  of  subversion ;  the  God  Terminus  had 
been  discovered.  He  called  on  the  PREMIER  to  let  his  trumpet  give 
no  uncertain  sound. 

ME.  GLADSTONE  distinctly  declared  that  the  Government  would 
oppose  such  a  resolution,  both  then,  and  in  future.  For  1300  years 
the  Church  of  England  had  entwined  itself  with  the  hearts  of  the 
people  of  England,  and  could  not  now  be  torn  away.  He  admitted 
that  a  combination  of  Dissenters  might  break  up  the  Liberal  party, 
but  such  a  consideration  should  not  be  a  governing  motive  with  him. 
The  motion  was  at  variance  with  the  established  convictions  of  the 
country,  and  before  ME.  MIALL  could  convert  the  House  to  his 
opinions  he  must  convert  to  those  opinions  the  majority  of  the  people 
of  England. 

MR.  MIALL  admitted  that  the  House  had  raised  its  character  as  a 
deliberative  assembly  to  the  highest  pitch  by  listening  with  so  much 
attention,  silence,  and  good  temper  to  statements  repugnant  to  the 
feelings  of  a  large  majority  on  both  sides.  [Well  said,  MR.  MIALL. 
If  there  was  tact  in  this  speech,  it  was  gentlemanly  tact.  And  you 
spoke  justly.  Is  there  any  other  Assembly  in  the  World  that  would 
have  so  behaved  ?] 

On  division  there  were — 

For  the  Church 374 

For  Dissent 89 

Majority  for  the  Church          .        .    285 
Let  the  Poets  have  their  due.     COWPEB  and  WORDSWORTH  were 
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quoted  in  the  debate.     Let  Mr.  /'««<•/,  have  his  due.   He  mentioned 

,-k  that    Mi:.  MIM.I.   expaoM    h  h  1\  -In,    votes. 

T(W»<-«W  was  n  markable  onl  *«  little  defeat  of  the 

Government  on  a  Bill,  inti  '  *,  for  tin    l-.xemption 

,,t  Charitiea  from  Kates.  Itwasoppoied  hy  Mi.-.  i,  and  that 

gentleman   h.  ing   inti  rmpt.d  l.\  '  Dvnoe,    vide,    nde! 

"tients  with  «;>•  •  ivisii'M,  hi  cause  they 

ill  a  majority.      His  0]>p<  '"I    '•>  >"•' 

Hill  nut  'that'is  up  In  the  hour  ol  Wedm  -day  adjournment),  so  they 
made  a  dreadful  noise,  and  in  tli.-  e«d  be*t -tke^ovenunent  by  llv 
In  si.  'Hun  they  made  a  still  more  dreadful  no. 


PARSON,    PARADISE    LOST,    AND    PUNCH. 


T/ii/i-xilni/.  l.onn  Hoi  i.-irmx  a-  i'.niY  to 

liis  I  'niM-i-Mty  Test    rather  than   risk  a  collision  with  the  Commons. 
l.i i in.  SAIJSBTrBT,  of  course,  utterly  refused  to  do  so,  and  in  alii. 
to  his  small  majority,  reminded  the  lion-. -of  uhat  i  -.said 

ahoiit     tin    di\  t    the   I'.islioj.s,   "  when  those  who  liked 

them,  liked   tin  in    less    than    dinner."      LORD    l'n:\* 
re]nited  to  have,  to   his  honour,  trend  judgment  in   Kpiein 
the  artistic  sort,  and  to  whom  ol  taunt  did  not  apply. 

tested  ;<-h  an  imputation  on  his  fellow  peers. 

I. oitn  S.M.isiiritY  then  spoke  on  a  matter  on  which  he  in  an  autho- 
rity, an  Indian  grievance.  M<  i.  hauls  in  Calcutta  and  Madras  wish 
for  a  Commission  to  inquire  into  Indian  finance,  the  annual  migra- 
tion of  th.  Government,  and  the  constitution  of  the  I 
Council.  The  l>i  hi:  OF  ARGYLL  denied  that  there  was  a  grievance, 
iscd  l.oiin  M  \YO,  and  said  thiit  the  petitioners  wei*  only 

enough  cause  for  enrage«ae*t, 

dear   HIM:  OF  AKUU.I.,  and   1'nnrh  wishes  that  a  certain  class  in 
Knsland  had  more  of  the  Indian  spelt. 

Nothing  like  definitions.     MR.  LOWE  pave  a  definition  of  direct 
and  indirect  taxation.     Tin  -former  he  re).n  sent,  d  to  !«•  that  wiMh 
the  payer  could  not  anyhow  recover  from  the  community.     A\ 
sixty  per  cent,  of  indirect,  twenty-Jive  per  cent,  direct,  and  tin 
neither.     Mr.  Tuni-h  trusts  that  the  nation  is  better  after  this  lucid 
explanation. 

Comfort  for  private  folks  who  now  and  then  commit  a  carelessness 
or  an    oversight.       Such   serious   blundering  was  made  will. 
Income-tax   Bill  that  it  had  to  be  withdrawn.     MR.  GLADSTONE 
was  very  sorry.    Pooh !  a  trine,  when  one  has  several  things  to  think 
about. 

Another  demonstration  against  the  Army  Bill,  and  Ms.  CARPV 
actually  roused  into  giving  it  to  his  antagonists  hot.    They  were 
trying,  under  pretence  of  economy,  to  bolster  up  a  rotten  system. 
Well  hit,  our  Druid. 

Friday.  The  Commons  sat  in  the  morning,  and  discussed  the 
Westmeath  Outrages  Bill,  which  was  expounded  by  LORD  HAHTTNG- 
TON.  Some  Irish  Members  made  speeches  against  it  pro  forma,  and 
the  debate  was  adjourned.  A  Colonial  Debate  followed,  and  MR. 
KNATCHBULL  HUGESSKN  made  an  admirable  speech,  contending  that 
the  Colonial  Office  watched  with  the  most  affectionate  care  over  all 
MRS.  BRITANNIA'S  chickens  at  a  distance. 

Debate  on  the  conduct  of  an  Asiatic  Premier  and  his  master.  The 
Minister  is  stated  to  have  invited  seventeen  of  his  sovereign's  rela- 
tives to  dinner,  and  to  have  murdered  them  all.  The  Indian  Govern- 
ment deposes  the  NAWAII  of  Tonk,  the  sovereign  in  question,  as  an 
accomplice.  He  sends  an  Embassy  to  allege  that  he  has  been  un- 
fairly used.  The  matter  stands  over  until  SIR  STAFFORD  NORTH- 
COTE  returns  from  America.  It  is  impossible  for  English  persons  to 
sanction  such  methods  of  getting  rid  of  poor  relations,  and  we  hope 
that  the  NAWAB  will  clear  himself  of  complicity  with  his  energetic 
Premier. 


X  most  eases  Mr.  I'niirh  lets 
his  <'oircspon. lents  alone 
with  '  ity,  and  he 

!y  wishes  that,  most  of 
them  would  trial  him  in  the 
same  manner.  In  fact.  In- 
has  very  few  Correspondents, 
strictly  spcakiii!,',  for  tin- 
word  implies  that  wri: 
answers,  and  this  is  by  no 
th.-  state  of  affairs 
between  .Mr.  1'n  in  h  and 
myiiads  whose  letters  pass 
from  his  letter-box  to  his 
waste -paper  basket.  Now 
and  then,  however,  he  makes 
an  exception  "to 
the  others,"  ami  lie  is  inclined 
to  ene.nirairc  those  whom  it 


an 

the 
T 

:; 


,ne.  ni   by 
•ample  of  the  writer 
following  l.-tter.  That 
is,   unhappily,   a 

Law    Established, 
.  allows  HH 
idea,"    burns 
Land,   and 


I  sent  you  a  stamped 
and  directed  uwol^f  for 
Hhe  retara  of  tiie  verse*  which 
I  concluded  you  did  not  mean  to  insert,  and  I  asked  yon  to  state 
your  reason  for  their  rejection.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  waiving, 
in  my  favour,  your  rule.  Your  answer" was  courteous,  but  I  protest 
against  your  reason.  You  said  that  they  were  "composed  of 
indifferent  puns  strung  together  in  a  style  not  now  acceptable." 
Do  you  consider  Punch  a  greater  person  than  MILTON,  of  whom 
perhaps  you  may  have  heard  r  Did  you  ever  read  this  passage  from 
the  Battle  of  the  Angels?  It  comes  after  the  discharge  of  the 
cannon : — 

"  Leader,  the  terms  we  sent  were  full  of  weight, 
Of  hard  contmti,  and  full  of  force  urged  home, 
Such  as  we  might  perceive  amused  them  all, 
And  stumbled  many :  who  receives  them  right 
Had  need,  from  head  to  foot,  well  underttand  : 
Not  understood,  this  gift  they  have  beside 
They  show  us  when  our  friends  walk  not  vpriylit." 

I  suppose,  Sir,  that  Mr.  Punch  in  his  remarkable  fastidiousness, 
would  have  struck  these  lines  out  of  Paradise  Lost,  if  he  had 
asked  to  revise  it.     Are  not  these  "  indifferent  puns,"  and  yet  they 
are  consecrated  by  the  g-enius  of  MILTON  ? 
I  am  not  likely  to  trouble  you  again,  and  am,  Sir, 

Your  obedient  Servant, 

*  *  * •    •    *** • * 


OBBAIJBK 

THE  women  of  Ceylon  think  that  the  Census  was  taken  there  to 
promote,  in  some  mystic  way,  marriages  between  Ceylon  youths  and 
the  widows  of  Frenchmen  who  fell  in  the  war.  A  correspondent, 
whose  youth  is  no  excuse  for  his  depravity,  suggests  that  the  Ceylon 
ladies  may  be  right,  as  widows  can  marry  none  but  Single-He's, 
He  is  young,  and  may  reform,  but  this  is  very  sad. 


Quaker's  Conundrum. 

,  I  would  know  from  thee  when  doth  a  deaf  man  recover 
his  lost  faculty  by  a  trip  down  the  river  ?    Dost  thou  give  it  up  ? 
Thou  dost;  then  1  will  tell  thee  : 
When  he  goeth  to  Gravesend  and  Erith.    Good  day,  friend. 


CIIAHTTAW.K  TnrsT  ACT.— Lending  a  hard-up  friend  a  sovereign, 
and  expecting  to  see  it  again. 


Mr.  Punch,  publishes  his  reply  : — 
Reverend  Sir,  85,  Fleet  Street,  E.  C. 

I  am  too  much  grieved  by  your  letter  to  fence  with  you.  I 
do  know  MILTON,  Sir.  The  speech  which  you  have  very  correctly 
transcribed  is  put  by  him  into  the  mouth  of  Belial.  You  do  not  see 
that  sarcasm.  But  you,  a  clergyman  of  the  Established  Church,  ask 
leave  to  talk  like  Hclial.  0,  dear  Sir,  go  and  consult  your  excellent 
Bishop. 
Sadly,  but  sincerely,  thanking  you  for  your  implied  promise,  I  am, 

1;.  verend  Sir,  &c. 
The  Rev.  ••••    •    •»•*• 


VSB  Victo : 

"  WEIL,  JONES,  pray  how  goes  it  ?    I  hear  you  've  a  wife." 
"Cat  and  dog,      sighs  poor   JONES:    "that's  our   manner 

of  life." 

But,  a  month  or  so  later,  poor  JONES  owneth,  flat, 
"  Cat  and  dog  'tis  no  longer,  for  now  'tis  all  cat  !  " 


A  PARADOX.— Do  you  wish  to  get  up  with  the  lark  ?— Then  go 
to  bed  without  it. 
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SIMPLE    ADDITION. 

New  Governess.  "  WHY  ARE  YOU  STARING  so  INTENTLY,  BLANCHE,  DEAR  ? " 

Elancht.   "  I  WAS  TRYING  TO  COUNT  THE  FRECKLES  ox  YOUR  FACE,  Hiss  SAXDYPOLE,  BUT  I  CAN'T  ! " 


SIGNS  OF  THE  TIMES. 

"  It  a  confidently  stated,  that  a  Methodist  chapel  is  about  to  be  erected  in 
the  City  of  Borne."— Timei. 

WE  shall  live  to  hear  of  the  anniyersaries  of  Missionary  Societies 
being  held  in  the  Vatican,  LORD  SHAFTESBURY  in  the  chair,  and  of 
open-air  preaching  in  the  Coliseum  by  DR.  GUMMING,  MR.  SPURGEON, 
and  other  Protestant  Divines.  Rome  will  have  its  May  Meetings 
before  long — the  foundations  being  about  to  be  laid  of  a  building 
which  will  differ  only  in  name  from  Exeter  Hall.  It  is  understood 
that  the  POPE  is  employing  some  of  his  spare  time  in  making  himself 
acquainted  with  the  tenets  and  discipline  of  the  leading  Protestant 
Nonconformist  Sects.  He  is  already  familiar  with  the  organisation 
of  the  Wesleyan  Conference,  the  members  of  which  hope,  at  no  very 
distant  period,  to  assemble  for  their  annual  meeting  in  the  Sistine 
Chapel.  

SORS  HORATIANA. 
(For  Messieurs  de  la  Commune.) 

INJURIOSO  ne  pede  proruas 
Stantem  columnam  ;  neu  populus  frequcns 
Ad  iinnii  cessantes,  ad  arma 
Concitet,  Imperiumque  frangat ! 

Horatii  Carminum,  Lib.  I.  xxxv. 
Or  (Englished  ly  Mr.  Punch)— 

Forbear !  nor  madly,  with  injurious  foot, 
The  standing  Column  of  Vendome  o'erthrow ; 
Nor,  Citizens  of  Paris,  sheeplike  go, 

Ranks  of  Montmartre  and  Belleville  to  recruit, 
And  broken  France  sink  to  worse  depths  of  woe ! 


TBANSITPTATION 
superseded. 


OF   SIIIP-TIMBEB.— Iron-bark  v.  Heart-of-Oak 


RUBBISH  FITTEST  SHOT. 

A  HAPPY  thought  is  the  notion  proposed  by  CAPTAIN  DUCANE, 
Surveyor-General  of  English  Convict  Prisons,  of  extending  our 
National  Defences  by  raising  Fortifications  to  be  constructed  by 
means  of  Convict  Labour.  This  employment  of  Convicts  would  be 
an  admirable  method  of  utilising  our  moral  sewage.  Would  we 
could  still  further  utilise  it  by  turning  convicts  into  soldiers,  and 
compelling  them  to  fight  for  their  country.  There  must  be  some- 
thing odd  in  the  nature  of  things,  or  some  mistake  in  our  idea  of  the 
nature  of  things,  seeing  that  we  cannot  constitute  the  most  worth- 
less class  of  the  community  food  for  powder. 


EQUIVOCAL  ANNOUNCEMENT. 

OUGHT  jjood  people  to  be  gratified  by  the  information  afforded  in 
the  following  newspaper  paragraph  ? — 

"  OXFORD  QUARTER  SESSIONS. — For  the  third  time  in  succession  there 
were  no  prisoners  for  trial  at  the  City  of  Oxford  Quarter  Sessions  last  week." 

This  may  argue  the  morality  of  the  Oxford  population.    Let  us 
trust  that  Oxford  has  an  efficient  Police. 


An  Ower-True  Tale. 


MR.  SERJEANT  BAIXANTINE,  in  th«  TichborneCase  is  reported  as 
"  insisting  on  his  client's  undoubted  right  to  have  his  case  tried  by 
talesmen.  So  have  we  all,  if  DARWIN'S  theory  be  true,  and 
Englishmen  may  claim  trial  by  their  peers. 


MBS.  MALAPBOP  could  not  think  why  SERXEANT  BALLANTINE,  in 
the  Tichborne.  Cose,  was  so  earnest  in  "  praying  for  Tales."  There 
is  more  romance  in  the  interesting  story  itself,  she  says,  than  in  half 
the  rubbigy  frictions  of  the  circular  libery. 
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DISTURBING  THE  CONGREGATION. 

(THIS  IS  THE  NAUGHTY  BOY,  MI-LL,   WHO  WANTED  TO  KICK   UP  A   ROW  IX  THE  CHURCH.) 
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MY    HEALTH. 

KST  Thing  to  Do.— Ring  for 
DoDDKIDOI.  Ring  vio- 
1.  ntly.  Same  work  as 
before ;  MART  from  up- 
stairs. Cook  from  below, 
Landlady  from  somewhere 
else  inquiring-  if  that  was 
tln>  Drawing-room  bell, 
and  finally,  by  accident, 
huDDRiDGE  comes  in  and 
finds  my  Aunt  having 
fits  on  one  side  of  the 
room,  and  me  on  the 
other  looking  at  her.  I 
tell  her,  I  can't  make  out 
what's  the  matter  with 
my  Aunt.  This  sets  Don- 
DKIDOE  off.  She  exclaims, 
"  0,  MASTEH  GEORGE,  how 
can  you  say  such  things ! " 
I  ascertain  afterwards 
from  her  that  my  observa- 
tion about  "  nut  knmri,ii/ 
what  was  the  matter  iri'lh 
.  my  Aunt,"  conveyed  the 
idea  to  her  (DODDRIDGE'S) 
mind,  that  my  Aunt  wag 
intoxicated. 

My  Aunt  recovers,  and 
I  rush  up-stairs  for  her 
pocket-handkerchief,  sub- 
sequently found  shut  in 
the  piano. 

"  I  hope,"  I  observe,  when  all  is  calm  again,  "  that  I  didn't  cause 
you  any  inconvenience  last  night,"  meaning  by  sending  my  note  to 
siy  I  was  staying  out  to  dinner. 
"  No,  GEORGK,"  she  replies,  sadly,  and  sighs. 
Mi'm.  tn  Mi/self.  Better  drop  the  conversation.    Two  words  more, 
and  tears.    Recommence  with  an  entire  change  of  subject  presently. 
I  notice  that  Charlie,  the  little  dog,  is  limping.    I  pity  him,  and  say 
so.     ("  Love  me;  love  my,"  &c.    Politic.) 

My  Aunt  replies,  rather  severely,  "  0,  there 's  nothing  the  matter 
with  him  ;  it's  only  affectation. " 

My  Aunt,  I  discover,  sets  down  almost  all  maladies  (not  her  own) 
to  affectation.  Complaining  to  her  that  my  nose  has  become  red, 
and  is  certainly  swollen,  she  replies,  "Nonsense,  it 'sail  affectation." 
She  wishes  to  know,  before  I  go  out,  if  I  am  coming  back  to  dinner 
to-day,  as  she  really  nerer  was  so  much  frightened  as  when  she 
received  that  message  yesterday. 

"Ah,  it  did  indeed!"  chimes  in  DODDHTDOK;  "  you  should  have 
more  consideration,  MASTER  GEORGK." 

I  iVcl  inclined  to  say,  "0,  what  confounded  nonsense!  "  but  what 
I  do  say  is,  that  I  am  very  sorry,  and  I  am  certainly  coming  back 
to  dinner  to-day. 

"  \V<  ciin'l  give  you  such  things  as  you  get  at  the  hotel,"  says  my 
Aunt,  plaintively. 

I  reply  cheerily  that  "  There 's  no  dinner  I  enjoy  more  than  a 
simple  chop." 

The  ward  "chop"  does  it.  My  Aunt  bursts  into  tears.  Heaven 
only  knows  why. 

Mem.  When  with  my  Aunt  avoid  all  mention  of  chops.  And 
N.  B.  Note  down  while  staying  with  my  Aunt  at  Ramsgate  what 
subjects  make  her  cry— in  order  to  avoid  them.  By  the  way,  as  I  jot 
this  down  in  my  note-diary,  it  suddenly  occurs  to  me  that  the  other 
day,  when  we  were  talking  about  dancing  parties,  I  remarked  to  my 
Aunt  that  I  had  enjoyed  a  hop  somewhere  or  other.  Scarcely  had 
the  word  "hop"  escaped  me,  than  my  Aunt,  with  eyes  gradually 
filling,  repeated  it  once,  looked  me  full  in  the  face,  then,  turning 
away,  burst  into  tears,  just  as  she  has  done  at  the  word  "chop." 

Ptychological  (}nrri/. — Do  all  words  ending  in  "  op  "  make  my  Aunt 
cry  P  If  so,  one  knows  what  to  avoid.  Might  try  one  more  to  make 
certain.^  Three  would  I  orm  a  sort  of  quorum  and  decide  it.  Mem. 
To  try  "pop  "  on  the  earliest  opportunity,  and  see  how  she  stands  it. 
Fueling  that  I  am  helpless  here,  I  retire.  :As  1  go  down  the  passage 
the  dove  coos  and  the  dog  barks.  I  feel  worried.  This  sort  of  thing 
is  trying  and  wearing.  I  must  thank  my  Aunt  for  her  kindness,  and 
get  some  one  to  send  me  a  telegram  to  say — 

"  Come  at  once.     Business  of  Importance." 
Then  I  can  pet  away. 

M.CD?  Is  iust   l'asM"-  the  ll°or-     "Hallo!"  says  he,  "off  to  the 

bath  ot  the  Turk,  < h  ';  ' 

1  tell  him  "  yes,"  and  add  that  I  don't  feel  very  well  to-day,  and 
I  can't  make  it  out. 


IlrjDi),  who  looks  as  fresh  as  a  young  American  apple,  replies, 
"Ah,  I  thought  you  were  a  little  '  on'  last  night.  Sir"  II. Tr 
he  chuckles,  and  then  adds,  "I  feel  a  bit  chippy  myself  this 
morning." 

Is  it  possible  that  after  all  my  diagnosis,  pain  over  eyes,  aching 
h.  ;i<l,  uiistniiiifiii-rvrs,  and  Hot  Nose,  that  I  must  enter  myself  in  my 

Diarvot   ll.alththus:   The day  of 18 .     Morning "A 

bit  chippy." 

P.I  ]>i>  whistles  to  Growler  (his  brown  bear  of  a  dog),  who  gulks 
after  us  at  a  heavy  pace,  and  we  proceed  to  the  West  Cliff  to  the 
Turkish  I'.aths  at  the  Cramville. 

"This,"  explains  Itrii i>,  "is  the  time  for  going  to  be  washed ;"  this 
is  what  he  calls  the  Turkish  Bath  process,  and  add*  that  he  invariably 
comes  out  at  this  hour. 

Nuti.'  IH  Jtitiiisi/iiti'  It'll  ii  f  fietuon. — The  few  people  here  are  as 
regular  in  their  times  as  tin  in*  rhanical  figures  on  a  clock,  or  on 
an  old-fashioned  organ.  I  can  tell  what  time  it  is  on  the  East 
or  West  Cliff,  by  observing  what  people  are  out,  weather  per- 
mitting. 

i'lirther  Notet  on  the  Out-nf-St'amm  Time.  here. — Observations  by 
BTOD  and  self.  There  are  so  few  residents,  or  residing  lodgers 
[Anifiiilini'/it  priipusril  t'i  lii'Di)  ////  mi;  "  Sojourners," — which  ho 
rejects  as  being  a  trine  profane.  'I  assure  him  it  is  not  so,  but  he 
is  positive  as  to  having  heard  the  word  somewhere  in  church,  and 
prefers  to  say  "residing  lodgers."  JWc.  lk;tter  not  proceed  with  dis- 
cussion. Better  to  feel,  interiorly,  superior  to  prejudice,  and  say 
nothing.  I  feel  superior,  and  we  continue  our  walk  and  talk.] 

There  are  residing  lodgers  whom  one  comes  to  know  by  sight  like 
the  dramatis  persona  in  a  small  play. 

You  seldom  see  a  West-Clifnan  on  the  East  Cliff,  or  an  East- 
Cliffian  on  the  West  Cliff.  I  believe  he,  or  she,  would  be  imme- 
diately treated  as  a  trespasser,  and,  after  a  few  warnings,  prose- 
cuted with  the  utmost  rigour  of  the  law. 

The  houses  of  the  East-Cliffians  on  Wellington  Terrace  (or 
Crescent)  are  guarded,  probably  against  any  incursions  of  West- 
Cliffians,  by  a  strong  iron  railing.  Behind  this  they  can  breathe 
defiance  at  the  invader  from  their  dining-room  windows.  They 
have  a  garden  railed  in,  a  promenade  also  railed  in,  and  a  part  of 
it,  in  a  corner,  so  cunningly  railed  off  as  to  cause  a  stranger,  who 
sees  an  East-Cliffian  sitting  within  its  boundary,  to  wonder  how  on 
earth  he  got  there.  Whether  there  is  a  gate  to  this  harbour  of 
refuge,  or  whether  there  is  a  sort  of  gate,  or  no  gate  at  all,  or  whether 
the  East-Cliffians  possess  the  secret  of  getting  through  or  over  the 
railings,  or  whether  it  opens  to  some  secret  "  Open  Sesame !  "  con- 
juration, _are  problems  which  a  visitor  will  probably  never  solve, 
specially  if  accident  of  temporary  residence  identifies  him  in  the  least 
with  West-Cliffian  interests. 

The  East  Cliff  is  separated  from  the  West  Cliff  by  a  respectable 
square  of  the  early  marine-lodging-house  style  of  architecture,  by, 
also,  a  worse  down-hill  road  than  usual  from  the  respectable  square  to 
the  town,  by  the  town  itself,  by  (on  the  west  ascent  side)  a  jumble 
of  houses,  taken  apparently  at  random  from  some  superfluous  lots 
originally  intended  (but  not  used)  for  villas  at  Brompton,  or  St. 
John's  Wood,  for  a  back  street  at  Brighton,  or  any  street,  Soho, 
and  placed  here  to  be  aired,  and  get  a  sniff  of  the  sea. 

On  the  ascent  from  the  town  to  the  West  Cliff  the  visitor  (we 
notice)  will  pass  through  a  pleasing  modulation  of  scents,  Taryrng 
with  the  weather. 

We  are  now  descending  from  the  West  and  going  Eastward  Ho  ! 

The  dramatis  persona" ,  or  clockwork  figures  on  the  West  Cliff,  are, 
first,  an  old  gentleman  got  up  to  within  an  inch  of  his  nose,  to  resemble 
the  late  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON.  He  is  never  without  a  stick,  which 
he  shakes  playfully  at  children,  and  seems  to  be  on  terms  with 
everyone,  and  very  good  terms  too,  apparently,  with  himself.  This 
figure  is  wound  up  for  an  hour  and  a  half  s  walk  in  the  morning, 
and  wound  in  again  about  luncheon  time,  to  reappear  (perhaps  re- 
quiring rather  stronger  winding  this  time),  at  four  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon ;  and,  the  works  going  down  (as  it  were)  with  the  sun,  the 
Shade  of  the  late  Duke  disappears  for  good  about  six,  probably  to 
wind  himself  up  with  dinner,  wind  himself  into  bed,  and  wind  him- 
self up  again  the  next  morning  in  time  for  his  usual  walk. 

Secondly  there  is  the  Wild-looking  Lady  with  a  fat  umbrella— [I 
dare  say  it  has  been  once  thin,  but  carelessness  has  brought  it  to  this 
state.  Mem.  Note  that.  Moral  in  umbrellas.  Why  not  extract  a 
moral  from  everything  or  anything  P  Why  not?  Will  try]— and  a 
pocket  full  of  tracts.  She  comes  out  particularly  strong  on  a  bright 
Sunday.  I  have  never  seen  her  offer  the  late  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON'S 
Shade  a  tract.  I  think  if  she  did,  he  'd  waive  her  off  with  his  stick. 
Thirdly,  the  Young  Married  Couple,  who  arc  always  admiring  the 
sea,  and  examining  the  horizon  together,  as  if  they  could  see  their 
future  somewhere  about  in  the  distance.  Fourthly,  the  Old  Married 
Couple  who  sit  on  a  beneh  for  an  hour  or  so  before  dinner,  shake 
themselves,  rise  slowly,  as  if  about  to  walk  a  minuet,  and  then  retire. 

Then  come  regularly  in  the  afternoon  two  Elderly  Gentlemen,  one 
a  rii-iix  militaire  with  only  his  moustache  and  military  stock  (no 
collars)  left  of  his  former  profession,  and  the  other  evidently  a 
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LATEST    RAILWAY    MARVEL. 

Gent.  "  I  SAY,  PORTER,  WHEN  DOES  THE  NEXT  TRAIN  START  ? " 
Irish  Porter.   "  THE  NEXT  TRAIN  !    SURE,  THE  NIXT  TRAIN  HAS  GONE  TIN 
MINUTES  AGO." 


THE  TAX  FOR  TRADE. 
Commercial  Gent  sings  .— 

THT.  Income-tax,  in  theory, 

No  doubt,  is  quite  unfair, 
Particularly  Schedule  D, 

To  some  that  fine  who  bear. 
For  instance,  to  your  needy  Clerk, 

Whose  salary  is  known ; 
He  cannot  keep  his  Income  dark, 

Whereas  I  can  my  own. 

Investigation  I  defy, 

As  touching  my  concerns, 
Large  profits,  therefore,  I  put  by, 

Declaring  small  returns. 
And  were  I  forced  to  pay,  as  pays 

A  conscientious  goose, 
I  should  but  prices  need  to  raise, 

And  wages  to  reduce. 

Ye  honest  working  classes,  who 

From  Income-tax  are  free, 
Of  course  it  cannot  injure  you — 

It  little  touches  me. 
Taxed  be  mine  income,  if  you  like, 

Beneath  the  load  I  '11  bend, 
So  long  as,  whilst  you  do  not  strike, 

The  rich  their  wealth  do  spend. 


A  Sorry  Plight. 

THE  man  who  would  have  a  finger  in  the  pie  thought 
he  had  got  his  hand  in,  but  instead  of  that  he  managed 
to  put  his  foot  into  it.  He  has  now  not  a  leg  to  stand  on, 
and  being  thrown  off  his  balance,  has  utterly  lost  his 
footing  in  society.  He  is  out  at  elbows  besides,  and  all 
respectable  members  of  the  community  keep  him  at 
arm's  length.  

A  PRIVATE  OPINION. — TREBLEMORE,  who  is  a  great 
enthusiast  about  Whist,  says  that  in  his  judgment  the 
rules  and  regulations  of  that  fascinating  amusement  are 
The  Game  Laws. 


THE  OWLT  SUBSTITUTE  FOB  GOOSE-QUILLS— Sheep-pens. 


civilian.  They  talk  politics  loudly  and  energetically,  and,  appa- 
rently, with  the  invariable  result  of  "  exeunt  quarrelling." 

There  is  the  Handsome  Widow,  whom  the  vieux  militaire  stops  to 
salute  profoundly  in  the  midst  of  his  most  animated  discussion,  and 
who  holds  converse  sweet  and  low  (in  tone,  of  course,  though  pro- 
bably on  the  most  elevated  themes)  with  the  gentle  High  Church 
Curate,  whose  large  black  wide-awake  is  the  nearest  approach  he 
can  procure  to  the  peculiarly  ecclesiastical  hat  of  the  Spanish  or 
Belgian  priests.  Then  there  are  the  learned  Benedictines  from  the 
Monastery,  West  Cliff  (very  unlike  "  the  monks  of  old,  what  a  jovial 
race  they  were !  "),  who  come  out  with  their  healthy  and  happy- 
looking  young  collegians  at  certain  hours,  and  whose  church,  at 
the  extremity  of  West  Cliff,  is  one  of  the  late  WELBY  PUGIN'S 
gems  of  Gothic  design. 

Punctually  at  three  o'clock  out  come  another  pair  of  Elderly  Gen- 
tlemen (not  politicians),  who  stand  still  the  greater  part  of  their 
time,  pointing  out  nothing  "in  the  offing"  and  disputing  as  to  what 
it  isn't. 

There  are  plenty  of  children,  nursery-maids,  and  dogs.  Finally, 
there  is  my  Aunt  and  her  dog,  with  DODDRIDGE  in  attendance  sym- 
pathetically. Charlie  gives  my  Aunt  much  trouble  on  account  of 
his  "  affectation  "  of  lameness,  and  (being  led  with  a  string)  by  his 
great  affability,  and  apparent  desire  to  be  on  the  best  possible  terms 
with  other  dogs,  whether  bigger  or  less  than  himself. 

Charlie  has  also  taken  to  shivering  lately,  which  my  Aunt  denounces 
as  "  really  intolerable  affectation,  but  which  DODDBIDGE  asserts  is 
a  sort  of  spasm,  which  to  her  (DoDDRiDGE)  is  not  entirely  unknown. 
Attributing  this  in  her  own  case  to  a  want  of  some  mysterious  and 
invisible  flannel,  she  has  set  about  to  make  a  sort  of  miniature 
J ersey,  to  be  worn  by  Charlie  when  out  for  an  airing,  and  not  unlike 
the  small  horse-cloth  used  for  pet  Italian  greyhounds. 

It  is  his  first  day  of  wearing  it,  and  the  fashion  attracts  the  atten- 
tion of  several  intelligent  dogs.  My  Aunt  walks  along— Charlie 
jerking,  growling,  barking,  and  starting— pretending  to  ignore  the 
pack  at  her  heels,  to  which  DODDBIDGE  nervously  acts  as  the 
whipper-ou<,  with  her  parasol. 


MINISTERIAL  MATERIALISM. 

SOME  physiologists  affirm,  others  deny,  the  existence  of  an  imma- 
terial vital  principle  in  living  organised  bodies.  MR.  LOWE'S  Budget 
is  an  organised  body  incorporating  a  vital  principle  which,  according 
to  MR.  GLADSTONE,  the  Government  maintained  in  amending  it  by 
rendering  increased  taxation  a  simple  addition  to  the  burden  borne 
solely  by  the  victims  of  the  Income-tax.  The  Vital  Principle  of  the 
Budget  so  amended  is  certainly  not  immaterial.  It  is,  on  the  con- 
trary, something  very  hard,  and  a  most  serious  matter.  The  Vital 
Principle  of  the  Ministerial  Budget  is  Confiscation. 


ROMANCE  OF  THE  OCEAN. 

IN  its  late  cruise  amongst  the  West  India  Islands,  by  the  account 
of  the  Army  and  Navy  Gazette,  the  Flying  Squadron  has  been 
getting  on  swimmingly — like  flying  fish  in  the  water.  The  British 
Navy  can  boast  of  an  officer  who  must  be  acknowledged  to  be  a 
much  more  prodigious  one  than  Vanderdecken.  With  a  Flying 
Squadron  under  his  command,  REAB-ADMIBAL  BEAUCHAMP  SEYMOUK 
eclipses  the  Flying  Dutchman. 


Capable  of  Further  Improvement. 

THE  new  Court  Suit  is  handsome  and  becoming,  especially  in 
velvet,  but  the  Sword  is  still  a  weapon  of  offence,  and  it  is  high  time 
that  the  Cocked  Hat  was  exploded.  So  CIIAUNCY  PEYTON  thinks, 
who  had  to  be  present  officially  at  the  opening  of  the  International 
Exhibition  on  May  Day,  and  his  wife  fully  agrees  with  him. 


A  DISPUTED   TEXT. 


FAMILIARITY  doth  not  breed  contempt.  The  better  acquainted 
people  in  general  are  with  one  another,  the  more  they  respect  each 
other. 
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FLATTERY. 

'Bus-Conductor  (to  Little  City  Clerk  going  Westward).    "  HIXTERNATIONAI,  OR 
K'YAL  'CADEMY,  SIR  ?    I  CAN  AL'AYS  TELL  A  HAHTIS  WHEN  I  SEES  HIM,  Sin ! 

[The  bait  is  taken  ! 


THE   BATTLE   OF  DORKING. 

(See  "  Blackvood"  fur  May.} 

THERE  's  a  Tory  alarmist  article  in  Slticktcood'n  Magazine  : 

It's  called  the  "  Battle  of  Dorking,"  and  has  made  a  great  sensation  ; 

It 's  put  in  the  mouth  of  a  Grandfather,  who  describes  what  he  has  seen, 
When  England  was  invaded,  and  ceased  to  be  a  nation. 

It  tells  how  a  German  army  landed,  somewhere  'twixt  Deal  and  Dover, — 
Our  fleet,  at  the  time,  being,  most  of  it,  just  where  it  should  not  have  been  ; 

How  the  lew  ships  that  were  in  the  Channel  were  sunk,  smashed,  and  sailed 

over ; 
!  low  our  Line,  Volunteers,  and  Militia  by  the  foe  were  chawed  up  clean : 

How,  about  Leith  Hill  and  Dorkinpr,  we  got  an  awful  thrashing, 
And  a  second  somewhere  near  Riehmond  :  then  further  resistance  was  idle  ; 

How  through  our  suburban  roofs  and  walls  the  German  shells  came  crashing; 
Till  BISMABCK  put  his  hook  in  our  nose,  and  in  our  jaws  his  bridle : 

I!y  our  bune-ling  defence  on  land  and  sea  shows  us  utter  noodles  and  sillv asses ; 

Paints  our  parlours  and  pantries  made  free  with  by  High  and  Low  German 

fellei  -, 
And  harrows  up  the  best  feelings  of  pater-  and  mater-familiitxrx, 

By  describing  British  ratepayers  shot  down  in  their  own  cellars, 

AYhile  their  fair-haired  little  darlings— which  a  horror  even  worser  is 
Than  geii'ral  boui&ersement,  bombardment,  beating,  and  bobbery- 
Are  harmg  their  dear   little  brains  dashed   out  at  the  doors  of  their  own 

nurseries, 
Till  Old  England  is  given  up  helpless  to  organised  German  robbery. 

Her  colonies  rent  from  her,  her  dependencies  independent : 
Her  youth  deserting  her  stagnant  shores,  no  longer  a  land  of  Goshen  • 

Her  manufactures  gone  with  the  coal,  the  basis  of  her  ascendant  • 
And  BRITANNIA  a  rotten  hulk  upon  an  idle  ocean. 


So  easy  it  is  for  the  foe  to  invade  this  Mammon-worship- 
ping island — 
So '  -Ye  the  foundations  we  build  our  hopes  on, 

vapour — 
So  easy  to  turn  a  Channel  of  twenty  miles'  sea  to  dry 

land  — 

So  easy,  in  fact,  to  crumple  ujp.  Old  England — upon 
I1"!' 

There 's  a  fable,  how  once  in  ./Esoi-'s  days  a  Man  with  a 

Lion  In-side  him, 
Was  admiring  a  group — say  in  Ebony — where  some 

artist  ni1  tin-  day 

Had  carved  a  Lion  on  the  ground,  and  a  hunter  trium- 
phant, astride  him  : 

"  Behold,"  said  the  Man,   "how  human  brains  bring 
brute  force  under  sway." 

The  Lion  smiled — as  one  that  smiles  when  treated  to 

pompous  platitudes — 
"Ali,"  said  In',  "my  friend,  if  the  sculptor  had  been 

l.i>m  instead  of  Man, 
How  easy  it  would  have  been  for  him  to  have  reversed 

tile  attitu 

And,  instead  of  the  Man  the  Lion,  made  the   Lion 
bestride  the  Man." 

So  Ebony's  Article-writer  might  have  shifted  colours  and 

figures — 
Have  {riven   England  the  Lion's  part  and  Germany 

that  nt   t : 
Made  our  lleet  floor  their  transports,  our  Enfields  their 

needle-tri 

Had  he  but  hailed  from  GLADSTONE'S,  'stead  of  DIZZY'S, 
side  of  the  House. 

The  "Battle  of  Dorking"  he  calls  his  fight— 'tis  clear 

he 's  no  game  chicken — 
In  fact,  I  believe,  that  fighting  fowls  your  Dorkings 

never  are — 
Though  they  take  kindly  to  cramming,  and  when  roasted 

are  pretty  picking — 

But  thit  Dorking  bird  seems  to  be  a  cross  between 
Dung-hill  Cock  and  Canard. 

War-Office    and    Admiralty  may  have  their  share  of 

bungle  and  blunder ; 
But  JOHN  BULL  is  not  yet  the  brainless  ass  that  Black- 

teiwd's  prophet  would  make  him ; 
We  may  grudge  the  cost  of  our  Army's  strength,  and  of 

our  Navy's  thunder, 

But  if  the  British  Lion '»  asleep,  'twill  prove  no  joke  to 
wake  him. 


NOMENCLATURE  IN  NOVELS. 

THE  Author  of  the  Fight  at  Dame  Europa'i  School 
has  produced  a  Novel,  entitled  Tom  Pippin's  Wedding. 
The  name  of  Tom  Pippin  suggests  that  01  the  friend  of 
our  youth,  Tom  Pipes.  That  naval  hero,  had  he  been 
wedded,  might  be  appropriately  said  to  have  been 
spliced  ;  but  one  would  rather  describe  a  Pippin  in  like 
case  as  grafted. 


The  Favoured  Many. 

TIIK  rirnli'tiiiri'.i  in  this  country  used  to  be  called  "  The 
Great  Unwashed."  That  was  before  the  establishment  of 
Baths  and  Wash-houses  for  the  Labouring  Classes.  Now 
the  policy  of  Direct  Taxation  announced  by  Govern- 
ment, will  constitute  those  Classes  the  Great  Untaxed. 


Thoughtful  Care. 

IT  should  be  made  known  at  the  May  Meetings  that 
3overnment  provides  for  all  the  wants  of  those  in  its 
employment,  as  is  evident  from  the  circumstance  that  an 
.tern  in  the  accounts  of  Public  offices  is  a  charge  for 
'  Clerical  Assistance." 


BT   AX   VXIiRATEFr/L  GUEST   OF  BOODLE'S. 

No  "  Bootless  Study"  BOODLE'S  habits  suits  : 
The  room  he  calls  his  Study  holds  his  1 
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NO  JOKE  ;FOR  JURORS. 

A  CROWDED  Court  and  an  empty  Jury-box !  Special  Jurors  not  to 
be  had  for  love  or  money; ;  no,  not  for  a  guinea  a  day :  not  even 
compellable  to  attend  by  fines  for  non-attendance  of  from  £10  to 

£500.     No  wonder, 

seeing  Special  Jurors 
must  be  men  either 
legally  entitled  to  be 
called  esquires,bank- 
ers,  or  merchants,  or 
occupying  private 
dwelling  -  houses 
rated  at  100  a-year. 
Such  men  have  either 
business  or  pleasure 
to  attend  to,  worth, 
to  many  of  them,  the 
sacrifice  of  several 
hundred  pounds, 
better  afforded  than 
a  week  or  a  fort- 
night's time  spent  in 
tiresome  attention  to 
other  people's  con- 
cerns. To  induce 
such  men  not  to 
shirk  such  employ- 
ment if  they  possibly 
can,  it  would  be  ne- 
cessary to  pay  them 
for  it  at  the  same 
rate  as  that  of  the 
fees  received  by 
their  fellow  labour- 
ers, the  Counsel. 

In  the  meanwhile, 
if  Lord  Chief  Jus- 
tice BOVTLL,  in  the 
Court  of  Common 
Pleas,  waiting  to  try 
Tichborne  v.  Tich- 
borne, had  but  held 
up  his  finger  for 
Special  Jurors,'  who 
can  doubt  that  ten 
times  as  many  as 
were  wanted  would 
have  immediately 
offered  to  rush  into 
the  box,  which  can 
contain  but  twelve  ? 
Plenty  of  people 
having  no  occupation 
of  their  own,  would 
make  love  to  the  em- 
ployment of  Special 
Juror  in  any  case  of 
popular  interest;  in 
any  case  whatsoever 
for  the  consideration 
of  a  guinea  a  day. 
Why  not  open  the 
Special  Jury  list  to 
voluntary  appli- 
cants, duly  qualified 
for  enrolment?  They 
could  give  the  case 
before  them  their 
whole  attention.  But 
how  can  a  juror 
attend  to  evidence 
and  argument  in 
Tichborne  y.  Tich- 
borne, for  instance, 
when  his  mind  is 
distracted  by  the 
thought  of  his 
affairs  in  his  absence 
going  to  ruin,  or  whilst  he  is  desiring  with  all  his  heart  to  be  else- 
where, and  wishing  Tichborne  v.  Tichborne  at  the  Head  Quarters 
of  the  Inns  of  Court  Volunteers  ? 

Yet  the  Legislature  has  preferred  the  method  of  procuring 
unwilling  Special  Jurors  by  coercion.  Behold,  small  boys,  with  how 
little  wisdom  Acts  of  Parliament  are  made. 


FRENCH  REPUBLICAN  FREEDOM. 

PASSPORTS  have  been  re-established  by  the  Versailles  Gorernment 
in  France.  The  Palace  of  Versailles  was  once'the  abode  of  Tyranny. 
Novr  it  is  Liberty  Hall.  Should  M.  THIERS  and  his  colleagues  be 
ousted  and  replaced  by  the  Commune,  what]  further  advance  is 

likely  to  be  made  in 
French  liberty  ?  If 
these  things,  that  is 
to  say,  restored  Pass- 
ports, are  done  by 
the  Trieoloured  Re- 
public, what  will  be 
done  by  the  Red? 
Perhaps  ultra-demo- 
cratic French  Rulers 
will  take  so  forward 
a  itep  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Freedom  as 
to  close  the  taverns 
and  restaurants 
against  excursionists 
on  Sundays. 


VANITY    OF   VANITIES. 

Ingenuous    Youth  (whispers).    "I  SEE  YOU  CONSTANTLY  STAND  ON  ONE  LEG  IN 
CHURCH.     HAY  I  ASK  WHY  !  " 

Ingenious  Maiden  (whispers}.  "  You  MAY.     IT  is  TO  SAVE  MY  CROQUET  FOOT." 


Dissenters  of  the 
Future. 

THE  final  decision 
of  the  Privy  Council 
in  the  Purchas  Case 
will,  if  enforced,  the 
Ritualists  declare, 
occasion  them  to  join 
the  Dissenters  in 
thoir  demand  for  the 
disestablishment  of 
the  National  Church. 
In  the  meantime 
the  Rock  tells  us 
that  :— 

"A  congregation  of 
Dissenters  at  Wimble- 
don, numbering:  be- 
tween 400  and  500,  are 
about  to  join  the  Church 
of  England.  The  trus- 
tees will  open  their 
chapel  as  a  church,  and 
the  BISHOP  OP  LONDON 
will  license  the  same." 

Now  that  the 
Church  by  Law  Es- 
tablished has  been 
legally  pronounced  a 
Protestant  Church, 
Dissenters,  we  see, 
begin  to  walk  in. 
Perhaps  we  shall  see 
the  Ritualists,  on  the 
other  hand,  begin  to 
walk  out,  and  both 
sides  go  on  till  they 
have  changed  their 
relative  positions. 
In  that  case  the  Ri- 
tualists will  not  have 
joined  the  Dissenters, 
but  will  simply  have 
taken  their  place. 
That  will  differ  from 
their  present  situa- 
tion in  this,  that 
when  they  are  there, 
they  will  be  "just," 
as  SAWNEY  says, 
Dissenters  out  of  the 
Church  instead  of 
in  it. 


Mrs.  Malaprop  on  the  Budget. 

MRS.  MALAPROP  presents  her  compliments  to  the  CANCELLOR  OP 
TITE  EXCHEQUER,  and  begs  to  be  reformed  whether  the  Surplice  he 
will  gain  by  the  increase  of  the  Income-tax  will  be  applied  to  cover 
the  Natural  Debt. 


8t. 
Street,  I 


"1'  or,N?™4h',?0^ord  ^"J^ii"  the  p«rt.h  of  St.  Jame..  Clerkenwell.  In  the  r.ounty  of  Middlesex,  at  the  Print!  •«  Office,  of  Mesar».  Bradbury,  Eyan..  «  Co..  Lombard 
cinct  of  Whltefrlarj,  in  the  City  ol  Lend  m,  and  Publuhed  by  him  at  No.  85,  Fleet  Street,  In  the  ParUh  of  St.  Bride,  City  of  L»ndoa.-Sit5ai>tT,  May  20,  1171. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

N  Miinilni/,  If*"/  1" 
tin'  British  Parlia- 
ment, which  does 
not  always  display 
a  fine  sense  of  tin 
fitness  of  things,  die 
this  week  behave 
itself  with  a  ffooc 
sense  which  entitles 
it  to  Mr.  Punch'* 
praise.  Aware  thai 
in  the  following 
week  the  J ' 
Mind  would  muchly 
lie  turned  in  a  Spor- 
tive Direction,  and 
that  Mi:  Punch 
would  condescend  to 
adapt  himself  to 
ch-eumstances,  the 
Houses  passed  unani- 
mous mental  resolu- 
tions not  to  say  or 
do  anything  which 
should  compel  Mi: 
J'nni-h  to  notice 
Parliament  at  any 
length.  Wcstnii- 
gracefully  gives  the 
pas  (not  paw,  stupid) 
to  Epsom. 
Meeting  the  Houses 
in  the  same  spirit. 
Mr.  Punch  will 
therefore  merely  re- 
gister the  fact,  Hint 
on  Mm,!,!!/  there  was  a  very  useless  discussion  in  the  Lords  on  the  Black  Sea 
ireaty,  but  LORD  BAXISBTOT  enlivened  it  by  likening  LORD  GIUXVILLE  to  CALEB 
BALDERSTOire,  and  comparing  his  satisfaction  with  having  obtained  Russia's 
condemnation  of  the  repudiation  of  a  treaty,  while  she  obtained  all  her  ends,  to 
tne  selt-gratulation  of  a  man  who  had  been  robbed  by  a  highwayman,  but  did 
not  care,  because  ho  had  made  the  thief  recite  the  Eighth  Commandment.  In 
the  House  of  Commons  there  was  fresh  resistance  to  the  Money  Scheme,  and 
MB.  MUNTZ  was  defeated  by  260  to  195. 

Tuesday.  The  Bill  for  giving  mercantile  folks  a  few  more  holidays— they  will 
have  bix  in  all— went  through  Committee  in  the  Lords.  The  Scotch  Lords  were 
quite  indignant  at  the  idea  of  Whit  Monday  being  made  a  holiday  in  Scotland, 
ine  Dup:  OP  ARGYLL  said  that  no  Scot  kept  it  unless  he  had  been  contaminated 
by  English  influences. 

The  Westmeath  Outrages  Bill  was  debated  in  the  Commons,  and  some  Irish 
Members  deprecated  it,  as,  of  course,  they  were  bound  to  do,  and  as  equally,  of 
course,  they  could  do  with  perfect  patriotism,  inasmuch  as  their  opposition 
could  not  hinder  a  useful  measure. 

To-day  the  Republican  rabble  in  Paris  pulled  down  the  Vend6me  Column. 
Wetlnc/tdnt,.  Stop,  all  ye  at  Epsom,  or  on  the  road,  who  are  about  to  raise  the 
Goblet  to  your  lips.  Listen !  A  Bill  for  enabling  a  man  who  does  not  like  the 
liquor  in  your  hand  to  dash  the  vessel  away,  was  debated,  and  rejected  by  206 
to  12 1,  It  the  Bungs  had  not  been  so  insolent  to  Members  about  the  Licensing 
Bill,  the  minority  would  not  have  been  so  large,  but  gentlemen  do  not  like  to  be 
threatened  by  publicans. 

Thursday.  The  British  Lords  observed  Ascension  Day.  In  Paris,  the  women 
who  resorted  to  the  churches  were  turned  out  by  the  Republicans,  and  the 
priests  were  made  to  close  the  doors. 

MR.  DISU.UM.I  delivered  a  long  and  not  unamusing  speech  against  MR.  LOWE 

1  his  Budget.     But  it  takes  two  to  make  a  tight,  and  either  MR.  LOWE  did 

think  it  worth  while  to  cross  swords,  or  his  noble  spirit  of  sarcasm  had  been 

lamped  by  recent  events,  for  ho  answered  very  shortly,  and  affected  to  treat 

the  attack  as  a  practical  joke.    Mr.  Punch  was  so  offended  at  being  baulked  of 

MS  expected  fun,  that  he  left  the  House,  and  declared  that  he  would  not  return 

till  after  the  Derby. 


A  DOLE,  INDEED. 

THE   Tinifs  quotes  from  the  Winchester  Observer  the  legend,  well  known 

Hampshire,  of     The  Tichborne  Dole."  The  prophecy  therein  preserved  has, 

.0  many  other  predictions,  been  partly  verified  but  not  quite.    The  "  Tich- 

Dole     (of  bread)  was  discontinued  in  1793 ;  nevertheless,  there  remains 

.e  heir  male  at  least,  to  the  Tichborne  estates,  to  whomsoever  of  two  claimants 

i  Urart  of  Common  Picas  shall  award  that  property.     A  Dole  of  a  dim-rent 

from  the  one  founded  by  the  LADY  MABELLA  TICHBOBNE  in  HENRY  THE 

SECOND  s  reign,  is  the  suit  now  pending  before  JUDGE  BOVILL.     The  Tichborne 

:  these  days  is  that  most  doleful  affair  for  the  ancient  House  affected  by 

it,  the  case  of  lichboriie  v.  Tichborne. 

VOL.  ix. 


LAW  r.  LAWSON. 

"  SAVE  us  from  reign  of  the  Ladies!  " 

JKankind  is  praying  in  awe  : 
And  no  wonder  JOHN  Hri.i,  thus  afraid  in, 

Sei  injr  what  last  week  he  saw — 
How  stubborn  the  will  of  a  maid  is, 

At  least  when  her  name  is  LAW  ! 

8nt  Wii.n:iu  l.\\v-.i).v  and  party 
In  the  Hall  of  St.  James  were  met, 

IVrmissive-Ifill-partisans  hearty  ; 
I'nited  to  ovc  < 

From  Cornwall  to  Cromarty, 
The  reign  of  heavy-wet. 

To  empower  the  public  that  won't  drink 
To  innxxle  the  public  that  will ; 

And  instead  of  arguing,  "  Don't  Drink, 
Because  it  will  make  you  ill " 

To  shut  '  it  want  drink, 

Reducing  their  will  to  nil. 

The  platform  they  wagged  their  jaws  on  ; 

Smoothly  tin-  tnei  ting  sped, 
And  to  resolution  draws  on, 

To  be  voted — nrm.  con. — as  read, 
When  Mi**  |,vw  on  Siu  WILFRID  LAW80K) 

Falls  like  a  hundred  o'  lead. 

With  a  hostile  resolution 
On  the  meeting  down  she  came : 

And  with  feminine  elocution 
She  did  enforce  the  same: 

'Twas  Giant  to  Lilliputian, 
Wild  woman  to  Baronet  tame  ! 

Slje  gave  it  SIR  WILFRID  LAWSON 

And  his  Permissive  Bill : 
Laid  her  nails  each  weak  clause  on, 

For  Liberty  quoted  MII.I., 
Swept  reasons  aside,  as  straws  on 

A  flood  are  whirled  at  will. 

The  meeting  awhile  sat  silent, ' 

So  taken  aback  were  all ; 
But,  shortly,  growing  vi'lent, " 

They  began  to  hiss  and  bawl, 
But  Miss  LAW,  with  a  lady-like  smile, 4leant 

Her  back  against  the  wall. 

And  the  more  the  meeting  clamoured, 

The  more  she  didn't  care ; 
When  with  hands  and  heels  they  hammered,' 

She  stopped,  her  breath  to  spare. 
But  neither  shrunk  nor  stammered 

That  woman  small  and  spare  I 

Till  all  their  clamour  idle, 

These  men  forced  to  confess, 
The  LAW  they  could  not  In-idle,  j 

Determined  to  suppress. 
So  up  to  her  managed  to  sidle, 

And  seized  her  by  the  dress. 

But  the  harder  they  tugged,  the  bolder 

Her  crowding  foes  she  faced. 
They  might  catch  her  o'er  the  shoulder, 

Might  take  her  round  the  waist, 
The  more  they  tried  to  hold  her, 

The  less  she  would  be  embraced. 

0 !  mighty  was  the  bustle 

Of  battle  Miss  HARRIET  about, 
And  terrible  the  tussle 

'Ere  LAW  could  be  turned  out— { 
That  woman  of  more  than  muscle, 

Stout  champion  of  Stout. 
But  if  one  maid,  single-handed, 

Can  of  men  thus  fade  a  hall, 
When  their  sex  comes  to  be  banded, 

Ours  must  before  them  fall, 
Lords  of  Creation  stranded — 

Creation's  LAWS  o'er  all ! , 

And  SIR  WILFRID  LAWSON,  should  draw 

From  the  case  a  warning  clear : 
That  Permissive  Bills,  their  claw 

May  sheathe  this  many  a  year : 
'Tis  no  joke  to  oust  the  LAW 

That  guards  the  poor  man's  beer. 
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FASHIONABLE    MOVEMENTS. 

Energetic  Constable.  "  Now,  THEN  !  WHERE  ARE  YER  COMIN'  TO  ?    WHAT  BUSINESS  HAVE  YOU  otrr  o'  THB  RANK  ? " 
Coster.  "  0,  BUT  I  AIN'T  FOR  THE  HOPERA  TO-NIGHT,  Sin.    MY  Missus  RECEIVES  AT  'OMB  THIS  EVENING,  SIR,  AND  I  'M  RATHER 
LATE!" 


EVENINGS  FROM  HOME. 

AT  THE  OPEBA. —  Covent  Garden.   Outside  in  Long  Acre.  Brougham 
of  Habitue  going  rapidly  past  "  the  line." 

Weak-Minded  Policeman  (some  way  down  Long  Acre — putting 

up  his  hand).  Here,  you  mustn't 

Dashing  Coachman  of  Habitue  (not  to  be  put  upon  in  this  way). 
All  right  1 

[Leaves  Weak-Minded  Policeman  tome  way  behind,  and  urges 

on  his  wild  career. 
Peripatetic   Vendor  of  Hooks  (rushing  at  brougham}.   Bookar- 

hop'rer — bookar 

[Finds  the  windows  closed.  Habitue  within  quietly  raises  his 
book.  Disappearance  of  Vendor,  who  attacks  an  evidently 
hired  fly,  containing  a  private  box"  full  of  ladies  and  one 
gentleman — his  head  and  white  tie  only  visible.  Other 
Vendors  attack  cabs  and  flys  with  partial  success,  and  sell 
last  year's  books. 

Habitue's  brougham  stopped  at  corner  of  Sow  Street  by  authoritative 
Policeman.     Remonstrance  of  Coachman. 

bitue  (within,  in  the  ' 

down 


brougham  pulls  tip  by  kerb,  just  outside  portico.    Habitue 
enters  the  Hall  calm  and  unruffled,  is  recognised  by  officials, 
wanders  to  his  Stall,  and  nods  slightly  to  other  habitues. 
Arrival  of  Fussy  Elderly  Gentleman  with  Matronly  Lady  and  two 
Daughters,  evidently  "up  for  the  Season,"  and  making  the  most 
of  it. 

Matronly  Lady  (to  evident  Paterfamilias).   Tell  the  coachman 
(that  is,  the  flyman]  what  time  to  come. 
Fussy  Paterfamilias.  Ah,  yes— of  course.     (To  daughters.)    Got 

everything  out,  eh  ?    Where 's  my 

Stern  Policeman  (to  flyman.    Always  pitiless  to  flymen,  as  pre- 
tenders to  gentility).  Now,  then,  get  on ! 


Fussy  Paterfamilias.'  [  Ah — but  stop.  (To  Policeman.)  What 
time 

Stern  Policeman  (anticipating  question  at  once— addressing  fly- 
man). Be  in  the  rank — eleven. 

[Motions  him  onward.      Exit  flyman  and  trap.     Enter  into 
hall  Paterfamilias  and  party. 

Materfamilias  (in  a  severe  whisper  to  Paterfamilias).  You  've  got 
the  tickets  ? 

Paterfamilias  (suddenly  struck  by  an  awful  thought).  Yes — (feels 
in  his  waistcoat-pocket) — yes — but — (thinks  of  the  fly,  and  what  he 
has  most  likely  left  in  it) — 0,  yes — (tries  one  tail-pocket) — no — dear 
me — conf — 

Stall  Official.  Private  box,  Sir  ? 

Materfamilias  (taking  the  affair  into  her  own  hands,  so  as  to  hide 
their  difficulties  from  passers-on).  Yes — (with  great  presence  of 
mind) — first  tier. 

Official.  Up-stairs,  if  you  please.          [Respite  for  Paterfamilias. 

Materfamilias.  Now,  WILLIAM,  what  have  you  done  with 

Paterfamilias.  Ah ! — (joyfully  brings  it  out  with  his  new  gloves 
and  a  clean  pocket-handkerchief) — here  it  is !  I  thought  I  hadn't 
left  it  behind. 

[ Is  quite  pleased  with  himself.     They  proceed  to  their  box. 

Overture.     Stall  Habitues  examine  occasional  visitors  with  a  sort  of 
DR.  ^ffATTs's-little-star  feeling  of  " wondering  what  you  are? 
Difficulties  occasioned  by  the  Casuals  being  unable  to  hit  upon 
their  Stalls  at  once. 

Casual  Swell  (who  has  thought  twice  before  he  laid  out  his  guinea, 
recognises  man  sitting  next  him).  Ah !  now  d"  ye  do  ?  Full  house 
to-night.  [As  if  he  came  regularly. 

Second  Casual  (who  has  got  a  friend's  "  bone" — languidly).  Yes. 

[They  both  wonder  if  each  is  an  habituf. 

Elder  Young  Lady  (in  box  on  front  tier,  to  Mamma).  0,  Mamma, 
there  are  the  SMITHSONS  in  the  Stalls  ;  just  come  in. 

[Hopes  the  SMITHSONS  will  see  them. 
During  the  First  Act  of  "  Guillaume  Tell"  the  Royal  Sox  is  filled 
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A    WILLING    MARTYR. 

Scotch  Carrier.  "En,  BIT  THAT'S  STRONG  WHUSKEY  !    BIT  U'LL  NO  SPILE  THE 
TASTE  wi'  WATER.    U'LL  KATHER  THOLE 'T  !" 


trith  Illustrious  Personages.    With  admirable  taste  the  lorgnettes  of  Stalls 
and  oppotitt  Pit-Boxes  are  levelled  at  their  Royal  Highnesses. 
Gorgeous  Little  Snob  (in  Stalls,   to  CHARLES,   his  acquaintance).    There's 
WALES. 

Charles  (his  acquaintance,  critically).  Getting  a  little  stout,  eh  ? 
Gorgeous  Little  Snob.    Yes— (pauses)—  but— ar— not  a  bad  fellow,  WALES. 
[CHARLES  regards  his  acquaintance  with  interest,  not  unmixed  with  atce.      Thus 
encouraged,  Snob  proceeds.]  I  've  dined  with  him — I  mean  in  company  with  him 
— and  he 's  deuced  pleasant — you  know — not  stuck  up  a  bit. 

[He  has  once  paid  a  Sovereign  for  a  ticket  for  a  charity  dinner,  where  the 
Prince  presided,  under  the  impression  that  this  entitled  him  to  be  pre- 
sented to  His  Royal  Highness  in  the  course  of  the  evening. 
Lady  in  Stall.  How  well  she  is  looking  ! 
Young  Lady  (to  an  Habitue).  Who  's  that  with  them  ? 

Habitue  (after  using  his  Glass).   That— that 's  DOCTOR  THINGUMMY— alwavs 
there. 

[He  says  this  in  a  very  audible  voice.  People  about  wonder  why  DOCTOR 
THINGUMMY  is  always  there,  with  a  sort  of  wish  that  rasr  could  be 
always  there,  too. 

Well- Informed  Elderly  Lady   (mysteriously,   to   her  friend,  a  visitor  from 
the  country).  MR.  UUICKSON,  who  knows  them  very  well,  tells  me,  &c.,  &c. 
Her  Friend  (much  interested,  and  unable  to  remove  her  eyes  from  the  Roval 

Box).  Really  /—do  they  indeed  ? 

Lady  in  a  corner  Pit- Box  (distinctly).  The  LORNES  are  there. 
Gentleman  (in  attendance).  I  thought  they  were  travelling  on  the  Continent. 
incog. 

Lady  (positively).  0,  yes—  (with  a  ready  invention)— but  they've  returned 
inco^.,  and— see  how  they  're  sitting  back— they  don't  wish  anybody  to  recognise 

[Afore  gl<isse3  levelled.  His  Royal  Highness  laughs.  Great  excitement 
tn  Stalls  and  opposite  Boxes. 


Jinx,   in 
there. 


of   Report   haring  spread  that 
Contradictions  from  well-informed 


'the 


Royal 
LORIES"  are 


Mr.  Pufnper  (of  the  Clubs,  meeting  Silent  Legislator, 
and  eager  for  some  gossip  to  retail).  Ah,  JoiufNT !  Any- 
thing doing  ? 

Xilent  Legislator  (of  great  importance  out  of  the 
Hiiii.ie).  Just  come  from  the  House.  TAYLOR'S  up,  so 
I  shall  go  down  again  presently. 

Pumper  (battoM-holmg  him).  Is  it  true  that  GoscirEir 
is  to  change  places  with  MONSELL—  (looking  very  know- 
ing) '?  it 's  about  to-night. 

Nilent  Legislator  (wondering  why  he  hain't  heard  this 
—  but  still  reticently).  Well,  there  is  a  whisper  of  it; 
but  7  don't  believe  it.  DIZZY  said  to  me,  when  he  came 

down  to-night • 

[There  his  voice  sinks  into  a  whisper. 
Pumper  (after  listening  to   the  most  important  Infest 
intelligence).  Well—  (considers)— it's  not  unlikely;  but 
still — (Legislator    nod   emphatically,    and    leares    him. 
PUMPER  meets  friends,  and  begins)  They  say  that  Dizzr 
will,  &c.,  &c.    I  just  met  JOHNNY  DAW,  who  told  me, 
and  he  's  off  to  the  House  again  immediately. 
Pumper's  Friends  (much  impressed).  By  Jove  ! ! 

[Exeunt  subsequently  and  severally;  PUMPER  and 
Friends  to  various  Clubs,  where  they  divulge 
their  State  secrets,  with  such  additions  and 
embellishments  as  may  have  occurred  to  them  in 
the  interval. 

Military  Lounger  (in  Lobby,  to  Second  Lounger).  Come 
and  dine  at  the  Hag,  to-morrow ;  and  go  to  tne  Globe  ? 
His  Friend.  What 's  there  ? 
Lounger.  0,  doosed  pretty !    Been  there  twice. 
Theatrical  Authority.  You  ought  to  hear  MRS.  WOOD. 
at  the  St.  James's,  sing,  "  His  ^Art  was  true  to  Poll." 
Haven't  heard  anything  so  good  for  an  age.     She 's  the 
only  woman  that  can  sing  a  comic  song  comically,  on  the 
stage. 

Funny  Friend  (coming  up).  I  say,  FBEDDY,  who  was 
that  you  were  talking  to  in  the  Park,  to-day  (imitates 
Clown)  ?  I  saw  you  !  I  say  (commences  a  story,  princi- 
pal/// about  himself,  at  somewhere  in  the  country ;  how  ax 
nad  such  fun  ;  how  as  played  So-and-So,  a  part  just 
in  his  line,  in  some  theatricals  ;  how  nx,  <§rc.,  ifc.  Seats 
gradually  resumed  during  Second  Act). 

Opera  Habitue  (authoritatively).  MoNQINI  not  in  good 
voice,  &c.,  &c. 

Second  Habitue  (as  a  set-off).  CABVAIHO  charming, 
though,  eh!  &c.,  &c. 

Materfamilias.  Where  is  onr 

Paterfamilias  (fussily).  I  '11  go  and  see  for  it. 
Linkman.  Cab  or  carriage,  Sir  ? 

Paterfamilias  (forced  into  truth).  Carr No— a — 

Fly. 

Linkman.  What  name,  Sir  ? 

Paterfamilas  (rather  resenting  this  inquiry,  replies,  as 
if  the  man  ought  to  have  known  it).  HODGSON.  (Eyes  the 
man  sternly.) 

Linkman.  'ODGSON  !  All  right,  Sir.  You  stand  'ere. 
[  'm  Number  Two — (repeats  to  himself)  'ODGSON'S  fly. 

[Disappears. 

Paterfamilias    (returning,   beamingly).    I've    sent  a 
man  ;  it  '11  be  here  directly. 
They  wait.      People    leave.      Linkman    Number   Two 
returns.     "  No  fly  of  the  name  of  'OnosoK."     Dit- 
tress    of    Party,       Paterfamilias    sends    Commis- 
sionnaires. 

Materfamilias   (severely).    WILLIAM,   didn't   yon  tell 
;he  man  whom  to  ask  for  ? 
Paterfamilias   (self-convicted  on   the  spot).    No — I — 

sees  something  like  it  driving  up).  Ah,  here  it 

Linkman.  Number  Three  1  [Exit  Number  Three  party. 
[Paterfamilias    goes   outside,    is    knocked  about  — 
remonstrates  angrily.     Hears  voice  in  distance. 
"Any    one    'ere    name    of   'ODGSON'S  flyt 
Paterfamilias  wishes    he'd  dined  at   the  Club, 
and  come  by  himself.     Prospect  of  row. 
Materfamilias  (annoyed).    We'd   better  take  a  cab. 
Calmly.)  We  can  t  sleep  here. 

Number  Two  (reappearing  considerably  out  of  breath). 
Ere  y'  are,  Sir.  Number  Two. 

[Exeunt  Family,  with  much  the  same  feeling  of 
thankfulness  as  they  would  have  experienced  in 
being  rescued  by  a  vessel  from  some  Robinson- 
Crusoe-like  situation. 

Moral  by  Materfamilias).  My  dear  WnxiAJf,  while 
we  are  in  town  it  would  be  very  much  nicer,  and  real  y 
cheaper  in  the  end,  it  we  hired  a  good  carriage  regularly. 
(But  Pater  is  asleep.) 
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SOME  FRIENDS   WHO  "NEVER  MISS  THE  DERBY." 


COSTERS  AND  CHIGNON. 

"  SEE  that  there  Chignon  on  a-head  ?  " 
A  man  on  an  ass  to  his  felloe  said — 
"  I  calls  that  the  mano  of  a  thoroughbred." 

"  Mane  ?  "  quoth  the  other ;  "  What,  that  hair  ? 
Zummut  more  like  it  a-growin'  elsewhere 
You  '11  sometimes>ee  at  a  country  fair — 

"The  tail  of  a  Hoss  plaited  up  with  straw- 
's the  nighest  thing  to  it  as  I  ever  saw." 
The  two  men  burst  into  a  loud  guffaw. 


Butter  from  the  Churn. 

THINKS  to  the  establishment  of  a  joint-stock  company 
of  substantial  farmers  in  the  province  of  East  Gothland, 
we  rejoice  in  the  prospect  of  an  importation  of  Swedish 
butter,  of  much  lower  price  and  a  great  deal  higher  quality 
than  the  grease  now  selling  under  that  name  at  Is.  llrf. 
per  Ib.  It  is  a  wonder  that  the  facility  of  a  butter-supply 
from  Sweden  never  occurred  to  honest  and  enterprising 
English  dealers,  aware,  as  of  course  they  were,  how 
abundantly  cattle  thrive  on  Swedes. 


DBEBY  AND  JOAN  (Wednesday,  May  24.), 

Morning.  Epsom — Great  race. 

Evening.  Queen's  Theatre— TOM  TAYLOB'S  new  play. 


THE  FRENCH  ACTOR-SWINDLE  EXPOSED. 

(By  a  British  Veteran.) 

MB.  PUNCH,  SIB. 

HAVING  long  had  dinned  into  my  ears  by  our  critical 
gentlemen  of  the  Press,  the  immense  superiority  of  French  over 
English  acting — and  I  may  remark,  by  the  way,  that  I  don't  think 
that  the  constant  sneering  and  sarcasm  at  native  talent  is  exactly 
the  sort  of  thing  "  to  bring  the  violets  from  under  the  leaves,"  as  my 
amiable  friend  Fm-BALL  once  remarked  to  your  caustic  contributor 
JEBBOLD — I  have  lately  been  a  regular  attendant  (with  orders)  at 
the  Opera  Comique.  Though  classically  and  expensively  educated,  I 
cannot  say  that  I  possess  that  acquaintance  with  the  French  lan- 
guage—as spoken— which  would  enable  me  to  follow  French  dramatic 
dialogue— word  by  word,  that  is.  Happily,  however,  my  familiarity 
with  our  own  dramatic  repertoire  has  pretty  well  initiated  me 
into  most  of  the  stock  pieces  on  the  French  boards.  As  the  Oxford 
undergraduate  said,  when  asked  how  he  had  managed  his  Greek 
Testament  in  the  Little-go,  that  he  had  gone  in  trusting  to  his 
knowledge  of  the  original,  so  I  may  say  of  the  French  plays,  one 
can  always  fall  back  on  one's  knowledge  of  the  original — in  English. 

Besides,  Sir,  as  a  veteran  performer,  I  do  not  require  a  knowledge 
of  the  words  to  enable  me  to  pronounce  on  the  merits  of  the  acting. 

There  is  a  style,  Sir :  a  mastery  of  the  resources  of  our  difficult 
and  thankless  art ;  a_  way  of  treading  the  stage ;  a  secret  of  getting 
the  most  out  of  a  point,  a  bit  of  business,  or  a  situation,  which  pro- 
claims the  actor  far  more  palpably  than  such  secondary  matters  as 
propriety  of  pronunciation,  correctness  of  emphasis,  music  of  decla- 
mation, or  the  suiting  of  voice  or  delivery  to  character.  All  that  is 
plain  sailing — the  A  B  C  of  our  craft.  Far  beyond  it  lie  the  arcana, 
the  Masonic  mysteries,  or  esoteric  doctrines  of  the  dramatic  art.  It 
is  mastery  of  these  that  makes  the  essence  of  acting,  as  I  humbly 
conceive  it. 

Of  such  mastery  I  was  sorry,  but  not  surprised,  to  find  scarcely 
a  trace  among  the  actors  of  the  Theatre  Francais— great  as  their 
reputation  may  be  in  France,  and  echoed  and  exaggerated  as  French 
admiration  may  be  by  venal  and  malignant  critics  on  our  own  Press. 
That  they  are  venal,  I  know,  for  I  have  given  them  nothing,  and 
what  is  the  consequence  ?  That  not  one  of  them  devoted  so  much  as 
a  paragraph  to  my  Hamlet  when  I  played  it  at  my  complimentary 
benefit  at  the  Wells,  last  year,  or  my  Lear  at  the  Royal  Hoxton, 
which  had  an  uninterrupted  run  of  three  nights,  during  the  present 
season. 

Will  it  be  believed,  Sir,  that  I  did  not  see  in  one  of  these  much- 
vaunted  French  performers  the  least  knowledge  of  how  to  get 
the  most  out  of  an  exit,  or  the  slightest  power  of  making  a  point. 
Their  style  of  delivery  was  tame  and  level — little  above  natural 
pitch— no  music,  no  display  of  vocal  resources,  none  of  that  playing 
on  the  voice  as  on  an  instrument,  which  is  one  of  the  crowning 
achievements  of  our  craft.  Their  way  of  walking  the  stage  was 
undignified,  and  unimpressive,  in  fact  scarcely  to  be  distinguished 
from  the  movement  01  people  in  ordinary  life.  Their  low-comedy 


man  missed  no  end  of  laughs,  by  want  of  all  power,  apparently,  of 
what  in  the  playful  phraseology  of  our  calling,  we  call  '  sticking  it 
into  'em  ;  "  and  I  saw  at  least  six  palpable  opportunities  of  making 
a  brilliant  point,  and  bringing  down  the  house  to  a  dead  certainty, 
missed  by  the  obtuseness  or  incapacity  of  the  leading  man.  In  a 
word,  Sir,  I  never  saw  so  many  bits  of  fat  so  shamefully  thrown 
away  by  the  rawest  tyros  in  a  country  theatre. 

I  must  say,  however,  that  their  dramatists  are  almost  as  much  to 
blame  for  this  as  their  actors.  The  scenes  I  saw  were  rarely  worked 
up  to  what  I  should  call  a  climax  ;  exit  speeches  seemed,  as  a  rule. 
wanting.  Even  the  Act  often  ended  quite  flatly  and  quietly  ;  and 
the  drop  hardly  fell  once  upon  a  tableau.  I  saw  then  how  much 
many  01  our  pieces  adapted  from  the  French  owe  to  their  English 
adapters.  The  adaptation  has  often  a  richness  and  fulness  of  stage 
effect,  of  which  only  the  hint  appeared  in  the  French  work.  In 
short,  Sir,  the  whole  performance  struck  me  as  "stale,  flat,  and 
unprofitable"  to  a  British  actor.  I  would  engage  to  teach  any 
performer  I  saw  any  number  of  dodges  for  bringing  down  the  house. 
I  flatter  myself  I  saw  none  of  them  who  could  teach  me  anything. 
Besides,  Sir,  I  observed,  as  might  be  expected,  a  grievous  want  of 
that  self-respect,  that  recognition  of  what  a  man  owes  to  theatrical 
position,  to  say  nothing  of  personal  dignity,  which,  I  am  happy  to  say, 
still  characterises  the  British  actor.  I  actually  saw  a  M.  DELAUNAY, 
who,  I  am  told,  is  the  leading  juvenile  man  of  the  company,  going 
on  in  livery  to  carry  a  message  !  May  the  day  be  far  distant  when 
a  British  leading-man  stoops  to  such  degradation  ! 

Like  most  things  French,  Sir,  depend  upon  it,  French  acting  is  a 
swindle,  and  all  the  puffing  of  it  in  our  Press,  prejudice.  To  sum 
up  all  my  objections  to  it  in  one  word,  it  is  un-English  in  the 


« 

I  remain,  Mr.  Punch,  your  Constant  Reader, 

OPIE  Were. 

***  Open  to  an  engagement  for  the  legitimate  lead  and  blank- 
verse  heavies:  may  be  heard  of  at  the  Wrekin  Tavern,  and  by 
letter,  at  the  Era  Office. 

Paying  for  a  Whistle. 

WHAT  shall  we  have  to  show  for  the  additional  Income-tax  of 
£3,000,000,  to  be  levied  for  the  purpose  of  national  defence,  on  a 
part  of  the  nation.  An  Army  adequate  to  that  purpose  ?  And  how- 
soon  ?  In  the  meanwhile,  friends,  we  have  nothing  to  show  for  the 
enormous  sum  which  will  be  extorted  from  the  favoured  classes. 


CLASSICAL   INTELLIGENCE. 

"  PoT-ATURT/s  rs  SALUTO  I ''  exclaimed  young  FLTTKEB,  fresh  from 
Oxford,  as  he  was  on  the  point  at  billiards  of  making  a     pot 

stroke.  

THE  HEIGHT  OF  ECONOMY.— A  "  Screw"  of  Tobacco. 
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THE  PERCY  AND  THE  DERBY. 


IN  one  of  SHAKSPEARE'S  historical  plays  (Tlia  First  Part  of  Henry 
tin'  Finn-Hi,  sporting  friends},  llriiry  Percy,  Junior,  surnameu 
Hottpttr,  lieeause  lir  \\as  a  dashing  rider,  observe,  makes  a  declara- 
tion which  may  give  you  some  idea  of  his  horsemanship.  He  says, 
on  an  occasion : — 

"  By  heaven,  methinks  it  were  an  easy  leap 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  jink-faced  moon." 

That  was  Jfitlspiir's  notion  of  an  easy  leap.  You  will  own  that  it 
was  highly  creditable  to  him,  or  to  SHAKSI-KAUK  who  makes  him 
state  it.  Hut  in  the  days  of  SHAKSITJKK  the  Derby  was  not  yet. 
If  it  had  been,  the  Swan  of  Avon  (SnAKsrK.vitE,  so  called  because  he 
belonged  to  >Stratford-on-Avon,  and  there  were  swans  in  that  river, 
and  Poets  arc  otherwise  called  Swans  because  Poetry  is  also  called 
Song,  and  Swans  were  supposed  by  the  Ancients,  who  knew  no 
better,  to  sing) — this  Swan,  who  at  least  you  know  was  no  Goose, 
would  no  doubt  have  amended  one  of  the  above-quoted  lines. 
Instead  of  swearing  that  he  thought  it  an  easy  leap 

"  To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-faced  moon  " 

(and  what  a  horse  Percy  must  have  had,  as  well  as  what  a  rider  he 
must  have  been,  to  do  that !)  Hit/spur  would  assuredly  have  been 
made  by  SMARM  KVKE,  duly  considering  the  great  annual  event  at 
Epsom,  to  substitute  for  his  instance  of  the  leap  which  he  professed 
himself  to  account  easy,  this  modification  of  it : — 

"  To  pluck  the  Turf's  Blue  Riband  from  the  sky." 

This  alteration  would  have  been  a  great  improvement — wouldn't 

it  r 

MY  HEALTH. 

BUDD  and  myself,  take  notice  of  the  miscellaneous  procession  of 
dogs  behind  My  Aunt,  as  we  commence  our  d<  M-I  nl,  BtTDD  trying  bette 
to  admonish  Growler  with  a  gentle  kick,  that  he  (Growler)  is  not  to 
join  the  performing  canine  troupe  now  following  my  relative. 

More  Regular  Mrcluiiiiml  Figures. — On  the  East  Cliit'  appears 
the  Pensive  and  Mysterious  Lady  in  black,  taking  short  walks  up 
and  down,  and  occasional  "sits;"  also  the  Croquet-playing  Family 
who  contest  vngue  arid  unexciting  games,  within  the  garden-rails,  in 
any  weather.  The  Fpreignerof  unwashed  aspect,  who, for  economy's 
sake  smokes  only  half  a  cigar  at  a  time,  and  that  apparently  without 
Lighting  it,  as  no  one  ever  yet,  1ms  .seen  smoke  isMiintr  from  his  lips. 
When  he  retires,  it  is  believed,  lie  puts  the  half -cigar  into  his  pocket 
to  be  ready  for  to-morrow's  use  on  the  same  principle.  Perhaps  he 
is  breaking  himself  of  the  habit. 

"We  pass  these  on  our  road  to  the  Cramville.  On  the  Cliff1  the  men 
are  engaged  on  a  work  of  a  very  perilous  nature,  which  is  nothing 
less  than  hacking  away  the  Clift  itself  and  seeing  how  small  a  space 
each  man  can  stand  upon  without  falling  over.  The  Secretary  is 
here,  and  tells  us  about  the  Verandah  which,  owing  to  him,  was  built 
in  a  fortnight ;  which  fact  he  can't  get  over  anyhow.  He  lights  his 


pipe  and  stands  in  front  of  the  hotel,  admiring  that  Verandah,  as  if 
he  personally  had  put  it  up  all  himself,  painted  it,  varnished  it,  made 
the  iron-\york,  titled  it  up  and  come  down  again  without  any  sort  of 
aid  or  assistance. 

BUDD  asks  if  SAMUEL,  the  Bathman,  is  in,  as  he  and  his  friend 
(I  'm  his  friend)  wish  to  commit  the  <  ;  a  wash. 

The  Secretary  thinks  it  not  unlikely  t  i  it  being 

SAXUKI.'S  duty  to  lie  there,  but  lie  won't  commit  hiir 
anything  about  it  for  certain;  lie  may  be  or  he  may  not  (all  this 
time  he  can't  take  his  eyes  off  the  Verandah,  as  if  he  btill  saw  wle  r- 
some  improvement  might  come  in,  with  perhaps  just  a  dash  ot  paint, 
put  on  in  a  moment  of  inspiration)  but  on  the  whole  ine] 
opinion  that  Sun  1.1.  ix  there. 

Is  there  a  talilu  </' A ute  to-day  ?  we  inquire.     Afti  r  half  a  minute's 
thought  just  to  clear  his  head  of  the  Verandah,  and  get  the   i 
subject  in,  the  Seeretary  replies,  that  "there  is  a  ttihli-  <r/m/,-,  () 
yes,  certainly  ;"  (and  conclusively,  now  that  the  Verandah  has  quite 
gone  out  and  ho  has  grasped  the  subject) — "yes,  a  tub!:   ill, 
i." 

"  \ou  have  a  good  chef  here,"  we  observe,  BUDD  or  myself,  or 
both. 

"  Yes,"  returns  the  Secretary,  refilling  his  pijie  and  speaking  with 
rather  a  doubtful  air.  as  if  he  couldn't  quite  Kive  his  opinion  of  the 
I'/nf  until  he's  tried  him  with  everything,  "  Yes,"  he  admits,  "he's 
not  bail,"  and  lights  his  ]  : 

"  Will  the  table  !»•  very  full  to-night?"  is  my  next  question. 

The  Secretary  thinks  it  may  be,  perhaps,  but  is  generally  un- 
interested—except, og  his  (yes  wander  upward  once  more  to  the 
Verandah.  So  we  leave  luni,  and  enter  the  Cramville,  where 
the  Turkish  Bath  is. 

[By  the  way,  everything  appears  to  be  obtainable  at  the  Cramville. 
Do  you  want  billiard  you  are  in  the  Japanese  Gothic  room 

with  a  Phenomenon  boy-marker,  the  Pocket  KOIIKKTS.  Do  you  want 
American  billiards  ? — there  you  are  again,  with  a  blue  ball  and  no 
extra  charge.  Can't  you  get  on  without  a  sulphur  bath  ? — there  you 
are,  or  there  you  will  be,  when  the  sulphur  comes,  the  baths  being 
there  now.  Do  you  want  to  smoke  at  the  top  of  the  house,  like  a 
chimney  ? — there  you  are,  with  a  flag  flying  from  that  part  of  the 
roof,  to  announce  your  presence.  Do  you  want  to  dine  alone  ? — do 
it,  in  the  coffee-room.  Do  you  want  to  dine  in  company '( — do  it 
again,  in  the  t^Ut-d-manger.  Do  you  want  to  read  or  write  ?  or 
play  bowls  ?  or  play  croquet  ?  or  be  quiet  ?  or  have  your  hair 
brushed  ? — there  you  are.  Do  you  want  a  concert  after  dinner  ? — 
there 's  the  concert-room  and  the  music-stands.  Do  you  want  a 
dramatic  entertainment  ? — yes  ?  Very  well,  then  there 's  a  stage, 
with  scenery,  lights,  and  curtain,  at  the  end  of  the  concert-room. 
This  stage,  I  am  informed,  was  "inaugurated"  by  an  Eminent 
Entertainist,  who,  at  the  end  of  his  performance,  took  off  his  wig 
as  a  mark  of  respect  to  the  National  Anthem,  which  he  sang  by 
way  of  carrying  out  the  idea  of  inauguration.  Perhaps  he  muddled 
the  notion  with  some  reminiscence  of  "  unveiling  a  statue."] 

BUDD,  followed  by  the  brown-bear  dog  Growler,  walks  down  a 
passage,  and  shouts  "  SAMUEL  ! ' 

A  voice  is  heard  in  the  distance,  which  BUDD  tells  me  belongs  to 
SAMTTEL,  the  black  man,  manager  of  the  Turkish  Baths,  and  sham- 
pooer  in  ordinary  to  anyone  who  comes  to  be  shampooed. 

We  open  the  door  of  the  first  room,  and  SAJIUEL  stands  before  us. 
He  is  a  tall  coloured  gentleman,  of  the  handsomest  darkest  mahogany 
dye,  dressed  in  a  loose  suit  of  (apparently)  red  check  bed-curtains. 
He  is  enthusiastic  about  the  efficacy  of  the  Turkish  Bath  system  in 
all  cases  and  for  everybody,  no  matter  who  they  are,  or  what 's  the 
matter  with  them. 

BUDD  introduces  me  to  SAMUEL,  observing  that  I  've  "  come  to  pull 
a  little  flesh  off."  Whereupon,  SAMUEL,  eyeing  me  all  over, puts  his 
head  rather  on  one  side,  opens  his  eyes  wide-stretches  out  his  hands 
in  a  sort  of  appealing  way,  and  answers,  "Well,  he  can't " — ("a  " 
not  being  pronounced  as  ar,  but  a  very  broad  <z) — "  he  can  t  do 
better  dan  come  here  to  SAJIUEL"  (meaning  himself).  "  I  '11  bring 
him  back  to  Naytehar" — (meaning  "Nature") — "  and  when  he 
— (meaning  me) — "  when  he  leave  me  he  shall  say,  '  I  'm  very  much 
obliged  to  SAMTTKL.'  Dat  's  it,  Sar." 

[What  astonishes  me,  being  accustomed  to  the  conventional  Christy, 
or  street-nigger,  is,  that  SAJTUEL  shows  no  sign  of  joyously  giving 
way  to  a  break-down  dance,  or  bursting  out  with  a  "  Yah,  yah ! 
nor  is  his  conversation  broken  up  into  conundrums.] 

BUDD  laughs,  and  observes  that  SAMUEL  will  soon  _put  "me  "  in 
proper  form,  and  asks  him  if  he  doesn't  think  I  want  it. 

SAMUEL  pretends  to  be  astonished  at  the  question.  "  Want  it !  " 
be  exclaims.  "Want  it!  Of  cnrse  he  want  it !  Why— look'yar  " 
— (touching  my  arms  and  then  my  sides,  as  if  explaining  me  ana- 
tomically to  BTTDD) — "look'yar — and  look'yar — 'tein't  Naytehar — 
you  don  t  want  all  dis  " — (alluding  to  what  he  considers  to  be  super- 
fluous flesh).  "  Of  carse,"  he  continues,  "  you  're  ill :  of  carse  :  if 
you  've  got  all  dat  about  you," — (here  he  stretches  out  his  hands  on 
either  side,  appealingly  as  before) — "  how  can  you  be  well ':  " 

This  is  exactly  what  has  struck  me. 
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NOT    TO    BE    BEATEN. 

"  Mr  MAMMA'S  GOT  THE  SHIKINOEST  HAIR  IN  ALL  BATSWATER." 

"  Mr  MAMMA  's  GOT  THE  CVRLINOSST  HAIR  IN  ALL  LONDON." 

"  M Y  MAMMA'S  GOT  THE  LONGEST  HAIR  IN  ALL  ENGLAND." 

"  MY  MAMMA'S  GOT  THE  THICKEST  HAIR  IN  ALL  THE  WHOLE  WOULD." 

"  MY  MAMMA  CAN  SIT  ON  HER  HAIR." 

"  MY  MAMMA  CAN  TAKE  HERS  Off  I!  1 1" 


THE    COLUMN,    AND    THE    COMMUNE. 

(The  Column  of  the  Place  VendSme  overthrown, 
Tuesday,  May  16,  1871.) 

THE  Column  that  the  conquering  German  spared, 
The  Commune,  tottering  to  its  fall,  o'erthrows  : 
PYAT,  Vengeur,  NAPOLEON  overcrows ; 

On  dung  and  faggots,  for  its  bed  prepared, 
The  sawn  shaft,  toppling,  in  three  pieces  goes! 

Dung — fittest  forcing-ground  for  mushroom  Lords, 
Born  in  a  night,  that  in  a  night  decay : 
Faggots,  in  irony  of  France  to-day — 

Bundle  of  sticks,  that  spurn  their  binding  cords, 
And  what  they  failed  in,  bound,  all  loose  essay. 

Crow  aloud,  Gallic  cock— that  find'st  a  crow 
In  loss  and  gain,  in  victory  or  defeat — 
Over  thy  great  world-conqueror,  from  his  eeat 

In  dust  of  dung  and  crashing  sticks  laid  low ; 
"  Who  but  we  could  work  ruin  so  complete '{ 

"  "We  hoised  him  up :  'twas  ours  to  hurl  him  down : 
Look,  the  bronze  arm  we  raised  in  proud  command 
Is  shattered :  orb  and  victory  from  the  hand 

Are  dashed  ;  and  ground  to  dust  the  laurel  crown ! 
Two  worlds  aghast  at  our  achievement  stand  ! 

"  Prussian  and  Austrian,  Russ  and  Englishman, — 
They  were  not  strong  to  carry  this  thing  through : 
What  her  foes  dared  not,  sons  of  Paris  do ! 

Sublime,  as  ever  since  the  world  began : 
What  faith  or  form,  but  by  our  leave  it  grew, 


"  Stands  at  our  pleasure,  or  is  doomed  to  fall  ? 
And  who  shall  question,  if  it  be  our  will, 
Our  right,  ourselves,  our  Mother  France,  to  kill  ? 

Hold  we  not  in  our  hands  new  life  for  all, 
The  new  Creator's  mission  but  fulfil  ? 

"  We  '11  have  no  symbols  here  of  conquests  past, 
Hoping  no  conquests  in  the  time  to  be — 
Nor  even  of  ourselves.    Hence,  history, 

That  speaks  of  fame  :  down,  shaft,  of  cannon  cast, 
That  were  the  prize,  and  page  of  victory ! 

"  Who  shall  say,  we,  the  Commune,  lived  in  vain  ? 
For  this,  at  least,  we  have  lived  long  enow, 
A  mighty  head  under  mean  heels  to  bow, 

Lewd  passions,  lasting  hatreds  to  unchain, 
Stab  France  s  torn  heart,  smite  her  bleeding  brow  !  " 


A  Delicate  Attention. 

THE  Berkshire  people  stand  in  crowds  before  the  picture  of  a 
"Reading  Girl"  in  the  International  Exhibition  (No.  462),  and 
speculate  as  to  who  the  lady  may  be  the  painting  is  intended  to 
represent.  The  Managers  of  the  Exhibition  might  find  it  good 
policy,  in  future  years,  to  pay  a  similar  compliment  to  every  County 
in  the  United  Kingdom. 

CANNOT  STAND  HIGHEE. 

Miss  BTTRDETT  COUTTS  is  to  be  created  a  Baroness.  Whatever  her 
new  title  may  be,  her  old  one  of  Lady  Bountiful  can  never  be 
forgotten. 
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A   (VERY)     'STRAIGHT   TIP! 


55 


•Wain*  (THE  JOCKEY).    "WELL,   IF   YOU   MUST  KNOW,   I'M   GOING   TO   WIN   WITH    THIS-AND   BALLOT 
SECOND!" 

BKK  (A.  Tour).  "OH  AH!    I  DESSAY !    A  COUPLE  0'  PRECIOUS  SCREWS!    HOW  ABOUT  BUDGET?    TAHir" 


MAT  27,  1871.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVAKI. 


217 


PUNCH'S    DERBY    PROPHECY. 

HS  people  of  Thessaly 

wrn-  the  earliest 
horse-breakers  found 
among  the  Greeks. 
Hence  the  fable 
about  Centaurs  hav- 
ing been  the  abo- 
riginal Thcssalians. 
Thessaly  was  in 
Greece,  and  perhaps 
may  be  there  now- 
It  was  settled  by  the 
JEolian  Pelasgi,  or 
"  vain  Pelagians," 
who  invent' 
Han  harps,  now,  I  am 
happy  to  say,  gone 
out  of  use,  for  more 
holy  noises 
than  they  used  to 
make  in  the  win- 
dows at  which  they 
were  fixed  I  never 
heard,  and  besides 
they  let  in  a  draught. 
I  always  sneeze  when 
I  hear  an  .£olian 
harp  even  mentioned. 

This  is  a  curious  fact.  There  is  another  thing  about  the  Thessalians.  MR.  HAZLITT,  the 
excellent  Registrar  in  Bankruptcy,  says  that  they  were  noted,  not  only  as  horse-tamers, 
but  for  their  skill  in  the  preparation  of  poisonous  drugs.  The  art  of  drugging  horses 
therefore  naturally  arose  with  racing.  This  is  another  curious  fact. 

SOLOMON  kept  forty  thousand  horses,  and  I  should  think  it  would  have  taken  all  his 
wisdom  to  nianap-  surh  a  stud  without  coming  to  grief.  Most  persons  who  keep  many 
horses  are  not  Solomons,  quite  the  contrary,  though  they  have  generally  to  apply  to 
persons  of  the  race  to  which  that  sovereign  appertained.  They  make  such  applications 
until  these  arc  unfavourably  received,  and  then  MB.  HAZLITT,  above-mentioned,  hears 
about  it.  In  the  ninth  century  horses  were  shod  only  in  frost,  at  other  times  they  said 
(well,  Xanthus  spoke  to  Achilles,  now  then,)  in  the  words  of  the  Yankee  song,  "Shoe, 
fly,  don't  come  anear  me."  WILLIAM  THE  CONQUEBOR,  son  of  ARLOTTA,  daughter  of  the 
Skinner  at  Falaise,  introduced  shoeing  into  England,  but  not  such  shoes  as  might  have 
been  made  out  of  his  grandfather's  skins,  though  this  would  have  been  a  delicate  family 
attention,  but  horse-shoes,  made  of  iron,  on  which  there  has  not  been  the  least  improve- 
ment since  the  time  of  the  Conquest.  But  this  is  not  relevant  to  the  Derby,  because 
racers  wear  plates,  and  sometimes  win  them.  What  says  COWPEB  about  Englishmen 
riding  races  in  France  ? 

"  Be  jockeys  now,  and  win  a  plate 
Where  once  your  nobler  fathers  won  a  crown." 

Sold,  my  generous  patrons,  sold )  Not  so,  my  generous  patrons,  but  Mr.  Punch 
writes  for  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men  and  women,  and  it  is  necessary  that  he  should 
have  matter  to  suit  all  tastes.  Hence,  though  all  his  epigrams  sparkle  like  dew-drops  in 
the  Hay  morning,  some  are  of  milder  effulgence  than  others.  Hence  he  occasionally 
flourishes  his  glittering  blade  with  somewhat  of  ostentation,  at  other  times  he  strikes 
silently  and  home,  like  the  Corsair's  men  when  the  Turks  were  polishing  them  off.  But 
have  faith  in  him,  and  you  will  be  all  right.  The  information  in  the  above  paragraphs 
may  not  be  apparently  useful  as  a  direction  to  you  how  to  bet  upon  the  Derby  for  1871, 
but  it  will  be  interesting  to  myriads,  and  it  is  ten  million  times  more  valuable  than 
anything  that  will  appear  in  any  other  article  on  the  Itacc. 

Besides,  I  may  observe  that  I  had  a  good  mind  not  to  give  any  Prophecy  at  all.  I  have 
patronised  every  Derby  since  Whisker's  year,  inclusive,  and  I  never  knew  a  year  in  which 
so  little  interest  seems  to  be  taken  about  Epsom.  None  of  your  bosh  and  impertinence 
about  my  being  older  than  I  was,  and  caring  less  about  races.  I  am  younger  than  I  ever 
was,  and  I  am  perfectly  frantic  with  joy  at  the  thought  of  mounting  that  Derby  drag, 
chaffing  my  accomplices,  and  gaily  sending  up  my  first  smoke-whiff  into  the  sweet  morning 
air.  Time  has  not  thinned  my  raving  hair  (nor  has  my  hair-dresser,  lately)  and  if 
there  be  a  few  streaks  of  silver  in  it,  they  typify  the  sparkling  fountains  of  my  well-pre- 
served heart.  Not  care  for  the  Derby !  I  live  for  it.  'Tis  my  one  day  of  the  year.  My 
grievance  is  that  other  people  have  come  to  care  so  little  about  it.  I  fancy  the  coves  who 
write  about  it  have  done  the  thing  to  death,  and  bored  people  into  voting  it  a  nuisance. 
I  wish,  it  could  go,  for  a  couple  of  years,  undescribed  in  a  graphic  manner. 

But  you  will  say,  "  Proceed,  sweet  warbler,  your  tale  interests  me."  I  am  not  a  sweet 
warbler,  and  I  remark,  with  lUm-.LAis,  that  I  do  not  care  whether  my  tale  interests  you  or 
not  (he  did  not  say  it,  but  only  something  like  it,  but  I  tell  you  what  he  did  say,  namely, 
that  Paris  has  always  been  a  most  disturbed,  impertinent,  audacious  city,  and  that  any 
good  King  of  France  would  keep  it  in  subjection),  but  I  proceed.  You  respectfully  offer 
me  a  list  of  the  horses  that  are  to  run  for  the  Derby,  and  you  request  me  to  name  the 
winoier.  The  cheek  of  the  Pensive  Public  is  one  of  those  things  for  which  there  a  no 
word  but  the  Young  Lady's  only  adjective— awful.  This,  by  the  way,  SHAKSPRABS  uses 
in  the  sense  of  obedient,  or  having  due  regard  for  authority,  which  every  young  lady 


is,  or  has.  Otherwise,  it  means  solemn,  august,  venerable, 
dreadful,  fearful,  terrible,  and  therefore  is  exquisitely  appli- 
cable on  most  occasions  when  it  is  used  by  the  Fair  Sex.  You 
see,  I  know  how  to  blend  instruction  with  facetiousness. 

Among  the  horses  I  perceive  Albert  Victor,  and  I  am  pleased 
with  the  compliment  imported  by  his  nomination  (sporting  gents 
will  notice  that  I  do  not  use  this  last  word  in  the  only  way  they 
understand),  but  he  might  have  been  called  Christian  I 
also,  because  then  he  would  have  been  shod  all  round.  For  as 
you  know  a  horse  is,  as  the  schoolboy  said,  a  beast  with  four 
legs,  one  at  each  corner.  The  Zephyr  colt  has,  on  the  other 
hand,  No  Same,  but  if  ho  is  such  a  success  as  my  friend 
COLLINS'S  book,  so  entitled,  he  will  moke  a  name  for 
himself.  There  is  a  pretty  classical  story  about  the  colU  with 
atmospheric  pedigrees,  but  I  cannot  stop  to  tell  it  now.  Who 
was  the  King  of  the  Forest  f  Was  it  the  Cedar  of  Lebanon,  or 
a  bramble  ?  name  from  the  Saxon  bretnbel.  It  could  not  have 
been  the  latter,  because  there  were  no  Saxons  in  the  days  when 
the  trees  of  the  forest  desired  a  king.  And  yet  I  do  not  know. 
What  says  the  German  poet? — 

"  Child  of  the  earth,  leave  the  fools  to  their  foolishness, 

Berries  were  bitter  in  forests  of  yore." 

To  be  sure  there  were  other  berries  than  blackberries,  with  which 
the  pretty  lips  of  the  Children  in  the  Wood  were  all  besmeared 
and  dyed,  dear  little  pigs.  Let  us  pass  on  from  this  mystery  to 
Grand  Coup.  There  will  be  a  grand  cooing  of  Pigeons  (turf 
dupes,  my  dear)  if  he  wins,  but  if  he  does  not  win,  they  will 
be  Pouters.  I  have  Divers  reasons  (d'ye  mark)  for  thinking  well 
of  the  Pearl,  and  I  advise  you  to  turn  to  the  chapter  in  Lothair 
about  pearls,  for  you  will  there  find  something  which  will  repay 
your  trouble.  As  regards  the  Count,  I  do  not  advise  you  to  count 
your  chickens  before  they  are  hatched,  or  you  may  have  to  hang 
up  your  Hatchment  (as  the  uneducated  coll  it)  for  the  demise  of 
your  hopes ;  nevertheless  Count  is  no  counter-jumper,  tiigby 
Grand  is  a  horse  with  a  name  that  sounds  "  winning."  I  go  so 
far  as  to  say  that  he  will  be  somewhere  on  the  race-day. 
Ilnrnukoe  is  named  from  another  delightful  book.by  my  friend, 
HKXUY  KINOSLEY,  but  I  fancy  sporting  men  call  him  Haven 
iSln.e,  and  think  the  name  has  somethiag  to  do  with  his  plates, 
whicfl  may  be  blacked,  like  shoes  and  ravens.  "Hoe,"  how- 
ever, is  from  the  Saxon  for  a  hill,  and  you  might  say  Primrosehoe, 
if  you  like,  there 's  no  charge. 

As  for  Kipponden,  you  know  den  is  dean,  a  valley,  the  right  of 
hog-feeding  wherein  is  called  denbera.  lUppon,  or  liipon,  U  a 
place  in  Yorkshire,  which  has  also  a  Dean,  and  he  is  not  a  valet, 
but  an  out-and-out  good  priest,  and  I  hope  that  he  will  excuse 
me  for  edifying  my  flock  by  mention  of  his  merits  on  this  secular 
occasion,  liipon  was  famous  for  its  manufacture  of  spurs,  and 
of  saddle-trees — good  omens.  Like  a  washhandbasin,  it  is  placed 
near  the  Ure.  Combine  this  information,  and  bet  accordingly. 
We  next  come  to  Noblesse.  The  French  say  nobleise  oblige  ;  and 
if  this  animal  will  oblige  backers  by  winning,  I  daresay  they 
will  be  very  glad ;  but  it  must  be  very  distasteful  to  her  ladyship 
to  hear  the  sporting  gentlemen  speak  of  .AToA-less,  as  that  pre- 
sumes that  the  bearer  of  the  name  can't  win  by  a  head.  As  for 
the  Frolic  colt,  another  of  the  anonymous  quadrupeds,  "frolic" 
comes  from  the  German  frolich,  and  everything  German  is  in 
great  luck  just  now  ;  whereas  General,  being  marked  thus, 
General,  and  pronounced  in  the  dictionary  (and  no  where  else) 

hjai-nai-ral,  is  French,  and but  I  abstain  from  drawing  an 

inference  which  might  annoy  a  single  (or  married)  member  of 
a  noble  nation.  The  remark  which  I  have  made  about  German 
luck  applies  still  more  potentially  and  subjunctively  to  King 
William.  "What  can  he  do  that  cometh  after  the  king?" 
Well,  he  can  kick  him ;  and  a  great  many  of  the  kings  of  the 
earth  (in  other  days)  would  have  been  all  the  better  for  such  a 
memorandum  that  they  were  earthy.  But  in  this  case  a  good 
Sovereign's  name  is  given  to  an  animal,  that  if  he  wins  the  race 
will  not  do  it  by  imitating  his  namesake,  for  when  did  brave 
EMPEKOH  WILLIAM  run  ?  What  shall  be  said  of  Fisherman  t 
I  have  seen  a  horse  of  that  name,  a  dear  old  bird,  win  many  a 
race,  and  I  have  pocketed  Her  Majesty's  coinage  in  consequence, 
and  the  name  is  beloved  of  this  child.  But,  ahem !  if  my  friend 
the  POPE  will  excuse  me,  and  I  know  he  will,  the  Successor  to 
the  Fisherman  has  not  been  so  wonderfully  fortunate  of  late. 
Still,  if  you  go  down  on  a  drag,  and  draw  Fisherman  in  a  sweep, 
you  will  get  something,  if  it  is  only  the  little  piece  of  paper  on 
which  his  name  is  written,  and  that  will  be  a  great  comfort  to 
you  and  your  family,  to  whom  I  wish  all  happiness. 

Lastly,  I  come  to  Bothwell.  Not  the  place  itself,  understand, 
which  is  on  the  east  bank  of  the  Clyde,  between  Hamilton  (not 
Hamilton's  Bawn ;  that  is,  or  was,  in  Ireland)  and  Glasgow  (in 
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TO    THE    DERBY. 


THE    START. 

UNCLE  BEN,  ON  THE  Box  WITH  GEORGE,  is  BENT  ON  ENJOYING  HIMSELF. 

CLARA  AND  CHARLIE  CLIPPER  APPEAR  LIKELY  TO  DO  THE  SAME. 

FANNY  FAIRLEGH  is  FANCYING  HER  SUN-SHADE  WILL  SAVE  HER  FROM  FRECKLES  ;  AND  MRS.  GEORGE,  WHO  "  CHAPERONES  "  THE 
PARTY,  FEELS  SURE  THERE  WILL  NOT  BE  so  MUCH  CHAMPAGNE  WASTED  THIS  YEAR,  AS  LAST,  WHEN  GEORGE  TOOK  A  "MAN  PARTY" 
DOWN  BY  KAIL. 


Scotland),  and  is  known  as  the  scene  of  a  battle  between  the  Covenanter:  and 
the  RoyalisU  in  1679,  when  the  former  were  defeated  by  the  DUKE  OP 
MONXOUTH.  Still  less  (if  there  can  be  less  than  not  doing  a  thing)  do  I  come 
to  BOTHWELL,  who  was  tried  for  complicity  in  the  murder  of  MARY  QUEEN 
OF  SCOTS'  husband  DABNLEY  (or  the  Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold),  and  some- 
how acquitted.  He,  however,  ran  with  the  utmost  speed  when  the  Scottish 
nobles  rose  (like  rose-nobles)  ;  and  if  his  namesake  imitates  him,  why  the 
horse  that  wins  must  be  a  clinking  good  one.  Why  clinking,  I  have  no  idea, 
u  that  means  "  making  a  email  sharp  sound,"  but  it  seems  knowing  and 
horsey  to  use  slang,  however  idiotic.  BOTHWELL  was  the  Favourite  of  poor 
QUEEN  MART.  But  he  used  her  very  ill.  I  do  not  believe  in  the  doctrine 
of  metempsychosis  to  the  extent  of  thinking  that  he  has  passed  into  the  body 
of  the  Derby  Favourite,  or  I  »hould  certainly  do  what  he  did  to  DABNLEY, 
namely,  blow  him  up. 

Dost  apprehend  me,  my  Pensive  ?     Hast  arrived  at  the  solution  of  my 
mystery  i    What  says  my  brother  poet,  glory  of  America  ? — 

Tht  strong  yodt  pine  for  my  abode, 
And  pine  in  vain  the  Seven  Divine; 

Hut  thou,  meek  lover  of  the  food, 
Invert  in  I.  v.v.  and  NINE. 


A  Bold  Offer. 

on'  ilLK.  affirmed  ("y*  tne  Ech°)  that  8  Parisian  gentleman  has  offered 
JOO.OOO  francs  (£8000)  to  any  one  who  will  bring  M.  THIEBS  alive  into 

rftriB, 


POSSIBLY  before  these  lines  are  read,  the  DTTKE  or  MAGENTA  will 
>e  in  a  position  to  claim  the  money.  If  not,  a  German  General  is 
thought  to  have  a  good  chance. 


SHABBY  VIEW  OF  A  SWEEP. 

FABEWELI,  my  five  shillings— farewell,  my  five  "bob," 
I  have  drawn  the  wrong  horse — I  have  made  a  bad  job. 
Farewell,  my  five  shillings — farewell,  my  five  s, 
I  might  much  more  have  lost — could  have  scarcely  lost  less. 

Farewell,  my  five  shillings— farewell,  my  "  caroon," 
Into  this  world  I  came,  bringing  no  silver  spoon ; 
Wasn't  born  to  good  luck.    A  man  doesn't  refuse 
To  take  part  in  a  Sweep — but  I  went  in  to  lose. 

Farewell,  my  five  shillings — no  ruinous  loss, 

Such  as  sporting  men  risk  when  they  back  "  that  'ere  'oss." 

I  can  practise  economy,  clip,  shave,  and  pare, 

And  contrive  by  retrenchment  the  money  to  spare. 

Farewell,  my  five  shillings — new  boots  I  '11  postpone, 
I  will  wear  the  hat  quite  out  that  seedy  has  grown. 
On  a  chop,  for  awhile,  I  '11  continue  to  dine, 
And  I  '11  substitute  beer  with  my  dinner  for  wine. 

Farewell,  my  five  shillings — enough  on  a  Race 
Thrown  away,  but  the  money  no  need  to  replace 
Will  us  losers  to  steal  or  embezzle  impel — 
Can  you  all  say  as  much  ?    My  five  shillings,  farewell. 


A  Horse  to  Bun  Hereafter. 

A  GOOD  name  for  a  promising  foal  was  suggested  during  the  late 
inclement  weather  by  an  Ostler,  in  making  a  general  observation 
when  he  had  a  cold  in  the  head.  He  remarked  that  the  Horse  was.  a 
noble  Hannibal. 
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FROM    THE    DERBY. 


THE    FINISH. 

UNCLE  BEN  PREFERS  A  BACK  TO  HIS  SEAT  GOING  HOME,  WHICH  CLARA  THINKS  A  DREADFULLY  DULL  ARRANGEMENT,  AND 
DESTRUCTION  TO  HER  DRESS. 

FANNY  HAS  FORGOTTEN  IIKR  VEIL,  AND  is  MISERABLE. 

THE  POST-BOY  is  PUT  UNDER  THK  BOX-SEAT,  OVERPOWERED  WITH  FATIGUE.  GKOROK  is  DITTO  ;  AND  CHARLIE  CLIPPER  CON- 
TRIVES SOME  REINS. 

MRS.  GEORGE  EXPECTS  HER  HUSBAND  TO  "  TOPPLE  OVER  "  EVERY  MINUTE,  AND  DETERMINES  THAT  NEXT  YEAR  SHE  WILL  HAVE 
NO  CHAMPAGNE,  BUT  SUBSTITUTE  GOOSEBERRY-WINE  IN  THE  HAMPERS  1 


AIRY,  C.B. 

STARS  of  nobleness  should  on  deservers  all  shine. 
One  deserver  there  is  in  the  very  first  line. 
And  what  man  to  wear  Stars  can  be  fitter  than  he  ? 
The  Astronomer- Royal  is  made  a  C.B. 

This  Philosopher  this  life  at  Alnwick  began ; 
He  has  reached  very  nearly  the  full  age  of  Man : 
But  the  sheen  of  his  Stars  may  we  long  live  to  see. 
The  Astronomer-Royal  is  made  a  C.B. 

For  a  son  of  the  North  some  may  think  the  "  Great  Bear" 
Were  the  meetest  of  all  Constellations  to  wear. 
But  the  "  Southern  Cross  "  was  it  not  well  to  decree  ? 
The  Astronomer-Royal  is  made  a  C.B. 

As  a  Hero  of  Science,  his  deeds  of  renown 
At  length  have  acknowledgment  won  from  the  Crown. 
By  those  triumphs  right  well  he  has  earned  a  Knight's  fee. 
The  Astronomer-Royal  is  made  a  C.B. 

Such  achievements  as  his,  being  graved  on  the  skies, 

Are  well  known  to  the  spirits  of  great  men  and  wise. 

And  "  Behold ! "  they  exclaimed,  as  they  viewed  Earth  and  Sea 

"  The  Astronomer- Royal  is  made  a  C.B." 

JULIUS  C^SAB'S  great  shade  deemed  an  Order  well  spent 
On  the  man  who  wrote  well  of  his  landing  in  Kent. 
And  to  BRUTUS  remarked,  in  a  tone  of  high  glee, 
"  The  Astronomer-Royal  is  made  a  C.B." 


Of  his  Tenth  Legion's  Standard  the  Bearer,  with  play 
On  the  name  of  that  corps,  in  his  old  Roman  way, 
Said,  "  The  champion  of  Decimal  Coinage  for  me ; 
The  Astronomer-Royal  is  made  a  C.B." 

And  BRUNEL,  in  the  Spheres,  thus  did  suffrage  bestow : 
"  The  Broad  Gauge  I  (for  Railways)  preferred  there  below. 
He  contends  for  the  narrow  ;  the  wiser  is  he. 
The  Astronomer-Royal  is  made  a  C.B." 

"  And  this  GEORGE  BTDWTLL  AIBT,"  the  Sun  did  exclaim, 
"  0  Moon,  ancient  eclipses,  wrong  dates  by  the  same 
Setting  right,  has  computed  for  you  and  for  me : 
The  Astronomer-Royal  is  made  a  C.B." 


A  WOEFUL  TALE. 

TITE  man  who  was  over  head  and  ears  in  love,  but  who  has  had  his 
nose  put  out  of  joint,  is  afraid  to  face  the  world  because  he  thinks 
the  eyes  of  Europe  are  upon  him,  and  that  society  will  browbeat  him 
and  cast  it  in  his  teeth.  As  the  organ  of  a  large  and  respectable  portion 
of  the  body  politic,  we  assure  iiim  that  his  misfortune  is  not  in 
everybody's  mouth,  and  advise  him  to  put  a  bold  face  on  the  matter 
—to  be,  in  fact,  a  little  cheeky— and  he  will  soon  find  himself  able 
to  hold  up  his  head  again  with  the  best  of  us  with  unblushing: 
effrontery.  If  he  has  an  eye  to  the  future,  he  must  see  that  it  would 
be  a  great  oversight  to  take  a  short-sighted  view  of  things,  and 
retire  from  the  public  gaze. 


CHEAP  OUT-OF-DOOB  BREAKFAST. — A  Roll  on  the  Grass. 
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"HA!    HA!    THE    WOOIN'    O'T !  "-Old  Song. 

Young  Mistress  (gravely  ;  she  had,  seen  an  affectionate  parting  at  the  yardcn-yak). 
"  I  SEE  you  'VE  GOT  A  YOCNG  MAN,  JANE  ! " 

Jane,  (apologetically).   "  ONLY  WALKED  OUT  WITH  HIM  ONCE,  M'UM  ! " 

Mistress.  "  0,  BUT  I  THOUGHT  I  SAW — DIDN'T  YOU — DIDN'T  HE — TAKE  A  Kiss, 
JANE  !" 

Jane.  "  0,  M'u,  ONLY  AS  A  FRIEND,  M'M  ! !  " 


ANGELS    AS    MINISTERS. 
(From  a  Parliamentary  Report  of  the  Future.') 


HOUSE  OF  COMMONS.— MONDAY. 
QUESTIONS. 

ME.  DISRAELI,  seeing  the  First  Lady  of  the  Admiralty  in  her  place,  begged 
leave  to  ask  when  the  trial  trip  of  the  new  iron-clad,  the  Calceolaria,  was  to 
take  place. 

LADY  YACIHINGTON  begged  lie  wouldn't  talk  about  such  a  thing.  It  must 
come  off,  she  supposed,  but  the  sea  made  her  so  awfully  ill  that  she  hoped  she 
might  hear  nothing  more  on  the  subject  till  the  time  arrived.  (Cheers.) 

SIR  JOHN  PAKINOTON.  according  to  notice,  wished  to  ask  the  Home  Secre- 
taress  why  a  pardon  had  been  granted  to  JASPER  MONTGOMERY  MONTMOBENCY, 
sentenced  for  a  savage  assault. 

MRS.  OVERCODDLE  said  that  the  Hon.  Member  for  Droitwich  was  a  stern  man, 
and  it  was  the  belief  of  the  Government  that  offenders  might  be  treated  in 
better  ways  than  by  sternness.  Poor  MONTMORENCY  had  said  that  he  was  quite 
sorry  for  his  outbreak  of  passion,  and  had  promised  to  do  something,  one  of  these 
days,  if  pardoned,  for  the  man  he  had  disabled,  who  was  a  very  ugly  little 
wretch,  and  had  probably  aggravated  poor  MR.  MoNTMORENcyinto  a  rage. 

LORD  JOHN  MANNERS  wished  to  ask  the  Secretaress-at- War  when  the  199th 
Dragoons  were  to  sail  for  India. 

LADY  BELLOXA  JONES  said  that  they  would  embark  when  the  weather  was 
a  little  cooler.  Surely  the  noble  Lord  did  not  think  that  they  were  to  be  sent 
while  the  heat  made  it  quite  disagreeable  even  to  drive  out  except  in  the 
evening.  It  was  true  that  the  Governor- General  had  telegraphed  for  them, 
but  he  must  wait.  She  had  no  doubt  that  he  had  got  soldiers  enough,  if  he  knew 
how  to  use  them  properly. 

MR.  WALPOLE  asked  the  Post-Mistress  General  whether  anything  was  going 
to  be  done  for  the  relief  of  the  over- worked  Letter  Carriers? 


MRS.  SCRIBBLETON  said  that  they  were  not  over-worked, 
but  some  people  were  always  getting  up  a  grievance. 
\Vhat  weight  had  they  to  carry?  Why,  a  bundle  of 
letters  that  a  schoolboy  would  toss  in  one  hand.  What 
was  healthier  than  exercise  in  the  open  air.  Of  course 
they  were  out  in  all  weathers,  but  so  were  the  policemen. 
.She  had  no  patience  with  effeminacy.  Her  own  boys 
at  Eton  got  wet  through  twice  in  one  day  last  week,  and 
made  no  fuss.  (Cheers.) 

MR.  HENLEY  wished  to  learn  from  the  law-officers  of 
the  Crown  whether  they  intended  to  introduce  a  Bill 
to  amend  the  Law  of  Divorce. 

The  SOLICITRESS-GENERAL  said  that  the  subject  was 
a  delicate  one  for  treatment  by  the  present  Government, 
and  that  they  hoped  the  good  taste  of  the  House  would 
spare  them  the  necessity  of  dealing  with  such  a  topic. 
She  believed  that  she  was  addressing  an  assembly  in 
which  there  were  many  gentlemen.  (Cheers.) 

ME.  LOWE  inquired  whether  anything  was  to  be  done 
about  a  Decimal  Coinage. 

The  MISTRESS  or  THE  MINT  said,  with  some  asperity, 
that  easier  reckoning  was  wanted  only  by  stupid  people 
who  could  not  learn  the  multiplication  table.  Pounds, 
shillings,  pence,  and  farthings  had  done  very  well  for 
many  thousands  of  years.  Besides,  all  the  poor  little 
children  in  the  schools  had  been  taught  the  old  tables, 
and  she  would  be  no  party  to  tormenting  them  with  new 
ones.  If  the  Hon.  Member  for  Calne  likt'd  to  go  to 
France,  he  could  get  francs  and  centipedes,  and  frogs 
into  the  bargain.  (Great  laughter.} 

MR.  COWPER-TEMPLE  wished  to  know  the  inten- 
tions of  the  Government  in  regard  to  public  recreation 
grounds. 

The  CHANCELLORESS  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  said  that  she 
must  answer  that,  as  the  question  was  really  one  of 
finance.  Government  felt  that  there  ought  to  be  more 
Parks.  But  money  must  first  bo  had.  They  intended 
to  sell  the  stuffy  old  British  Museum,  for  which  nobody 
cared  except  old  twaddles,  and  with  the  price  of  the 
place,  and  the  collections,  and  ridiculous  old  books,  they 
meant  to  buy  and  lay  out  a  beautiful  Park  within  easy 
carriage-drive  of  the  West  End. 

SIE  PiOUNDELi,  PALMER  desired  to  know  whether 
BEADY  and  TATE'S  doggerel  psalms  were  to  be  removed 
from  the  Prayer-Book. 

Miss  PHYLACTEEY  (Under  Home  Secretaress),  appealed 
to  the  House  whether  any  Honourable  Member,  especially 
the  editor  of  the  Hook  of  Praise,  ought  to  speak  of  the 
Prayer-Book  in  that  athestic  manner.  The  Honourable 
Member  need  not  go  where  that  version  was  used.  There 
were  plenty  of  churches  where  they  sang  Hymns  Ancient 
and  Modern.  Besides,  thousands  of  beautifully-bound 
Prayer-Books  had  been  given  as  presents,  and  were  all 
these  to  be  made  waste  paper  of  ? 

LORD  MILTON  would  ask  the  Foreign  Secretaress  what 
was  our  present  attitude  in  regard  to  the  United  States. 

MRS.  DE  CHARADE  faith  her  admirable  Yankee  imita- 
tion, so  tcell  known  in  private  theatricals)  said  she  was 
obligated  to  own  up  that  the  Yankees  had  been  trying  to 
snarl  our  yarn,  and  had  sent  over  a  diplomatic  cuss  with 
no  more  manners  than  a  Bar,  (to  the  Speaker,  Yes,  Sir) 
but  as  soon  as  she  had  taken  one  single  squinny  at  him, 
she  guessed  he  'd  have  a  bad  time,  and  just  this  very 
now  he  was  gittin'  that  same.  (Shouts  of  laughter,  and 
cries  of  "  Encore.") 

The  House  then  adjourned,  as  the  PREMIERE  had  a 
delightful  Garden  Party. 


Pound  Away  at  Him ! 

ASCOT  ST.  LEGER  who,  as  a  racing  man,  can  talk  in 
no  other  terms  at  the  present  time  than  those  of  the  turf, 
says  that  he  thinks  a  Grand  Stand  ought  to  be  made 
against  any  further  addition  to  the  Income-tax.  As  it 
is,  he  feels  himself  to  be  too  heavily  weighted,  and 
wishes  ME.  LOWE  would  put  the  saddle  on  the  right 
aorse.  ^____ 

A  Fiery  Steed. 

AMONG  the  Quorn  hunters  sold  the  other  day  an  animal 
described  as  "  one  of  the  best-looking  horses  in  the  stud  " 
fetched  210  guineas.  The  name  of  this  horse  was  Comet. 
We  regret  not  to  be  enabled  to  state  the  length  of  this 
Comet's  tail. 
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COMPLIMENTARY. 

Collier  (about  the  Dog).  "  YES,  SIR,  AW  GOT  HIM  IN  MANCHESTER,  YONDER, 
AN"  DOCTOR  AW'S  GOING  T'  AX  YE,  HBV  Y'  ONY  OBJECTION  TIV  us  NAMIN"  HIM 
EITHER  YE  ? !  " 

Young  Medical  Man  (rather  pleased).   "  On,  DEAR  NO,  BY  ALL  MEANS — "DON'T 

KNOW  ABOUT  THE  COMPLIMENT,    THOUGH,    HE'S  NOT  A   BEAUTY  TO   LOOK  AT  !" 

Collier.  "  MEDBEES  NOT,  DOCTOR;  BUT — SMASH! — MUN,  HE'S  A  BEGGAR  TO 
KILL  ! ! " 


A   DREAM  OP  A  DRY   SUNDAY. 

WHEN  leaves  be  green,  and  flowers  be  gay, 

And  skies  be  bright  and  blue, 
A  pood  place  for  a  stroll  on  a  summer's  day 

Is  the  Gardens  and  Grounds  at  Kew. 

A  sweaven  I  had,  in  the  month  of  June, 

Of  a  holiday  full  fair ; 
Of  an  out  on  a  Sunday  afternoon, 

And  I  dreamt  that  I  was  there. 

The  sun,  methought,  from  mine  each  pore, 

Made  drops  to  trickle  free  ; 
And  all  theliothouses  the  more 

Did  take  it  out  of  me. 

The'people  all,  both  high  and  low, 

\\\TC  in  like  case  with  mine  ; 
The  men,  each  one,  and  the  women  alsu, 

That  all  their  cheeks  did  shine. 

He  that  melteth  away  in  the  brojling  heat, 
As  he  findeth  his  strength  to  sink, 

He  waxeth  heartily  fain  of  meat, 
And  still  more  fain  of  drink. 

Good  liquor  is  ever  a  man's  best  stay. 

What  time  when  his  force  doth  tail ; 
For  a  fellow  that  fainteth  by  the  way — 

No  physic  like  right  old  ale  ! 

For  drought  I  dreamt  they  all  went  mad, 

Because  for  ale  they  lacked  ; 
Sithence  that  none  was  to  be  uad, 

By  a  Tavern-closing  Act. 

They  cried,  and  roared,  and  raved  amain, 

And  Parliament  they  cursed, 
That  had  bereft  them  of  their  drain, 

When  they  were  parched  with  thirst. 

So  being  mad,  what  wreck  they  wrought 

To  say  'twould  not  beseem. 
Ye  Prigs  never  drive  good  folk  distraught, 

As  ye  did  in  mine  ill  dream. 


The  One  Thing  Wanted. 

5TOtrR  Army  Reformers  are  in  high  spirits.  They  think 
the  good  time  has  come  at  last.  The  War  Office  has 
advertised  for  tenders  for  the  supply  of  "20,000  heads." 


PUNCH'S  DERBY  PBOPHECY. 

THERE,  there,  my  Pensive !  Stow  your  gratitude.  I  am  accustomed  to  do 
noble  and  kindly  things.  In  fact  I  rather  like  doing  them.  I  have  saved 
you  from  all  loss,  you  say,  and  I  have  conferred  on  you  inestimable  gain  by 
my  Prophecy  last  week.  Very  well,  you  are  thankful,  and  that  is  enough. 

I  might  have  led  you  wrong,  you  observe,  for  you  have  child-like  (not 
childish)  faith  in  me.  Of  course  you  have,  and  your  true  and  dear  old  PCNCK 
will  never  betray  that  faith.  All  the  other  Prophets  were  wrong,  you  state. 
Well,  not  quite  all.  My  dear  and  venerable  friend  Nunquam  Dormio  winked, 
and  my  very  pleasant  friend  the  tftadota  was  a  trifle  green.  My  noble 
Sportsman  for  once  aimed  badly,  and  my  respected  Sporting  Life  did  not  look 
quite  alive  enough.  My  esteemed  Sporting  Gatette  would  have  put  you  into 
another  gazette,  if  you  had  betted  your  all  on  his  surmise.  Even  my  well- 
beloved  Era  did  not  'ear  a  true  little  bird  singing.  But  they  all  gave  such 
good  reasons  for  their  beliefs  that  they  all  deserved  to  be  right,  and  my  faith 
in  ail  of  them  is  eiactly  as  strong  as  it  was  before.  Only  the  Sporting  Times 
bade  you  back  Zephyr  Colt,  or  Noblesse.  I  felicitate  that  prophet  on  his  luck. 
He  is  not  at  all  like  a  pig,  but  like  a  pig  he  saw  the  wind,  the  West  Wind. 
Yet  he  could  not  quite  put  it  into  a  bag,  not  being  as  wise  as  Ulysses,  for 
whom,  you  know,  my  Pensive,  the  winds  were  tied  up  in  sacks,  but  his 
avaricious  sailors,  thinking  there  was  plunder,  let  them  out,  and  came  to 
uncommon  grief.  Touching  the  winner  of  the  Derby 
"  Which  I  wish  to  remark, 

And  my  language  is  plain," 

I  said  that  the  Zephyr  Colt  had,  just  before  the  race,  No  Name,  but  that  if 
lie  were  such  a  success  as  my  friend  WILKIE  COLLINS'  book,  so  entitled,  he 
would  make  a  name  for  himself.  I  delicately  alluded  to  a  certain  classical 
story,  which  is  taught  to  good  boys  at  school,  about  the  ancestry  of  colts  with 
atmospheric  pedigrees.  Well,  do  you  think  that  I  am  going  to  claim  that  as 

VOL.   LX. 


a  successful  prediction  ?  Perish  the  thought!  I  could  easily  prove  that  my 
words  clearly  meant  that  favoniia  was  to  win.  I  could  easily  prove  anything. 
But  who  was  FAVONIUS',?  I  turn  to  DR.  WILLIAM  SMITH'S  Smaller  Clauieal 
Dictionary  (a  most  useful  book  for  gentlemen  who  want  to  be  classical  in  a 
hurry),  and  I  find — 

"  FAVONIUS.  An  imitator  of  Cato  Uticensis,  whose  character  and  conduct 
he  copied  so  servilely  as  to  receive  the  nick-name  of  Cato's  Ape." 

Evidently,  my  Pensive,  this  individual  has  nothing  in  common  with  the 
winner  of  the  Derby.  My  dear  Pensive,  I  never  prophesied  at  all.  Not  at 
all,  mark  you !  But  I  told  you,  in  mystic  lines  adapted  from  the  great  mystic 
poet  of  America,  how  you  should  invest.  I  said — 

"  Jnftst  in  I.  T.V.  and  NIXB." 

I  might  tell  you  that  "I."  meant  first  horse,  that  "v.  v."  meant  Fest  Find, 
whick  is  the  English  of  Favoniui,  and  that  "Nine"  was  the  number  of 
Hannah,  who  won  the  Oaks. ;  But  I  scorn  such  subterfuges. 

The  fact  was  that  I  proposed  to  you  an  investment  which  was  certain  to  re- 
pay you  a  thousand-fold;for  the  paltry  sum  you  would  lay  out.  Happy  such 
of  you  as  invested  as  I  advised !  It  does  not  detract  from  my  wisdom  and 
goodness  that  those  mutt  have'.done  so  before  reading  my  advice. 

For,  my  beloved  and  Pensive,  turn  to  my  Derby  number,  and  regard  the 
outside  thereof. 

There  you  read,  or  may  read,  the  words  and  figures 

PTJNCH.— No.  1559  !  !  ! 

"  Which  I  wish  to  remark, 

And  my  language  is  plain, 
That  for  ways  that  are  dark 

And  for  tricks  that  are  vain, 
The  Heathen  Chinee  is  peculiar, 
Which  the  same  I  am  free  to  maintain." 

Rooey  tooey  tooey  tooey  too !         [Exit. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

R.  PUNCH  did  not 
adhere  to  his  re- 
solve not  to 
return  to  Parlia- 
ment until  after 
the  Derby  Day. 
He  could  not  re- 
main sulky  in 
his  tent. 

Though  raging 
still,  amid  his 
navy  sat 

The  stern  Achilles, 
stedfast  in  his 
hate, 

Nor  mixed  in  com- 
bat, nor  in 
council  joined, 

While  wasting 
cares  lay  heavy 
on  his  tnoincl, 

the  hero,  Punch, 
is  east  in  a  more 
heroic  mould, 
and  can  forgive 
those  who  have 
•wronged  him, 
especially  when 
resentment  be- 
comes a  bore.  So 
there  he  was  again  in  his  place  on  Friday,  May  19,  as  ever  was. 

He  looked  into  the  Lords,  and  heard  something  about  the  Natural 
History  Collection  Building  at  South  Kensington.  ME.  WATEE- 
HOUSE  is  to  be  the  architect,  and  judging  by  what  Mr.  Punch  has 
seen  of  that  gentleman's  work  at  Manchester  and  elsewhere,  the 
business  could  not  be  in  better  hands.  By  the  way,  ha !  ha !  but 
we  are  always  so  overflowing  with  wit)  would  not  MR.  WATEEHOUSE 
be  the  party  to  construct  an  Aquarium?  ("Ever  the  same  mad 
wag.") 

We  should  have  taken  red  ink,  typical  of  blushing,  to  write  this 
paragraph,  but  we  remembered  that  our  readers  would  not  see  it. 
They  will  please  to  consider  Mr.  Punch  in  an  advanced  state  of 
erubescence,  and  they,  that  is  the  British  Nation,  will  hang  out  the 
same  token,  when  the  words  "Wellington  Monument"  are  read. 
We  hasten  over  details.  MR.  COLLMANN  is  to  superintend  MR. 
STEPHENS,  and  £9000  more  is  to  be  paid,  that  is,  £22,000  in  all,  and 
the  monument  is  to  be  ready  in  two  years  and  a  half.  We  shall  be 
in  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  (either  having  been  solemnly  deposited  there 
by  an  adoring  and  weeping  country,  or  having  walked  in,  shoving 
aside  the  dirty  curtain)  on  the  penultimate  Friday  of  November, 
1873,  when  if  the  monument  be  not  finished,  let  those  who  are  con- 
cerned Look  Out. 

There  was  a  debate  in  the  Commons  on  the  Second  Reading  of  the 
Westmeath  Bill.  In  fact  there  were  three  morning  sittings  on  it. 
Out  of  the  103  Irish  Members,  only  22  opposed  it,  and  this  respect- 
able minority  quarrelled,  and  split  into  three  halves,  or  thereabouts. 
But  the  only  speaker  Mr.  Punch  notices  is  MR.  JOHN  MARTIN,  of 
Meath.  He  was  a  sort  of  successor  to  JOHN  MITCHELL,  and  started  a 
paper  called  the  Irish  Felon,  but  was  much  too  good  a  fellow  for  the 
work  he  thought  he  could  do,  and  he  only  got  a  year's  imprison- 
ment when  the  retribution  came.  He  is  described  as  "  a  decent, 
God-fearing  Presbyterian,"  but  sticks  to  his  crotchets  about  an 
independent  Oireland.  He  really  spoke  very  well,  from  his  point  of 
view,  and  intimated  that  the  Irish  had  no  objection  to  be  ruled  by 
the  QUEEN,  but  declared  that  they  would  not  be  ruled  by  the 
English.  We  rather  thought  that  things  were  the  other  way,  and 
that  the  103  Irish  Members  had  a  good  deal  to  dp  with  ruling 
England — it  was  certainly  so  when  the  last  Reform  Bill  was  passed, 
and  arrangements  were  made  in  opposition  to  the  wishes  of  the 
Members  for  England.  But  that's  a  trifle  between  friends.  The 
Bill  was  read  a  Second  Time  by  293  to  11,  a  previous  division  giving 
its  enemies  12,  by  reason  that  ALAN  PLANTAGENET,  LORD  GARLIES, 
got  into  the  adverse  party  by  mistake.  He  is  son  of  LORD  GALLO- 
WAY, but  to-night  showed,  that  unlike  Pistol,  he  "knew  not  Gallo- 
way nags,"  and  went  into  the  wrong  stable.  However,  like  a  brave 
PLANTAGENET,  he  stood  up  and  avowed  his  error. 

MR.  CHADWICK  wanted  a  Committee  to  consider  the  injustice  of 
the  Income-tax,  which  injustice  he  ably  expounded.  Of  course 
CHANCELLOR  Low-Low  made  the  usual  answer,  but  only  got  a 
majority  of  9  against  MR.  CHADWICK.  To  be  sure,  there  were  only 
103  Members  present,  to  discuss  a  matter  of  so  little  interest. 

Monday.  In  the  Lords  there  was  some  talk  about  the  American 
Treaty.  Mr.  Punch  saw  no  reason  to  object  to  LORD  LAUDEEDAXE'S 


hope  that  England  had  made  no  "apology."  LORD  GRANVILLE 
rode  away,  upon  a  question  of  form,  from  giving  explanations. 
LORD  RUSSELL  claimed  for  Parliament,  as  the  Great  Council  of  the 
Nation,  the  right  to  advise  the  Crown,  and  he  protested  against 
ratification  of  the  Treaty  until  the  Houses  had  been  consulted.  Mr. 
Punch  holds  himself  unfortunate  when  he  differs  from  (some  folks 
write  "  differs  with  ")  the  fiae  Old  Whig,  but  rather  thinks  that  the 
Crown,  that  is  the  Ministers,  are  responsible  for  diplomatic  arrange- 
ments. So  held  LOEDS  GREY  and  CAIRNS. 

Then,  turning  into  the  Commons,  Mr.  Punch  heard  MR.  BRUCE 
promise  an  early  Bill  for  Regulating  Public  Houses,  and  for  suspend- 
ing any  further  issue  of  Licences,  and  for  their  better  distribution. 
This  may  be  called  Law  for  the  Bungs  of  the  Future.  He  also 
intimated  that  the  police  would  be  severe  against  betting  houses, 
and  betting  advertisements.  This,  when  all  the  Derby  books  were 
pretty  well  made  up,  savoured  of  shutting  the  door  when  the  steed 
was  in  the  paddock. 

MR.  DOUGLAS  STRAIGHT  asked  a  question  about  some  juveniles  who 
have  been  sent  to  prison  for  risking  their  lives  to  steal  spent  bullets 
at  Aldershott.  It  appears  that  the  brats  give  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  in  this  way,  but  whether  a  sentinel,  with  a  thin  cane,  might 
not  do  the  preventive  work,  instead  of  the  children  being  sent  to 
gaol,  is  a  question  that  may  be  asked.  The  parents,  who  send  their 
offspring  on  such  perilous  errands,  should  be  got  at.  MR.  BEUCE 
would  not  interfere. 

The  Colonels  made  fresh  attacks  on  the  Purchase  Bill.  If  any- 
body doubted  its  being  a  rational  Bill,  that  doubt  was  removed 
to-night.  ME.  WHAILEY  announced  that  he  should  give  it  his 
heartiest  opposition.  MR.  CARDWELL  warmed  up,  and  let  fly  at 
speakers,  who  said  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again. 

MR.  BRUCE  has  promised  a  Bill  against  bringing  Dogs  into  the 
Parks.  We  fear  that  this  is  only  intended  to  benefit  the  riders  in 
Rotten  Row,  but  if  he  would  exclude  the  gangs  of  dogs,  chiefly 
mongrels  for  whom  hemp  should  dangle,  who  are  brought  to  the 
water  in  the  Parks,  and  kept  yelping  and  howling,  all  the  summer 
evenings,  for  the  amusement  of  cads,  the  pleasures  and  tranquillity 
of  these  retreats  (now  perfectly  lovely)  would  be  much  promoted. 

Tuesday.  The  Germans  have  behaved  admirably  in  regard  to  the 
English  colliers  which  they  sank  in  the  Seine.  They  instantly  dis- 
claimed a.ny  intention  of  being  rude;  they  did  not  ill-treat  the 
crews ;  they  begged  LORD  GRANVTLLE  to  put  his  own  price  on  the 
ships,  and  when  he  sent  in  our  bill  for  £7073,  COUNT  BERNSTORFF 
handed  his  lordship  a  cheque  for  the  amount,  and  thanked  him  for 
taking  the  trouble  of  arranging  details.  This  is  no  time  to  poke  fun 
at  Frenchmen,  or  we  should  ask  what  they  think  of  the  barbarian 
Borussians,  and  also  whether  they  think  that  any  of  their  own 
Governments  would  have  conducted  the  business  so  gracefully. 

Adjournment  for  the  Derby  Day  being  moved,  up  rose  ME.  THOMAS 
HUSHES.  He  protested  against  the  proposal. 

"  He  had  observed  since  he  had  been  in  the  House  a  disposition  to  compare 
our  races  to  the  Isthmian  Games.  They  might  as  well  compare  the  Grand 
Stand  with  the  Parthenon,  or  '  DORLINO'S  Correct'  with  a  play  of  .SSCHYLUS. 
At  the  Isthmian  Games  all  that  was  the  most  noble  and  vigorous  in  the  man- 
hood of  Greece  had  met  together  in  competition,  the  reward  of  which  was  a 
chaplet  of  leaves.  English  races  were  courses  on  which  all  the  rascality  of 
the  country  was  called  together — to  enter  into  a  competition  the  reward  of 
which  was  a  scramble  for  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence." 

Nevertheless  Parliament  did  adjourn  for  the  Derby  Day,  and  so 
did  the  Court  that  was  trying  the  Tichborne  Case.  But  the  Revisers 
of  "  The  Book"  sat  in  their  quiet  Jerusalem  Chamber,  and  did 
pious  Work,  while  all  the  rest  of  the  world  went  to  Epsom. 

The  Commons  rejected  all  LORD  SALISBURY'S  "amendments"  to 
the  University  Tests  Bill,  but,  avowedly  as  a  sop  to  the  Lords, 
MR.  GLADSTONE  consented  to  enact  that  the  Colleges  should  provide 
religious  instruction  for  members  of  the  Church,  and  carried  this  by 
197  to  165.  On  another  division,  service  in  the  chapels  was  com- 
manded by  229  to  99. 

Perhaps  it  was  felt  that  Water  was  not  a  proper  thing  to  talk 
about  on  a  day  when  people  were  packing  champagne.  Anyhow 
the  House  would  not  pass  a  Resolution,  moved  by  MR.  KAY  SHUTTLE- 
WORTH,  to  the  effect  that  London  was  not,  and  ought  to  be,  better 
supplied  with  pure  water. 

Wednesday.  At  the  Epsom  af  ternoon  sittings,  BAHON  ROTHSCHILD, 
M.P.,  moved  that  MR.  T.  FRENCH  should  take  his  seat  on  Favonius. 
There  was  no  opposition.  ME.  MERRY,  M.P.,  then  moved  that  MR. 
SNOWDEN  should  take  his  seat  on  King  of  the  Forest.  Agreed. 
MR.  H.  CHAPLIN,  M.P.,  moved  that  ME.  JEFFERY  should  take  his 
seat  on  the  Pearl.  The  House  of  Commons  having  thus  taken  its 
part  in  preparing  the  great  spectacle  of  the  day,  the  other  arrange- 
ments were  made,  and  the  first- mentioned  Honourable  Member 
obtained  the  Blue  Ribbon  of  the  Turf,  the  second  legislator  taking 
equal  honours  with  a  gentleman  named  CARTWSIGHT,  who  placed 
MR.  CUSTANCE  on  Albert  Victor.  This  is  the  Parliamentary  view  of 
the  business  ;  for  the  rest,  vide  Mr.  Punch  on  his  Derby  Prophecy. 
A  missionary  friend,  whose  touching  narrative  of  the  conversion  of 
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an  unrighteous  Colonel  named  QUA<;«  will  not  easily  be  forgotten, 
sends  Mr.  Punch  a  classical  memorial  of  the  day :  there  had  been 
most  atrociously  bitter  blasts  early  in  the  ^\ 

"  Solvitur  acrit  hiems  grata  via  rcru,  et  Fatont." 

"  The  East  Wind,  hooray,  is  as  dead  as  n  1: 
And  the  Derby  wa»  won  by  the  West  Wind— that  'a  Zephyr." 

To  which  Mr.  Punch  smilingly  adds  the  next  line  :— 

'•  TroJumtque  liccas  moehinte  carinos." 
That  is  to  say — 

"The  machine*  (Scotch  for  can-wires}  drew  off  the  ground  ; 
Not  a  bottle  was  then  in  the  boot  to  be  found." 

Thuruliit/.  The  Lords  met  to  hear  the  Royal  Assent  given  to  a 

p  of  Hills,  the  Holidays  Bill  included  ;  so  Whit  Monday,  May  2!i, 

1S71,  will  be  memorable  as  the  first  festival  of  the  Liberated  Clerks. 

:  heir  Lordships  liberated  themselves  until  the  5th  of  June. 

Hut,  while  England  has  been  enjoying  her  great  holiday,  what  of 

I-'nn  v  one  can  answejthat  question.     On  our  Derby  Day 

the  flames  of  the  Tuileries,  tha  Louvre,  and  other  glories  of  Paris 

were  ascending,  and  the  miscreants  of  the  Commune  were  Hying 

before  the  avengers,  or  falling  to  their  shot  and  steel.     The  terrible 

record  i»  made  here  only  to  explain  what  occurred  next  day  in  the 

»f  Commons.     SIR  Rmir.KT  l'i:i:i,  asked  whether  the  leaders 

of  Parliament  would  not  express  some  sympathy  with  France.    MR, 

:  nmt  said,  and  as  the  words  will  bit  historical,  let  them  be 

quoted — 

"With  respect  to  the  question  of  his  Right  Hon.  friend,  the  Member  for 
Tamworth,  he  could  not  wonder  that  he  had,  whether  in  order  or  not  in  order, 
under  the  impression  treated  by  events  so  entirely  without  any  real  prece- 
dent in  history,  been  driven  or  led  to  any  mode  of  expressing  the  emotion 
which  he  felt  in  common  with  them  all.  For  hi*  on-n  part,  he  would  not 
:•!'•  ni;>l  to  characterise  by  any  epithet  the  circumstances  of  which  they  had 
obtained  a  partial  knowledge,  and  he  would  the  rather  refrain  from  it  because 
lie  was  conscious  that  there  were  no  epithet*  that  maid  adequately  or  in  any 
degree  fire  «atisfaction  to  the  feeling*  with  which  every  man's  mind  and 
head  must  be  oppressed.  He  did  not  see  at  the  present  moment  in  what 
manner  the  House  could  advantageously  or  usefully  express  an  opinion  on  the 
subject.  But  there  was  not  n  Member  of  the  House  who,  if  he  saw  means  of 
doing  so  usefully,  and  of  conveying  the  slightest  comfort  and  solace  under 
circumstances  so  extraordinary,  would  not  be  most  forward  to  avail  them- 
selves of  it.  (Loud  cheers.)"  ' 

Nearly  all  the  rest  of  the  night  was  given  to  the  Purchase  debates, 
and  on  one  division  the  Government  majority  had  dwindled  to  16  in 
a  House  of  324.  The  riotous  cheering  of  the  Colonels'  party 
testified  its  joy. 

Friday.  LORD  ELCHO  received  a  guarded  answer  as  to  the 
surrender,  by  England,  of  any  French  insurgents.  Their  cases  will 
be  considered  as  they  arise.  The  Westmeath  Bill  went  through 
Committee,  and  the  House  rose  for  the  holidays. 


THE  ALABAMA  CLAIMS  PAYERS. 

BRITISH  People,  do  not  cry 
O'er  your  mess  of  humble  pie, 
Treaty,  not  to  call  it  names, 
Touching  Alabama  Claims. 

Eat  it  up,  be  not  afraid, 
Never  mind  of  what  'tis  made  ; 
You  won't  taste  it,  yoti  '11  digest, 
'Twill  not  weigh  upon  your  chest. 

Do  not  give  its  price  a  thought, 
It  will  cost  the  Many  nought. 
All  the  sum  awarded  due, 
Will  be  levied  on  the  Few. 

They  alone  that  fine  will  share 
Who  the  Tax  on  Income  bear  ; 
They  're  all  extras  doomed  to  pay 
Evermore.    Hip,  hip,  booray  f 


Peeress   and   Peerless. 

THE  author  of  A  Trap  to  Catch  a  Sunbeam  has  produced  a  Novel, 
announced  under  the  title  of  A  Peerless  Wife.  Of  course,  this  does 
not  mean  LADY  BKM  oSffl  11  i.n,  although  it  might,  and  the  Leader 
of  Her  Majesty's  Opposition  may  think,  would  still,  even  if  that 
Right  Honourable  Gentleman  were  himself  raised  to  tne  Peerage. 

A  CHEER   ANT)   A   SAW. 

HOORAY  for  Zephyr  .'  'Tis  an  ill  wind,  ROTHSCHILD,  that  blows 
nobody  good. 


IMAGINARY    GOSSIP- 
ME.  AYRTOW  will  appear  at  the  next  Court  Fancy  Ball  as  Lord 

'  LD. 

Siu  Wii.KKiii  I.AWSOJ?  yesterday  visited  the  brewery  of  Mi 
BARCLAY,  PKKKI.VS,  and  Co.,  and  was  conducted  over  their  ex  ten- 
sive premises.    The  Hon.  Baronet,  it  is  expected,  will  take  the  chair 
at  Hie  in  \t  I.  i' msed  Victuallers'  Dinner. 

The  words  of  the  song,  so  popular  at  t!i>-  Music  Halls,  "  /'//  hare, 
your  Chit/nun!"  were  written  by  Ai.i  m  i>  TI:.\.N  , 

LORD  WESTBITRY  is  engaged  in  the  task  of  preparing  an  annotated 
edition  of  DR.  WATTS'  Hymns. 

ADMIRAL  llous  will  shortly  retire  from  the  Turf.  The  EARL  OF 
SiiAJTKsHritv  is  named  as  his  successor  in  the  Joe  key  Club. 

A  Bourse  of  lectures  on  Physiology  is  about  to  De  delivered  at 
South  Kensington  by  PROFESSOR  II  i  M.I:V,  in  aid  of  the  Society  for 
the  C'onversion  of  the  Jews. 

AK<  nr.isnui- Mtx.Nixr,  has  been  elected  a  Fellow  of  th«  Koyal 
Society. 

MB.  D.vRWiy  has  gone  orer  to  Rome. 

At  St.  James's  Hall  yesterday,  the  Lm:n  f 'IIANTELLOII  or  EICOLAND 
performed  on  the  banjo  in  a  band  of  amateur  negro  minstrels,  who 
gave  a  concert  there  for  the^benefit  of  the  Indignant  Blind. 

The  liberal  Directors  of  the  Crystal  Palace  Company  have  engaged 
Mi:.  GIADSTOXK  to  deliver  his  celebrated  imitations)  during  the 
intervals  between  the  performances  at  tin  H:md.l  Festival. 

LORD  SAUSBUKY  has  been  giving  penny  readings  from  Lothair. 

A  set-to  at  the  Westminster  Rooms  will  come  off  to-morrow  night 
between  BOB  Lowr  and  BEX  i)izzy ;  when  the  hat  will  go  round 
for  TOST  ROTHSCHILD. 


MUSICAL  HORSES. 

THE  Directors  of  the  Holborn  Amphitheatre  have  shown  ns,  and 
continue  to  show  us,  many  wonders  in  the  way  of  Horse-Education. 
But  they  have  never  given  ns  anything  like  this.  We  read  that  the 
Stockport  Yeomanry  went  to  Chester  the  other  day,  that  the 

"  Men  looked  well  and  hearty,  and  bore  a  soldier-like  bearing,  and  that 
the  steeds  on  which  they  rode  were  in  excellent  condition,  flaying  ca  they  went 
through  '  See  the  Conquering  Jttero  Comei.'  " 

Had  not  an  agent  better  be  dispatched  at  once  to  secure  some  of 
these  marvellous  Musical  Horses  for  the  Circus?  Moreover,  we 
commend  the  news  to  the  consideration  of  military  economists. 
What  a  saving,  if  Cavalry  Horses  could  be  their  own  Band ! 


A  Free  Translation. 

Examiner.  Render  Item  acu  tetigisli. 

Candidate.  "  You  've  hit  the  nail  on  the  head." 

Examiner.  Construe  it  literally,  Sir. 

Candidate.  Tetigisli,  thou  hast  hit ;  rem,  the  nail ;  acu,  on  the  head. 


England   out  of  Danger. 

FELLOw-comrnmrEX,  to  arms !  Let  us  become  a  nation  of 
soldiers.  We  shall  then  have  ceased  to  be  a  nation  of  shopkeepers. 
No  foreigners  will  then  dare  invade  us.  It  will  not  be  worth  their 
while. 
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PLAYING    ON    FEELINGS. 

Enthusiastic  Maiden.  "Os,   MR.  LOVELL,  I'D  SOONER  BE  A  VIOLINIST  THAN  ANT-THING  IN  THE  WOULD.     WOULDN'T  You!' 
Modest  Youth.  "  WELL.     IF  Yon  WERE  THE  VIOLINIST,  I  THINK  I  'n — A — SOONER  BE  THE  VIOLIN." 


THE  DAY  OF  WEATH. 

IT  is  no  vision,  this,  of  opening  seals — 

Of  the  sun  turned  to  blackness,  as  of  hair 

Of  sackcloth,  and  the  moon  become  as  blood — 

A  heaven  rolled  like  a  scroll,  an  earth  that  reels — 

Captains  and  Kings,  the  world's  great,  rich,  and  fair, 

Calling  the  rocks  to  bar  the  fiery  flood 

Of  His  wrath,  that,  once  kindled,  who  can  bear  ? 

But  since  the  Seer  of  Patmos  heard,  far-blown, 
The  trumpet  of  the  voice  that  bade  him  write 
The  things  that  are,  and  things  that  are  to  be ; 
And  in  the  spirit  saw  the  heaven- set  throne ; 
And  One  thereon,  'mid  thunderings  and  light ; 
And  in  His  hand  a  book,  writ  wondrously, 
Sealed  with  the  seals  of  judgment  and  of  might — 

"Was  no  more  dreadful  sight,  more  awful  sound 

Than  those  which  we  of  this  time  see  and  hear 

Across  our  guarding  moat  of  silver  sea. 

A  queenly  nation  in  a  breath,  discrowned, 

And  hurled  by  mutual  hate,  distrust,  and  fear, 

To  deeper  than  the  deepest  infamy, 

Tearing  her  undressed  wounds  with  maniac  cheer, 

Clutching  her  own  throat  with  self-slaughtering  hands, 

And,  in  a  blatant  babble  Bedlamite. 

Of  liberty  and  love  and  brotherhood, 

Through  her  fair  city  flinging  fiery  brands, 

That  in  her  children's  blood  hiss  as  they  light, 

And  wrap  in  flames,  not  madder  than  her  mood, 

Trophies  of  her  old  fame  and  vanished  might. 

It  is  as  if  wrath's  vials,  seals,  and  woes 
Had  all  been  charged  with  bitterness  afresh 


For  her  who  reigned  Queen  of  Earth's  Carnival ; 
Mistress  of  amorous  arts,  seductive  shows, 
That  feed  the  pride  of  eye  and  lust  of  flesh — 
Imperial  courtezan,  with  smiles  for  all, 
And  hair  that  caught  souls  in  its  golden  mesh. 

How  she  sits  desolate — with  ashes  strewed 

Over  the  glory  of  that  golden  hair, 

Her  bright  limbs  bleeding,  her  brave  garments  torn ; 

And  round  her,  slain  by  mutual  hands,  the  brood 

She  taught  sow  scoff  and  doubt,  to  reap  despair, 

And,  dying,  curse  the  day  that  they  were  born, 

To  see  their  trusts  fail  in  that  fiery  air. , 

Hate  armed  'gainst  hate,  and  fear  encountering  fear : 

They  whose  eyes,  set  behind,  see  but  the  past : 

And  they,  trance-blinded,  who  no  present  own, 

For  all  the  stumbling-blocks  that  it  may  rear 

To  trip  vain  feet,  drawn  from  paths  firm  and  fast, 

By  mirage  of  a  future,  only  shown 

To  vanish — mockery  of  the  desert  waste. 

Is  this  woe  but  for  others'  warning  sent — 

That,  placid  Pharisees,  we  may  stand  by, 

To  preach  our  skim-milk  sermons,  and  fling  stones, 

In  smug  self -righteousness  and  self-content — 

Whose  work  it  is  wild  notions  to  decry, 

Spread  faith  in  £  s.  d.,  and  from  dry  bones 

Draw  morals  that  our  practice  justify  ? 

Are  there  no  waters  out  to  rot  our  piles  ? 

No  shocks  to  shake  the  high-ground  of  our  pride? 

No  trains  laid,  no  petroleum  stored,  to  burn 

Her  trophies,  who  sita  crowned  Queen  of  these  Isles, 

That,  like  moored  argosies,  the  ocean  ride, 

Full  of  wealth,  loud  with  work,  from  stem  to  stern, 

Tempting  the  pirates  with  ill-guarded  sides: 


ITM.'M,  OH  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— Jciri  :l.  1871. 


THE  RED   "MOKANNA." 

"HERE— JUDGE  IF  HELL,  WITH  ALL  ITS  POWER  TO  DAMN', 
CAX  ADD  ONE  CURSE  TO  THE  FOUL  THING  I  AM !  "-Lalla  Rookh. 


JUNB  3,  1871.] 
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Crew,  poorly  fed,  worse  berthed,  ill,  or  untaught : 

Captain,  that  with  his  officers  must  count 

Some  good,  more  bad  ;  to  quick  change  easy  swayed; 

More  heeding  pursers'-books,  stores  sold  and  bought, 

And  how  to  pare  down  item  and  amount, 

Than  how  the  crew  is  drilled,  commands  obeyed, 

And  honour  reverenced,  and  honour's  fount. 

Who  can  tell  when  and  whence  the  cry  may  come, 

"  The  pirates  are  upon  us !    Stand  to  arms ! " 

And  what  that  cry  may  find  of  hidden  hate, 

Untrusty  trusts,  and  order-givers  dumb  : 

Till,  less  by  foes  than  self-inilicted  harms, 

The  Great  Ship  yields  her  to  the  conquering  Fate 

That  now  smites  France,  and  quell*  her  conquering  charms  ! 


MY    HEALTH. 

STILL,  I  am  not  quite  satisfied  as  to  whether  a  Turkish  Bath  isn't 
a  dangerous  remedy  in  this  climate,  specially  to-day,  as  there  's  an 
east  wind.  I  put  this  scientifically  to  SAMUBL,  to  show  him  that 
1  really  am  considering  the  bath  medicinally,  and  have  not  come 
merely  to  lounge. 

Nute. — Subsequent  experience  shows  me  that  Turkish  Baths  are 
generally  taken  for  the  following  reasons : — 

1st,  Because  it  passes  a  couple  of  hours  away  easily. 
2ndly,  Because  it  gives  you  an  appetite  for  dinner. 
3rdly,  Because  the  taker  has  felt   a  little  "chippy"   (as  BUDD 

calls  it)  all  day  and  thinks  it  will  set  him  right. 
4tbly,  Because  you  've  not  taken  one  before,  and  want  to  know 

what  it '«  like. 
5thly,  Because  you  took  one  a  long  time  ago,  and  forget  whether 

you  liked  it  or  not. 

Cthly,  Because  the  one  you  had  a  year  since  didn't  agree  with 
you,  bat  you  rather  think  it  was  your  fault,  so  you  're 
going  to  give  it  another  chance. 

Tthly,  Because  the  one  you  had  the <  it  her  day  didn't  do  any  good, 
and  you  were  told  that  it 's  the  second  which  is  really 
beneficial. 
Sthly,  Because  the  first  Turkish  Bath  you  had  agreed  with  you 

wonderfully. 
9thly,  Because  you  ve  been  saying  you  '11  take  one  for  the  last 

two  years,  and  haven't  had  time. 
lOthly,  Because  you  like  it. 

llthly,  Because  you  don't  like  it,  but  think  it  will  do  you  good. 
12thly,  Because  another  fellow  takes  it  regularly,  and  wants  you 

to  go  with  him. 

13thly,  Because  your  doctor  thinks  it 's  a  capital  thing. 
14thly,  Because  your  doctor  says  it 's  the  worst  thing  possible,  and 

you  want  to  show  him  he 's  wrong. 
15thly,  Because  it 's  a  wet  day,  and  you  might  as  well  be  in  a 

Turkish  Bath  as  anywhere  else— better. 
16thly,  Because  it 's  a  fine  day,  just  the  day  for  a  bath. 
ITthly,  Because  it 's  a  hot  day,  and  you  want  to  get  cool. 
ISthly,  Because  it's  a  cold  day,  and  you  want  to  get  hot. 
And  so  on. 

I  object  to  the  bath  to-day,  because  of  the  east  wind. 
"  East  wind!  "  repeats  SAMUEL,  opening  his  eyes  and  mouth,  and 
stretching  out  his  hands,  as  if  he  were  playing  at  fives,  and  expected 
to  hit  the  ball  next  time.  "  East  wind ! !  here  he  half  turns  away, 
chuckles  at  the  absurdity  of  the  idea,  and  then  faces  us  again. 
"What's  de  east  wind?  Why — it's  de  very  day  to  take  a  bath.' 
Dere  wouldn't  be  no  test  for  de  bath  if  it  weren't  for  de  east 
wind ! " 

"  But,"  I  say,  "  I  may  catch  cold  on  leaving,  and  must  wrap  up." 
SAMUEL  smiles  pityingly,  and  looks  from  me  to  BUDD,  then  back 
again  at  me,  then  once  more  at  BUDD.  Then  he  finds  words : 
"Why,"  he  says,  almost  plaintively,  "if  you  wrap  up,  what's  de 
good  of  coming  to  me  f  "  This  is  the  first  tune  I  've  heard  anything 
like  a  conundrum  from  him.  "  Don't  say,  if  you  're  ill  afterwards, 
it 's  de  bath  ;  don't  blame  SAMUEL.  No  ;  it 's  de  fault  of  de  wrap- 
ping up.  Dere,  Sar,"  he  adds,  with  the  air  of  putting  a  thorough 
poser,  and  settling  the  question  once  and  for  ever,  "  Look  at  me  !" 
I  do.  "Wa-al.  where  am  I  all  de  day?"  [Ah!  another  conun- 
drum.] "Ain't  I  i/t  bath,  den  out ?  Do  I  wrap  up?"  [These 
have  been,  as  it  were,  a  series  of  conundrums.]  Indignantly,  "  No!" 
Pause.  Then  he  calms  down,  and  finishes  up  with  his  usual,  "  Well, 
den,  you  trust  to  S.oirn,  (himself)  and  he  see  you  all  right." 

[Mum :  subsequently.  Another  day  I  ask  him—"  Bad  day.  SAMUEL. 
for  bath,  so  cold,  north  wind  too."  He  replies,  "  Dere  !  hear  dat ! 
Well,"  as  if  in  utter  amazement  at  the  absurdity  of  my  objection, 
"  Wi  11,  I  am  astonished!  An'  you  an  eddicated  gen'leman!  Why 
de  north  wind  ! ! !  Why,  it  4»ttry  «/«//  for  a  Turkish  Jiath,"  ancl 
he  seems  to  be  so  shocked  and  hurt  that  one  feels  compelled  to  take 
a  bath  in  order  to  console  him.  But  he  can't  get  over  it  all  the  time 
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I  'm  there,  until  he 's  finished  with  me,  and  I  tell  him  I  feel  better, 
when  he  brightens  up.  and  says,  "  Dere  !  didn't  I  tell  you  so.  Trust 
SAMUEL,  he  never  tell  a  lie— it  just  de  very  day  for  a  bath."  And 
so  on,  whatever  the  weather  may  be.] 

SAMCKL  retires.  We  are  in  a  light  and  airy  room  of  Gothic  style, 
with  a  plunge  sea-water  bath  at  one  side  or  it  under  a  sky-light. 
There  are  several  neat-looking  beds,  or  rather  pallets,  ranged  length- 
ways on  cither  side,  giving  the  room  a  sort  of  private  hospital 
appearance,  or  perhaps  (taking  thr  (iothic  character  into  considera- 
tion) the  mtirmatorial  department  of  a  somewhat  luxurious  monas- 
tery. The  religious  tone  of  the  place  is  heightened  by  the 
introduction  of  stained  glass,  and  by  the  little  dressing  cabins  for  the 
"  plungers,"  which  remind  one  of  the  open  confessionals  seen  in 
Catholic  churches.  Quite  primitive  notion.  Confession  first,  and 
baptism  by  immersion  afterwards,  with  a  swim. 

Growler  has  followed  BUDD  into  the  room,  and  sulkily  takes  up 
a  position  under  a  bed.  We  prepare  for  the  bath.  1'irst  stage,  the 
acrobatic. 

Hut  Jtnoin  Number  One.  Red  brick  walls.  Stained  glass  windows 
of  a  kaleidoscopic  pattern,  very  dangerous  to  biliousness  and  head- 
aches. There  is  a  large  marble  slab,  like  the  front  of  a  fishmonger's 
shop,  only  not  sloping  on  one  side,  where.  BUDD  says,  "  the  patients 
can  lie."  Somehow  his  use  of  the  word  patient  grates  upon  me. 

The  marble  slab,  too,  suggests but,  no this  must  be  repressed. 

I  am  simply  nervous,  the  effects  of  my  Aunt,  DODDBIDQE,  Turtle- 
dove, &  Co. 

I  feel  that  my  head  is  getting  hot  and  dry,  and  my  feet  cold.  I 
mention  this  to  BUDD,  as  an  experienced  man.  He  replies.  "  Ah  ! 
yes  I  they  do  sometimes."  "But,"  I  ask,  "is  that  rignt?''  being 
anxious.  He  answers  in  an  off-hand  manner  (not  being  the  least 
nervous  or  unwell  himself),  that  he  doesn't  think  it  matters.  It 
suddenly  occurs  to  BUDD  that  he  oughtn't  to  have  left  Growler  in 
the  first  room  under  the  bed,  because  of  people  coming  in. 

"  Why  ?  what  would  he  do  ?  "  I  ask,  having  hitherto  looked 
Growler  as  harmless,  only  of  a  sulky  demeanour. 

"  Why,"  he  answers  ruminatingly,  "  he 's  inclined  to  be  stupid 
with  strangers." 

I  inquire  in  what  way  he  shows  his  "  stupidity  ?  "  It  appears,  from 
BUDD'S  reply,  that  Growler's  "  stupidity  with  strangers  developes 
itself  in  a  tendency  towards  strangers'  calves.  I  inquire,  in  case  I 
have  to  go  into  the  room  alone,  whether  there  is  any  chance  of 
Growler  being  "  stupid"  with  me. 

"  Well,"  BUDD  says,  "  in  that  undress  I  don't  know."  He  alludes 
to  my  present  acrobatic  appearance.  "  He  mightn't  make  you  quite 
out."  Then  I  won't  go  in  there  alone. 

"  No,"  returns  BUDD  ;  "  I  wouldn't,  if  I  were  you — better  not." 

"But,"  I  add,  "those  sort  of  dogs  are  so  intelligent;  he's  seen 
me  often  with  you,  and  he  "d  probably  know  my  voice." 

"  Yes,"  returns  BUDD,  standing  in  the  doorway  which  leads  to 
Hotter  Room,  "  he  'd  know  your  voice  if  he  could  hear  it,  but  the 
old  boy 's  as  deaf  as  a  post,  and,  you  see,  it  Js  that  makes  him  rather 
stupid  with  strangers.  With  which  he  disappears  into  Hot  Boom, 
Number  Two. 

I  am  gradually  becoming  accustomed  to  the  atmosphere :  being 
"acclimatised,"  as  it  were.  My  hair  feels  to  my  touch  like  grass 
after  three  weeks  scorching  sun  in  July.  I  wish  SAMUKI,  would 
come  and  watch  me  to  see  how  I'm  getting  on.  Being  all  alone  is 
unpleasant  and  a  trifle  dangerous.  1  might  frizzle  up  suddenly  or 
faint.  BUDD  is,  as  far  as  I  know,  out  of  call,  and  I  couldn't  run 
into  the  hot  room  for  help,  which  would  be  out  of  the  frying-pan 
(first  room)  into  the  fire  (second  room),  and  in  the  only  cool  room, 
where  we  commenced,  is  Growler,  who,  being  deaf,  won't  "quite 
make  me  out,"  and  will  probably  be  "  stupid  "  with  me,  as  a  stranger. 
Whatever  may  be  the  ultimate  result,  at  present  I  am  drying  up. 

I  feel  dry  all  over ;  parched.    I  want  my  pockethandkerchief .    It 
is  in  the  first  room.    Let  me  see,  if  I  go  back  into  the  first  room 
without  medical  advice,  or  SAMUEL'S  advice,  I  may  perhaps,  get  a 
chill  and  send  myself  all  wrong.    And  again  recurs  to  me—only 
more  strongly — the  just-mentioned  want  of  intellect  on  the  part  of 
that  Beast.    On  the  whole  better  stay  where  I  am.    Why  doesn't 
SAMUEL  come  and  see  how  I  am  getting  on  ?    A  novice  oughtn't 
to  be  left  alone.    Supposing  I  was  to  faint  suddenly,  or  ....... 

Ah  !  here  is  SAMUEL. 

How  does  he  think  I  am  getting  on  f 
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So  do  I  to  a  certain  extent.  I  complain  of  being  dry,  generally  ;  of 
my  hair  being  dry  particularly. 

SAMUEL  is  quite  annoyed ;  for  a  few  seconds  he  really  can't  speak. 
He  is,  apparently,  so  very  much  put  out  by  my  evident  ingratitude 
towards  "  Naytchar,"  and  himself. 

"Why,"  he  says,  when  he  has  recovered  himself,  "Gracious 
Goodness !  "  rolling  his  head  from  side  to  side,  and  as  usual  extend- 
ing his  hands,  palms  flat  out,  like  fins,  "  Ain't  dat  de  verry  ting 
you  come  'ere  for  ?  You  leave  it  to  me ;"  then,  appealingly,  to  my 


ELEMENTARY    EDUCATION.-THE    CONSCIENCE    CLAUSE. 

Temperate  Parent  (introducing  his  Son  to  the  District  Schoolmaster).  "  0,  MR.  TOMKINS,  SIR— PLEASE  SIR— I  WOULD  PARTICULARLY 
REQUEST  You  TO  ABSTAIN  FROM  TEACHING  MY  LITTLE  JONADAB,  HERE,  TO  WORK  SUMS  IN  ALE  OR  BEER  OR  SPIRIT  MEASURES,  AS 
HE'S  BEEN  BROUGHT  UP  A  STKIO'  TEETOTALLER  AND  JINED  THE  BAND  OF  'OPE  !  !" 


common  sense,  "  'tain't  no  good  for  me  to  tell  you  a  lie,  Sar,  is  it  ? '' 
Being  rather  afraid  of  making  him  angry,  though  I  think  if  I  was 
in  full  dress,  I  shouldn't  he  in  the  least  nervous,  but,  as  I  am,  I  feel 
as  it  were  out  of  my  element,  (clothes  being,  when  I  consider  it,  my 
element)  and  that  he  'd  have  the  advantage  of  me — I  admit  that  he 
is  right  and  that  to  tell  me,  or  any  one  else,  in  my  present  helpless 
condition,  a  lie  would  not  only  be  of  no  use  to  him,  but  would  (/ 
feel  and  hope  he  does  so,  too)  he  an  act  of  positive  cruelty. 

[Mem.  Wonder  if  SHAKSPEARE  drew  his  Othello  from  a  SAMUEL 
of  his  time.  Quotation.  "  I  took  the  Turk  by  the  throat  "—no,  not 
exactly — but  head  not  clear  just  at  present.] 

SAMUEL  tells  me  to  wait  a  few  minutes  longer  here,  and  then  I 
can  ioin  the  Captain  (BUDD)  who  is,  he  says,  "  gettin'  on,  0,  beau- 
tiful, beautiful,  in  de  hot  room.  Why  de  Captain  get  on  beautiful  ?  " 
he  asks  suddenly,  as  a  conundrum.  I  don't  know.  1  give  it  up. 
"  Wa-al,"  he  replies,  laying  down  the  moral  with  his  right  hand, 
"  Wa-al,  'cos  de  Captain  do  jist  'zactly  what  I  tell  him.  You  trust 
to  SAMUEL,  an'  he  won't  tell  you  a  lie. 

He  really  appears  so  hurt  that  I  feel  as  if  I  'd  been  doing  nothing 
else  but  accusing  him  of  mendacity  since  I  came  here. 

A  knock  at  the  outer  door ! 


A  Sudden  Shock. 

WHTTE  WESTCOTE  is  something  of  a  Jon  rivant,  and  at  this  season 
of  the  year  not  indisposed  to  a  social  meal  at  Greenwich  or  Purfleet. 
Imagine,  therefore,  his  sensations  when,  strolling  through  the  Inter- 
national Exhibition,  his  eye  rested  on  a  glass  case,  labelled  with 
obtrusive  distinctness, — "  Series  of  whitebait,  with  fish  eaten  for 
whitebait."  He  has  not  been  well  since,  and  now  loathes  the  sight 
of  brown  bread  and  butter.  He  meant  to  have  taken  a  Season 
Ticket,  hut  feels  this  to  be  impossible,  until  the  case  is  removed. 


THE  END  OF  PAIN. — Pangbourne. 


THE  SWEETS  OF  COUNTRY  LIFE. 
(Depicted  by  a  Man  of  Feeling.) 

'Tis  sweet  at  Summer  eve  to  rove, 
When  brightly  shines  each  twinkling  star, 

And,  strolling  through  the  silent  grove, 
Calmly  to  smoke  a  good  cigar. 

'Tis  sweet  upon  the  flowery  mead 
To  see  the  tender  lambkins  play, 

With  pensive  eye  to  watch  them  feed, 
And  note  how  plump  to  roast  are  they. 

'Tis  sweet  the  fallow  deer  to  view, 
Couched  'mid  the  fern  in  tranquil  group ; 

'Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  turtle's  coo, 
And  meditate  on  turtle  soup. 

'Tis  sweet,  from  cares  domestic  free, 
While  wandering  by  the  streamlet's  side, 

The  speckled  trout  or  perch  to  see, 
And  think  how  nice  they  would  he,  fried. 

'Tis  sweet  to  mark  the  plover's  flight, 
Lone  on  the  moor,  its  nest  despoiled ; 

And  with  prospective  mental  sight 
To  contemplate  its  eggs,  hard  boiled. 

'Tis  sweet,  beside  the  murmuring  rill, 

The  scented  violet  to  smell ; 
Yet  may  a  perfume  sweeter  still 

Attend  the  welcome  dinner-bell. 


A  NERVOUS  PERSON  said  that  he  hated  being  called  upon  to  make 
a  speech  at  a  public  dinner,  because  "  getting  on  his  legs  always 
sent  him  off  his  head." 


GOOD  NEWS. 

TmntB  seems  to  be  a  chance  of  deliverance  from  one  of  our  many 
*E  1  orious  tyrant  in  this  way,  of  long  standing  and  much  ; 

pertinacity,  is  alleged  to  be  a 

thorough  impostor,  nothing 

better  than  a  sham.  Accord- 

ingtoanarticleinthe  Times: 
"  The  long  accepted  belief  in 

the  agency  of  the  Gulf  Stream, 

as  a  potent  carrier  of  heat  from 

tropical  regions  to   the  North 

Western  shores  of  Europe  and 

to  those  of  the  United  Kingdom, 

has  been  rudely  shaken  by  the 

result*  of  the  deep  sen  explora- 
tions conducted  by  Da.  CAH- 

FKNTEB,  F.H.S." 

We  hope  rude  shaking 
will  be  followed  by  com- 
plete collapse  and  downtall, 
and  that  the  influence  of  the 
Gulf  Stream  on  our  afflicted 
weather,  which  always 
seemed  a  most  uncalled-tor 
interference  on  the  part  of 
a  friendly  power,  and  ought 
properly  to  have  mingled 
itself  with  the  deliberations 
of  the  Joint,  Hish  Commis- 
sion, will  never  be  men- 
1  asrain,  not  even  in 
the  utmost  stress  of  con- 
versation. 

Such  a  cheering  prospect 
ief  as  this  makes  one 
sanguine,  almost  hopeful, 
that  we  may  live  to  see  the 
day  when  we  shall  hear  the 
last  of  Foreign  Invasion, 
Exhaustion  of  Coal,  Decline 
of  England's  Power,  and 
s]ieedy  re-establishment  of 
Popery,  with  the  revival  of 
the  Inquisition  as  a  not 
impossible  contingency.  If, 
in  addition,  DR.  LIVING- 
STONE would  only  come 
back,  we  might  hope  to  be 
comparatively  comfortable. 


"NEMO    ME    IMPUNE,"    &c. 

The  Irrepressible.  "  Hi,  SCOTTT,  TIP  us  THB  'IOHLAND  FLING." 


DERBY  DIVERSION. 

THE    subjoined    extract 

from  a  newspaper  suggests 

a  saying  which  will  probably 

be  applied  by  certain  readers 

to  the  holiday  which  it  con- 
cerns:— 

"  DERBY  DAT  AT  THE  POLY- 
TECHNIC. —  Taking   advantage 

of  the  absence  of  the  everyday 

crowd  of  visitors,  the  Directors 

of  this  institution  very  kindly 

opened  its  doors  yesterday  to 

admit  about  five  hundred  poor 

children  from  the  neighbouring 

schools,     and     a     considerable 

number  of  jjirls  from  an  orphan 

home  at  Chelsea." 
There  are  sporting  men 

who,    whilst    steadfast   in 

their  own  views  and  prac- 
tice of  the  proper  observ- 
ance of  the  Derby  Day,  are 
notwithstanding  charitably 
tolerant  of  the  opinions  anc 
usasre  of  others.  With  re- 
spect to  the  course,  accord- 
ing to  the  above  statement 
pursued  by  the  Polytechnic 
Directors  on  that  day,  those 
liberal  sporting  men  will  perhaps  be  disposed  to  remark — 
better  the  day,  the  better  the  deed." 

THE  LAND  ov  NOD.— The  Auction  Mart. 


IIICIII.ANDKliS  AND  HORSES. 
WE  read,  and  are  glad  to  read  in  the  Inrerness  Courier  :— 
"  The  animal  sermon  against  cruelty  to  animal,  was  delivered  in  the  High 

Church  on  bunday  by  tne  KK\  . 
MR,  DIIUOLAS.  The  Rev  i.  i  - 
tlcman  choto  for  hi»  text  Matt, 
x.,  29,  and  lucidly  pointed  out 
the  »in  of  cruelty  to  any  of  the 
lower  creation,  over  whi.i 
was  placed  as  God's  interme- 
diary. There  wa»  a  good  utt.n.i- 
including  a  few  from 
other  denominations." 

Wo   trust  that  the    at- 
tendance from  "oth'  • 
nominations  "  included  sun- 
dry heathens,  if  still  extant, 
who     greatly    needed    the 
lesson.    Lit  jtm.DwoiAs'8 
sermon,   in   its    point*,   be 
printed   in   a   very 
form,  and  given  to  touri>ts 
in    the    Highlands.      Tin  y 
will  be  kind  enough,  when 
they  see  any  particular  bru- 
tality   used    to  the  horses 
that  drag  vast  loads  into 
the    glorious    scenery,    to 
produce    the    sermon    and 
read  it  out  to    any  coach- 
man, guard,  or  attendant, 
who  may  be  doing  his  best 
with  whip,  stick,  goad,  or 
other  instrument  of  torture, 
to     destroy    the     pleasure 
which  soft-hearted  South- 
rons feel  in  traversing  the 
superb  regions  of  the  north. 
Things    may    have     been 
changed,    or  officials  may, 
but  a  few  years  ago  Mr. 
Punch  was  kept  in  a  chro- 
nic state  of  rage  at  the  way 
horses  were  treated  in  the 
Highlands.  Any  remark  on 
the  subject  was  always  met 
by  the    assurance  that  the 
party  who  had  enraged  him 
was  a  most  respectable  man 
and   a    regular    communi- 
cant, .but  even  this  infor- 
mation failed  to  soothe  him. 
He  thanks   the  REV.  MR. 
DOUGLAS  for  having  opened 
the  campaign  against  cru- 
elty, and  he  hopes  that  va- 
rious   Highland    ministers 
will  follow  the   Inverness 
lead. 

A  NICER  NAME  ? 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  the 

Times,  the  other  day,  com- 
plained of  the  barbarism 
perpetrated  in  the  coinage 
of  that  incongruous  word 
"litho-fracteur,"  the  name 
which  ha»  been  given  to  a 
new  explosive  compound. 
This  word  is  certainly  a 
monstrous  hybrid.  It  may 
be  observed  that  mules  are 
hybrid,  and  that  mule 
comes  of  donkey. 

What  do  your  scholarships 
say  to  rectifying  "litho- 
fracteur  "  on  the  Latin  side 
by  the  substitution  of  Saxi- 
frage ?  It  would  then  be 
namesake  to  a  tribe  of 


TIPPED! 


The 


plants  credited  by  the  old  herbalists  with  lithontriptie  properties  of 
their  own ;  an  order  of  which  a  very  pretty  species,  the  White 
Meadow  Saxifrage,  was  within  a  week  or  two  growing  abundantly 
near  Petersham  in  the  meadow  at  the  back  of  Dysart  House. 
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SHOWN    UP. 

JONES,  DISGURTEP  AT  THE  WAT  SOME  OK  THE  HUNTERS  BEFUSR  THE  HURDLES  AT  ISLINGTON,  DETERMINES  TO  LET  PEOPLE  SEE 
now  THE  THING  OUGHT  TO  BE  DONE,  BY  "  SHOWING  "  HIS  HORSE  HIMSELF  (IN  HIS  BEST  HUNTING  CLOTHES,  TOO  !)  HE  PRODUCES 
A  GREAT  EFFECT! 


THE   SONGSTERS  OF   SPRING. 

How  joyously  the  small  birds  sing  ! 

And  wherefore  do  they  so 
Chiefly  twixt  Midsummer  and  Spring  ? 

The  Skylark,  caged,  doth  show. 
Within  his  cage,  on  a  turf-sod, 

Which  is  toTiim  the  ground  ; 
He,  being,  as  it  were,  in  quod, 

Sings  nigh  the  whole  year  round. 

No  mate  hath  he  to  cheer.  I  wot, 

Whilst  she  doth  hatch  her  eggs  ; 
Unto  the  heavens  he  soareth  not — 

He  standeth  on  his  legs. 
But  this  there  is,  to  make  him  pour 

His  carol  high  and  sweet ; 
He  hath  as  much  food  as,  and  more 

Than  he  doth  want  to  eat. 

So  goldfinch,  bullfinch,  linnet  too, 

Imprisoned  in  your  rooms, 
Will  mostly  sing  the  twelvemonth  through 

Save  when  they  moult  their  plumes. 
The  cock-bird  sings  in  solitude, 

For  he  is  happy  when 
He  hath  sufficiency  of  food, 

Though  he  have  ne'er  a  hen. 

The  Nightingale,  at  large,  doth  gush 

With  tootle-jug-jug-jug. 
Likewise  the  Blackbird  and  the  Thrush, 

Sing  grace  before  a  slug. 
A  Poet  mainly  sings  because 

He  lives  in  hope  to  dine  ; 
So  hand  your  plates,  and  hold  your  jaws, 

And  pass  about  the  wine. 


OUR  DEAR  WHALLEY. 

THE  distinguished  ME.  WHALLEY  has  been  a  good  deal  "in 
evidence"  lately,  but  has  not  made  a  pretty  figure  in  the  box. 

Firstly,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Echo,  and  defended  the  destruction 
of  the  Vendome  Column,  pleading  that  the  act  was  "a  peace- 
offering  to  Europe."  At  this  people  only  laughed. 

Secondly,  he  asked  the  Government  to  allow  him  to  assure  the 
Commune  that  British  influence  would  be  used  to  obtain  an  amnesty 
for  the  brutal  insurgents  and  incendiaries  of  Paris.  At  this  the 
House  was  displeased,  and  "  loud  cheers"  followed  LOKD  BITFIELD'S 
curt  reply  that  we  should  certainly  not  interfere. 

Thirdly— but  let  the  report  speak  for  itself.  The  Presbyterian 
Church  (Ireland)  Bill  passed  through  Committee  : — 

MR.  WHALLBY  objected  to  the  Bill  passing  through  Committee. 

MR.  JOHNSTON  assured  the  Hon.  Member  that  there  was  nothing  in  the 
Bill  concerning  Jesuits.  (Laughter.) 

MR.  WHALLEY  said  this  was  not  a  time  of  night  when  he  could  answer 
impertinent  observations.  (Laughter,  and  Order  .') 

MK.  DODSON  called  the  Hon.  Member  to  order,  and  said  he  muet  withdraw 
the  unusual  observation.  (Hear,  hear  !) 

MR.  AVHALLEY  said  he  meant  that  the  time  was  not  one  to  answer  obser- 
vations that  were  not  pertinent  to  the  measure  before  the  House.  (Laughter.) 

MR.  DODSON  :  The  lion.  Member  has  explained.     (More  laughter.) 

Peterborough  is  probably  proud  of  its  representative.     But  it  does 
not  follow  that  England  is  proud  of  Peterborough.   However,  that  is 
i  Peterborough's  business.      Punch,    of    course,   is  thankful  for  a 
WHALLEY.    Dear  old  SIBTHOKP  was  never  half  so  amusing. 


A  Cabinet  Question. 

IF  yon  withdraw  the  Army  Bill,  and  yet  retain  the  extra  Income- 
tax,  will  not  that  be  obtaining  money  under  false  pretences  ? 

A  TF.ETOTALLER'S  EXCESS. — Water-tight. 


Printed  bT  Joseph  Smith,  of  No.  M  Holrnrd  Hqnare,  In  the  Part-h  of  «t.  Jvtat.  CTerkenwell.  In  the  "o.mtr  of  MiddlM-x,  «'  the  Printlnt  Offlcet  of  Mesin.  Bradburr,  Brans.  *  Co..  Lombard 
reel.  In  me  I   wlnct  of  WMteirlan,  mine  Citr  ol  Lend  -Q.  and  Publlibed  by  him  at  No  84,  Fleet  Street,  In  the  I'ariah  of  St.  BrUe,  Citf  of  London.— SiTcaoiT,  Jane  3, 1871. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


ESSIEUBS  the  Commons  re-assembled  Jun»  1,  but  MR. 
GLADSTONE  being  indisposed,  could  not  attend.  So  the 
proceedings  were  uninteresting.  Yet  you  will  not  think 
so  when  Mr.  Punch  has  described  them,  such  is  the  charm,  such  the  magic 
of  his.variegated'narrative. 

The  HOME  SECRETARY  promised  to  go  on  with  the  Prayer-Book  Bill.  "We 
strongly  advise  him  to  keep  his  word.  There  are  hundreds  of  Godfathers  in 
a  most  uncomfortable  condition.  They  want  the  new  Prayer-Books,  that 
they  may  be  elegantly  bound,  and  presented  to  M.  or  N.  Hundreds  of 
Mammas,  who  don't  know  anything  about  Parliament,  or  won't  take  the 
trouble  to  understand  anything  about  it,  are  privately  setting  down  these 
unfortunate  Sponsors  as  "Mean  Wretches  (0,  ladies  can  use  plain  speech 
when  they  like),  whereas  they  are  only  victims  of  circumstance.  Of  course, 
the  maternal  response  will  be,  Who  asked  them  for  Prayer-Books  ?  Has 
HANCOCK  no  cups,  or  spoon-cum-forks  ?  has  JKNNER-CUM-KNEWSTITB  no 
Bags  of  Bags  ?  has  HOWELL-CUM-JAMJ:S  no  articles  of  Virtue,  marry-cum- 
up  ?  Hut  these  questions  are  beside  the  question. 

Do  you  know  that  England  has  already  lent  £24,000  to  Irish  tenants,  to 
enable  them  to  buy  their  farms,  under  the  late  Land  Act  P  She  has,  though. 
Doubtless  this  is  in  some  way  or  other  a  tyrannical  act,  an  outrage,  and  an 
insult ;  but  MR.  .loirx  MARTIN  must  explain  how  it  is  so.  If  any  lady  will 
lend  us  £24,000,  she  shall  be  thanked  civilly,  and  shall  never  hear  another 
word  upon  the  subject,  never. 

MR.  DKNTSOX  perceived  a  grievance  in  the  existence  of  Hamilton  Gardens. 
For  the  information  of  the  Antipodes,  be  it  said  that  these  are  a  very  small 
piece  of  Hyde  Park,  enclosed  in  is.'ii,  and  open  to  anybody  who  likes  to  pay 
tlu-ee  guineas  a-year  for  a  key.  ME.  AYRTON  was  quite  right  in  saying  that 
they  form  an  elegant  screen,  and  the  throwing  them  open  would  be  of 
next  to  no  bcuciit  to  anybody.  So  thought  99  Members  against  52.  Some- 
body  will  next  propose  to  throw  open  the  Ornamental  Enclosure  in  the 
Regent's  Park,  which  is  the  great  ciyiliser  and  refiner  of  that  part  of 
•11,  anil  whence  a  much  lovelier  view  is  obtained  over  the  water  and 
towards  the  woods  than  you  can  get  at  any  Scotch  lake,  only  as  this  one  can 
be  seen  for  nothing,  and  without  a  bothersome  journey,  foolish  people  don't 
think  much  about  it.  Kow,  will  not  a  gang  of  "  perfervids "  scratch 
"  Cockney  "  on  the  margin  of  this  number  of  Punch  f  Let  'em  scratch,  the 
prospect  can't  be  scratched  away,  though  their  nails  were  as  long  as  St. 
Anthony's  in  the  desert. 

We  went  at  the  Civil  Service  Estimates,  and  there  were  all  sorts  of 
grumbles  and  prowls.  Somebody  complained  that  the  messenges  of  the 
House  were  not  allowed  to  bring  strangers'  cards  to  the  Members.  Mit. 
AYRTON  thought  the  present  rule  convenient,  especially  ns  there  were  com- 
munications which  Members  would  rather  not  receive.  This  little  epigram 
told.  Bores  are  bad  enough,  and  duns  are  worse. 


MR.  RYLANIJS,  whom  ME.  DISRAELI  called  the  Did  u  tie 
Gentleman,  objected  to  the  pay  of  the  Foreign  Oflice  Mes- 
sengers. Now,  look  here.  These  must  be  educated  gentle- 
men, who  have  to  be  trusted  with  the  most  awfully  im- 
portant State  papers  (documents  that  might  agitate  all  the 
Stocks  of  Kuropc,  and  bring  on  Wars  and  all  sorts  of  com- 
motions), and  tney  have  to  travel  night  and  day,  "]>• 
of  the  sea  and  land"  as  hard  as  steam  or  horseflesh  can 
hurry  them.  And  what  is  their  splendid  remuneration? 
£400  a  year,  and  a  sovereign  a  day  (bagman's  pay),  for 
travelling  expenses.  This  the  Didactic  thinks  too  much. 
lint  l,"i;i>  MM  n.i.n,  and  others,  who  knew  what  they  wire 
talking  about,  fired  up  for  the  Messengers,  and  no  division 
was  taken. 

Discussion  on  the  use  of  the  LORD  PRIVY  SEAL.  He  has 
but  £L'MI:,  ;l  \,  MI-,  and  his  business  is  to  be  the  Odd  Man  of 
the  Cabinet,  to  do  anything  of  any  sort  that  he  is  asked  to 
do,  and  to  be  always  ready  to  advise  everybody  else.  There 
be  odd  men,  and  "odd  men,  but  Punch  thinks  with  MR. 
SCLATKH  Boom  that  LOKD  HA  M  FAX  is  uncommonly  cheap 
at  the  price.  Pi<iir/t  would  give  him  twice  the  money 
to  attend  at  No.  85,  open  the  Correspondence,  and  advise  on 
cigars.  However,  the  Committee  voted  by  73  to  44  that  he 
should  not  be  open  to  a  new  engagement. 

Then  we  had  a  squabble  on  the  City  Charities,  and  in 
answer  to  complaint  that  a  good  deal  of  City  money  was 
spent  in  hospitalities,  Mit.  ALDKHMAN  LAWBENCE  said,  with 
noble  spirit,  that  it 

"  had  been  from  time  immemorial  the  custom  for  the  Companies  to 
give  entertainments  in  their  halls  to  distinguished  persons  and 
otlicr-",  and  thU,  by  bringing  men  of  different  ranks  and  different 
-rii'imcnts  together,  tended  beneficially  to  mould  opinion  in  the 
(.'ity.  Those  attack*  against  the  l.ivcry  Companies  of  the  City  of 
London  were  but  a  pandering  to  yulgar  prejudices." 

Well  said,  Mr.  Alderman.  Elderman  Punch  has  sat  at 
good  men's  feasts  in  the  City,  and  he  maintains  that  money 
is  much  better  spent  in  regaling  intellectual  persons  like 
himself  than  in  creating  generations  of  pauper  pensioners 
on  charity.  Your  health,  Mr.  Alderman,  and  soon  may  you 
hold  to  us  the  Loving  Cup,  though  that  mixture  is  not  nice 
by  any  means,  and  might  be  inconceivably  improved  by  the 
com  pounder's  studying  a  delightful  little  book  on  "Cool 
Drinks." 

Here's  glory!  Hats  off!  The  Head  of  the  Stationery- 
Office  has  reduced  the  number  of  steel-pens  used  in  the 
public  offices  by  one-third,  and,  listen,  the  number  of  quill- 
pens  from  840,000  to  430,000!  That's  something  for  a 
statesman  to  be  proud  of.  "Peace  has  her  victories,"  and 
so  on.  We  have  no  idea  who  this  distinguished  economist 
is,  but  perhaps  his  ancestor  fought  at  Chevy  Chace,  and  when 
SIB  HUGH  MONTGOMEEY  was  shot,  picked  the  Grey  Goose 
Wing  off  the  arrow,  and  said  that  it  would  "  do  again." 

We  sat  till  nearly  one  at  this  sort  of  thing,  and  WAXPOLE 
kindly  begged  us  off  the  morning's  sitting  for  next  day. 
The  rigid-minded  Head  Master  being  away,  the  gentle 
BEUCB  gave  us  the  holiday. 

Friday.  Government  signified  that  they  had  received  no 
communication  from  the  French  authorities  on  the  subject 
of  the  delivering  up  of  refugee*.  Nor  have  Government 
taken  the  liberty  of  remonstrating  with  M.  TIMERS  as  to 
the  amount  of  chastisement  which  he  was  inflicting  upon 
incendiaries  and  assassins. 

ME.  WHITE,  speaking  on  the  Estimates,  did  not  think 
that  we  ought  to  tax  the  present  generation  in  order  to 
relieve  posterity  from  some  of  the  National  Debt.  He 
thought  that  posterity  would  be  able  to  manage  its  own 
affairs  better  than  we  manage  ours,  or  else  all  the  Educa- 
tion we  are  bestowing  will  be  thrown  away.  After  some 
brilliant  displays  of  fireworks — we  mean  figures— which 
dazzled  the  House,  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER 
waxed  eloquent  on  our  duty  to  those  who  will  come  after 
us,  and  insisted  on  our  manifesting  patriotism  and  self- 
denial.  He  really  delivered  himself  of  a  "fine  finish," 
and  the  House  applauded  him  heartily.  Should  the  English 
(he  asked),  in  the  exuberance  of  their  prosperity,  say  that 
they  woula  do  nothing  for  their  successors  ? 

"  If  they  did  so,  would  they  not  deserve  the  taunt  of  HORACE  t° 
the  Roman  youth  : 

Non  hisjuventus  orta  parontibus, 
Infecit  a'quor  sanguine  Punico  ? 

No  one  would  believe  that  they  were  the  children  of  the  men  of 
Waterloo  and  Trafalgar." 

After  this  two  Counts  were  tried  in  vain,  but  on  the 
third  fount  the  House  was  found  guilty  of  being  no  House, 
"  and  so  to  bed." 
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A    PICTURE    WITH    A    PURPOSE. 

MR.  PUNCH  is  AT  PRESENT  IN  SCOTLAND,  STUDYING  BOTANY.     HE  HAS  DISCOVERED  THAT  HEATHER-BELLS  ARE  ABOUT  THE  PRETTIEST 

FLOWERS  IN  THE  COTOTKY.  [  Vide  Punch  in  early  August  next. 


A  LIGHT  AFFLICTION. 

(After  "  Childe  Harold,"  II.,  25-6.) 

BEINO  STANZAS  "WRITTEN  IN  DEJECTION,  AND  ON  THE  WALL  or  AN  OLD 
CASTLE,  May,  1871. 

To  walk  four  miles,  to  miss  your  faithless  friend, 

To  find  he  'B  gone  and  left  no  trace  behind, 
Your  lonely  way  adown  his  park  to  wend, 

And  try  to  look  as  if  you  didn't  mind. 
In  sunshine  fierce  four  other  miles  to  grind, ' 

To  see  the  fortress  of  a  Reiver  bold, 
With  but  your  dog,  who 's  silent,  though  he 's  kind — 

This  is  not  Solitude,  'tis  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  Border  Lore,  and  view  its  castles  old. 

But  on  that  ruined  Castle's  topmost  stone — 

When  you  have  clambered  up  by  niche  and  cleft ; 
Cheered  by  the  thought,  though  other  joys  are  flown, 

Of  one — your  weed — you  cannot  be  bereft — 
To  make  a  cigarette  with  fingers  deft, 

To  roll  it  firm,  and  know  that  it  is  good, 
And  then  to  find  that  NOT  ONE  LIGHT  is  left, 

Of  all  you've  stolen,  borrowed,  bought,  and  sue'd — 
This  is  to  be  alone — this,  this  is  Solitude. 


Luxury. 

GENERAL  TROCHTT  attributes  many  of  the  misfortunes  of  French- 
men to  their  having  adopted  habits  of  "  English  luxury."  What 
does  he  mean  ?  Soap  and  water  ?  We  are  unaware  that  we  have 
taught  them  the  use  of  any  other  luxury,  and  this,  as  tourists  will 
testify,  has  been  very  partially  adopted.  The  Breton  is  hard  upon 
the  Briton.  By  the  way,  the  French  London  paper,  the  Inter- 
national, translates  the  GENERAL'S  phrase  thus:  lf Le  confortable 
empruntf  aux  Anglais."  Then  we  don't  think  he  did  mean  soap 
and  water. 


SPIRIT  DRAWINGS. 

AMONG  other  sights  in  London  we  see  advertised  an  exhibition 
of  Spirit]Drawings,  which  perhaps  may  prove  attractive  to  lovers  of 
the  marvellous.  We  have  not  the  slightest  notion  what  these 
drawings  can  be  like,  but  visitors  describe  them  as  being  done  in 
water  colours,  and  they  are  said  to  have  been  "  designed  under  the 
influence  of  spirits."  Of  course  we  should  not  dream  of  hinting  that 
there  can  be  in  this  latter  phrase  a  subtle  alcoholic  reference,  else, 
instead  of  saying  they  were  done  in  water  colours,  we  might  perhaps 
suggest  that  they  were  done  in  gin-and-water  colours.  We  should 
not  dream  of  speaking  slightingly  of  any  artist-work  which  we  have 
never  seen  :  but,  whatever,  be  the  merits  of  this  spirit  exhibition, 
we  cannot  help  opining  that  the  drawing  of  the  cork  of  a  bottle  oi 
good  whiskey  would  to  our  taste  be  about  the  very  best  of  spirit 
drawings. 

LIBERTY  OF  CONSCIENCE  AND  CUP. 

WHAT  would  the  Dissenting  Ministers  who  belong  to  the  United 
Kingdom  Alliance  say  if  either  the  Publicans  or  the  Parsons  were  to 
get  up  an  agitation  for  a  Permissive  Prohibitory  Act  to  empower 
the  majority  of  the  rate-payers  in  any  parish  to  close  all  the 
meeting-houses  ? 

A  Conventicle  is  not  unfrequently  the  superstructure  of  a  Wine 
Vault.  A  law  prohibiting  both  Dissent  and  Liquor,  which  would 
consist  with  freedom  and  justice  quite  as  much  as  a  law  pro- 
hibiting Liquor  only,  in  shutting  up  both  the  cellar  and  the  chape, 
together,  would  kill  two  birds  at  a  shot. 


No  Vain  Boast. 

THEM  is  a  Giantess  now  to  be  seen  in  London,  who  is  advertised 
as  "  Her  Majesty's  largest  subject,  and  the  tallest  person  known  to 
exist."  Our  friend  and  neighbour  is  at  last  outdone,  for  this  great 
person  must,  surely,  have  a  superior  claim  to  be  considered  the  pos- 
sessor of  the  "largest  circulation  in  the  world." 
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A    GAME    TWO    CAN    PLAY   AT. 

Ouird  (to  Excited  Passenger  at  the  Edinburgh  Station,  just  03  the  Train  is  Starting).   "  YE  'BE  TOO  LATB,  SIR. 

Stalwart  Aberdonian.   "  A"  MAUN  !  "  Guard  (holding  him  back).   "YscANNAl" 

Aberdunian.  "  TELL  YE  A'  MAUN— A'  WEEL  !"    (Gripping  Guard.)    "  IP  A'  MAUNNA,  YK  BANNA  III" 


Y«  CANNA  ESTKK." 


WHY  DO  THE  PROPHETS  RAGE? 

WHY  do  our  prophets  now-a-days  make  it  a  rule  to  get  into  such 
passions?  THOMAS  CARLYLE,  JOHN  RUSKIN,  VICTOR  HUGO— all 
BiTin  to  find  it  impossible  to  write  without  lashing  themselves  into  a 
lather,  and,  like  Homeric  heroes,  using  the  higgest,  roughest,  and 
heaviest  words  their  great  hands  can  wield  to  knock  down  their 
antagonists  with.  DR.  JOHNSON,  in  the  last  century,  was  rather 
given  to  the  same  sort  of  assault ;  but,  after  all,  there  was  a  balance 
in  his  fury,  and  a  method  in  his  madness.  He,  at  least,  brained 
people  with  a  weapon  of  regular  rhetorical  construction,  called  an 
antithesis.  Hut  our  prophets  scorn  anything  regular,  and  the  more 
rough  and  ready  the  missile  they  can  catch  up  to  pelt  people  with, 
the  oetter  they  seem  to  like  it.  And  now  here  is  CHARLES  READE, 
the  most  amiable  of  men,  except  on  paper,  heating  himself  red-hot, 
and  writing  himself  rabid,  over  the  stupidities  of  English  house- 
building and  house-builders  in  the  Pall  Mall. 

Goodness  knows,  there  is  enough  to  get  sad  or  savage  over,  either, 
in  the  subject.  Have  we  not  all  water-pipes  and  drains  ?  Know 
we  not  all  that  cruel  persecutor  called  the  plumber  If  Did  not  JOHN 
LEECH  put  the  grievance  into  pictures  that  will  live  for  ever,  in  the 
woful  history  oi  MR.  BKIGOS'S  Loose  Tile  ? 

But  why  should  CHARLES  READE  work  himself  up  into  «o  rabid  a 
state  of  mind  that  he  forgets  the  meaning  of  words,  as  well  as  the 
amenities  of  good  language  ?  If  he  must  christen  the  British  Work- 
man "  THE  CURSE  OF  FAMILIES  "  (in  large  caps) — and  far  be  it  from 
Punch  to  say  he  isn't — what  does  he  mean  Dy  talking  of  common 
house-tops  as  "conical"?  My  dear  CHARLES  READE,  the  corner 
turrets  of  an  old  French  or  Scotch  chateau  were  conical.  The  tower 
of  Langham  Church  ii  conical.  An  extinguisher  is  conical.  But 
conical  a  common  British  house-roof  is  not.  It  is  ridged,  if  you 
like ;  but  that,  ag  you  know  very  well,  is  a  perfectly  different  thing. 
And,  by  the  way,  there  is  something  to  be  said  for  a  ridged  roof,  if 
you  can  say  a  great  deal  very  forcibly,  not  to  say  furiously,  against 
it.  It  gives  us  a  clear  off-shoot  for  our  rainfall,  and  helps  us  to  a 


readier  riddance  for  our  snow.  Neither  would  be  so  easily  com- 
passed with  a  flat  roof ;  though,  to  be  sure,  you  might  give  it  a  slight 
incline. 

You  suggest  that  a  flat  roof  would  give  poor  Cockneys  a  country 
view.  You  picture  to  yourself,  like  a  kind-hearted  soul  as  you  are, 
a  poor  fellow  after  working  all  day  in  a  hole,  like  a  sparrow  on  the 
house-tops,  smoking  "  his  evening-pipe,"  and  seeing  a  wide  tract 
of  verdure."  But  while  he  was  smoking,  what  would  the  chimneys 
round  him  be  doing  ?  How  about  the  blacks  ? 

Then  you  say  the  "  conical"  roof  robs  poor  families  of  their  drying 
grounds. 

But  suppose  the  flat  roofs  round  about  the  poor  Cockney  decorated 
with  the  sheets  and  towels  and  tablecloths,  shirts  and  chemises  of 
the  family  wash,  what  would  become  of  your  poor  Cockney's  "view 
of  the  wide  tracts  of  verdure"  ? 

I  doubt,  my  dear  CHARLES,  if  there  would  be  anything  so  green 
in  sight  as  somebody's  eye.  However,  far  be  it  from  Punch  to  say  that 
there  is  not  a  great  deal  of  truth  in  your  Jeremiad  against  house- 
builders  and  their  ways  and  works,  but  the  truth  would  be  none  the 
less  forcible  for  being  put  in  a  little  milder  and  civiller  language. 
If  the  prophets  in  the  old  time  flung  as  big  and  hard  words  as  you 
and  your  brethren,  no  wonder  people  occasionally  took  to  retaliating 
with  hard  stones. 

A  Nominal  Advantage. 

CERTAINLY  some  actors  are  happy  in  their  names.  For  instance, 
clever  M.  GOT  of  the  Comedie  Francaise.  However  insignificant  a 
character  may  be,  it  is  clear  that  when  he  plays  it  there  is  sure  to  be 
a  GOT  in  it. 

CARGO  EXTRAORDINART. 

A  VESSEL  arrived  at  Liverpool  on  the  llth  ultimo,  having  on 
board  a  Hundred  Cases  of  Cigars  and  Two  Cases  of  Measles. 
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THE    CENSUS. 


«^g> 

HE  Census  returns  are  now  so  far  complete  as  to  enable 
us  to  state,  approximately,  their  general  results.  The 
three  most  striking  peculiarities  in  them  are  as  follows — 
I.  In  some  places  the  population  has  increased. 
II.  In  other  places  the  population  has  decreased. 
_  III.  In  the  remaining  places  the  population  is  exactly  the  same  as 
it  was  ten  years  ago.  The  delightful  village  of  Bramblethorpe,  for 
example,  numbers  159  inhabitants  in  1871,  just  as  it  did  in  1861. 
Value  of  the  living  in  the  Queen's  Books,  £1334  per  annum.  Hector 
ion-resident,  on  account  of  the  delicate  state  of  his  mother-in-law's 
health :  mostly  lives  in  South  Italy. 

Step  by  step  persons  having  wooden  legs  are  gradually  disappear- 
ng,  in  consequence  of  the  improvements  introduced  by  science  in 
:he  construction  of  artificial  limbs. 

.There  are  still  a  good  many  oldest  inhabitants  scattered  about  in 
ifferent  parts  of  the  country,  but  their  ultimate  extinction  is  cer- 
am,  as  railways  penetrate  into  the  more  remote  districts,  and  the 
inclosure  of  Commons  becomes  universal. 

Croquet,  which  was  in  its  infancy  when  the  last  decennial  calcu- 
ations  were  made,  is  now  one  of  our  most  cherished  Institutions. 
The  returns  show  that  the  number  of  persons  practising  archery  has 
declined  in  consequence,  but  the  long  bow  is  still  drawn  to  a  great 
extent. 

_  There  is  a  large  increase  in  the  number  of  artists.     This  at  first 

ignt  would  seem  to  encourage  the  hope  that  Art  is  spreading 

mongst  us ;  but  a  careful  analysis  shows  that  acrobats,  athletes, 

mic  vocalists,  Negro  minstrels,  conjurers,  ventriloquists,  funam- 

nilists,  pyrotechnists,   shampooers,  and  workers  in  hair,   all  call 

hemselves  artists.    On  the  other  hand  it  is  gratifying  to  find  that 

the  willow-pattern,  on  our  domestic  earthenware,  is  giving  way  to 

designs  of  a  more  elegant  and  ornamental  character. 

bixty-two  per  cent,  of  the  umbrellas  in  the  United  Kingdom  were 
jlaceln  EnlandT  """^  UmbreUas  "*  Manchester  than  in  any  other 
Berlin-wool  work  is  on  the  decline. 

How  insignificant  is  now  the  consumption  of  what  was  once  a 
iton  s  favourite  wine  is  proved  by  the  circumstance  that  only 
seven  Enumerators  were  offered  a  glass  of  port ! 

In  London  alone,  on  the  day  the  Census  was  taken,  104,518  seal- 
kin  jackets  were  in   use  —  of  these  but  39,707  were  land.  Me 
mparations  of  the  natural  covering  of  the  Phoca  vitulina 
.Ninety  per  cent,  of  the  population  have  had  their  photographs 
in  two  r^rlm,™  ™,f  of  flve  ^g  Enumerators   * 


-  *he  iatest 


Musical 


different  preparations  of  cocoa  were  in  use. 
InstrumentsTiave  multiplied,  so  have  "  kettle- 


drums." 


rsons  were  out  on  their  Honeymoon :  of  these  204,315 
'  that  they  wished  it  was  over.    Seven  out  of  ten  had 


212,901 
acknowl 
sent  no 

Punning  is  frightfully  on  the  increase. 

The  rule  is  to  give  children  two,  often  three,  names.  The  elder 
children  have  homely  names,  after  uncles,  aunts,  cousins,  and  the 
like :  the  younger  have  more  elegant  names,  given  when  family 
superstitions  have  been  cured  by  experience. 

I'll"  "  Head  of  the  Family"  is  not  always  its  Brain. 


The 


SONGS   OF   SIXPENCE. 


A  DARWINIAN  BALLAD. 

0,  MAST  have  told 

Of  the  Monkeys  of  old 
What  a  pleasant  race  they  were, 

And  it  seems  most  true 

That  I  and  you 
Are  derived  from  an  Apish  pair. 

They  all  had  nails 

And  some  had  tails, 
And  some— no  "  accounts  in  arrear," 

They  climbed  up  the  trees 

And  they  scratched  out  the these 

Of  course  I  will  not  mention  here. 

They  slept  in  a  wood 

Or  wherever  they  could, 
For  they  didn't  know  how  to  make  beds, 

They  hadn't  got  huts, 

They  dined  upon  nuts, 
Which  they  cracked  upon  each  other's  heads. 

They  hadn't  much  scope 

For  a  comb,  brush,  or  soap, 
Or  towels,  or  kettle,  or  fire. 

They  had  no  coats,  nor  capes, 

For  ne'er  did  these  apes 
Invent  what  they  didn't  require. 

The  sharpest  baboon 

Never  used  fork  or  spoon, 
Nor  made  any  boots  for  his  toes, 

Nor  could  any  thief 

Steal  a  silk  handkere/<;>/, 
For  no  ape  thought  much  of  his  nose ; 

They  had  cold  collations, 

They  ate  poor  relations ; 
Provided  for  thus,  by  the  bye. 

No  Ou-rang-ou-tang 

A  song  ever  sang — 
He  couldn't— and  so,  didn't  try. 

From  these  though  descended, 

Our  manners  are  mended, 
Though  still  we  can  grin  and  back-lite  ; 

We  cut  up  each  other, 

Be  he  friend  or  brother, 
And  tails  are  the  fashion — at  night. 

This  origination 

Is  all  speculation — 
We  gamble  in  various  shapes ; 

So  MR.  DAiurav 

May  speculate  in 
Our  Ancestors  having  been  Apes. 


Letter  from  Dante. 
0  BELOVED  Punch,  I  said,  years  ago, 


Elysium, 


"  Qucstc  parole  di  colore  oscuro 

Vid  'io  ecritte  al  eommo  di  Una  Porta : 
Lasciate  ogni  speranza,  iioi  che  'titrate." 

The  inscription  has  been  changed,  and  it  now  stands  thus, 
"  lei  onparle  Fraiifitis." 

Thine,  DANTE  AuomEEr. 


REVELATION.—  DE.  BLANDYSHE  did  not  show  his 
iccustomed  tact,  when,  called  in  to  a  professional  vocalist,  he  told 
er  that  what  she  was  suffering  from  was  a  want  of  "  tone." 
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FRENCH — TO  BE  AVOIDED  BY  ENGLAND. 


TWO  F: 
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NGINES. 


ENGLISH — TO  BE  BORROWED  BY  FRANCE. 
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THE  CABMAN  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

AMONG  the  benefits  which  may  result  from  the  Education  Act  is 
the  chance  of  some  improvement  in  the  language  and  demeanour  of 
our  Cabmen.  Wo  may  Tiopcfully  expect  that  a  man  who  has  received 
the  advantage  of  instruction  in  English  Grammar  will  never  dream 
of  saying  that  the  "  streets  is  hup,"  as  a  reason  for  his  driving 
by  a  route  somewhat  circuitous.  Nor.  after  having  passed  a  School 
Examination,  will  he  so  far  forget  himself  as  to  call  out,  "  "Ere 
y'  HIT,  Sir !  "  when  summoned  from  his  stand,  but,  with  more  cor- 
rectness, will  make  answer,  "  Here  I  am,  Sir!  Instruction  having 
smoothed  (he  roughness  of  his  manners,  instead  of  snarling  out, 
"  Vqt's  this?"  when  he  is  offered  a  less  sum  than  he  cone* 
lie  his  due,  lie  will  show  the  good  effects  of  his  scholastic  training  by 
politely  offering  his  views  upon  the  matter,  and  will  doubtless  add 
that  if  ho  be  in  error  he  is  open  to  correction.  "  I  humbly  beg  your 
lunlon.  Sir,  but  is  this  a  good  specimen  of  the  current  coinage  of 
the  realm  ?  "  lie  will  say,  when  he  is  given  what  he  thinks  is  a  bad 
shilling;  and,  in  short,  his  whole  demeanour  will  be  »o  much  im- 
proved that  his  vehicle  the  Hansom  will  be  known  as  the  Polite, 
and  tho  Growler  will  be  wholly  superseded  by  the  Smiler. 


Something  to  their  Advantage. 
"  WANTED,  a  Female  Head  Attendant." 

IF  this  is  meant  as  a  delicate  intimation  that  the  services  of  a 
"young  person"  are  required  in  a  hair-dresser's  shop  (establish- 
ment, rather),  we  hail  it  as  a  satisfactory  proof  that  employment  of 
a  suitable  description  can  be  obtained  by  women,  without  their 
meddling  with  occupations  which  arc  not  fitting  for  them  to  under- 
take. 

A    LIFT   TltAT   WILL   BE   AITUECIATED. 

"  TUT:  Pope  has  sent  60,000  francs  for  the  relief  of  Paris,  and 
severs]  chests  of  "—Provisions  ?  No,  "Sacred  object*  for  the 
Churches." 


± 


GUHS    VERSUS  TARGETS. 


THE    TWO    FIRE-ENGINES. 


FRENCH. 


A  BLACK-BREECHED  gun,  whose  hot  throat  belches  fire, 
Served  by  fierce  men,  and  Mcenads  fiercer  still, 

Behind  a  barricade,  with  the  blind  ire 
That  cares  not  to  be  killed,  so  it  can  kill. 

Raining  its  ghastly  rain  of  shot  and  shell, 
That  wither  life  and  quicken  seed  of  flame. 

And  sing  upon  their  way  with  shriek  and  yell, 
As  of  fiends,  loosed  from  hell,  for  hell's  own  game. 

Fire  in  the  track  of  slaughter  following  hard, 
With  black  destruction  crowning  bloody  death, 

Till  men  bewildered  'gainst  what  foe  to  guard, 
Under  the  sulphurous  reek  draw  doubtful  breath. 

Death  dealt ;  death  faced  :  death  poisoning  the  air 
With  charnel  taint :  death  so  familiar  grown, 

That  children  in  their  play  the  blue  limbs  bare 
Of  the  thin  mould  o  er  their  corruption  strown. 

Blood  spattered  on  the  walls  :  and  steps  and  stones : 
Tinging  the  gutters  with  a  ruddy  stain  : 

Wet  blood  and  hot  of  fight  that  ill  atones 
For  the  cold  blood  of  prisoners  sudden  slain. 

Hate,  that  the  conquered  may  not  speak,  but  show ; 

Hate,  the  inglorious  conquerors  loud  proclaim ; 
Who,  cowards  as  they  are,  no  pity  know, 

To  whom  age  is  a  mock,  and  sex  a  name. 

So  we  saw  Paris,  in  her  blood  and  dust, 
From  pinnacle  of  queenly  state  brought  low ; 

And  this  black  Gun,  sole  engine  she  can  trust 
To  quench  and  quell  the  fires  that  work  her  woe! 


ENGLISH. 


AN  engine  of  old  build,  whose  slow  design 

Took  ages  to  work  out,  but  built  to  last, 
Of  stout  oak,  welded  iron,  line  on  line, 

Riveted  carefully,  and  mortised  fast. 

"  Unity  "  is  the  name  this  engine  bears, 
The  tackle  is  laid  taut  and  trim  and  true  ; 

To  work  the  pumps,  when  conflagration  glares, 
We  trust  a  mingled,  but  well-ordered,  crew. 

BRITANNIA,  captain  of  our  Fire-brigade, 
Claims  right  to  press  all,  from  the  Sovereign  down, 

Proud  Peer,  or  prouder  Franklin,  son  of  trade, 
Hard-handed  artizan,  and  stalwart  clown. 

All  are  alike  alert  to  lend  a  hand 

'Gainst  fire — worst  foe  that  wisdom  bids  men  fear : 
'Tis  for  the  common-weal,  not  for  command, 

They  spring  to  handles,  and  see  hose  laid  clear. 

Now  with  a  will,  my  boys !    Long  pull  and  strong, 
And  all  together,  with  the  pumps,  give  way  ! 

Lo,  through  the  throbbing  hose,  well-aimed,  and  strong, 
Clear  streams  of  common  sense  quench  where  they  play ! 

Thank  Heaven  and  our  good  hap— no  dangerous  blaze 

Is  this  that  vents  its  fever  fit  of  flame 
'Heath  the  Trafalgar  lions'  scornful  gaze  ; 

Scarce  need  of  engine  such  toy-fires  to  tame ! 

Yet  'tis  well  e'en  on  sparks  that  wake  no  fear 
To  bring  the  douche  of  common  sense  to  bear : 

So  shall  we  find,  if  far-off  fire  came  near, 
Crew  at  their  post,  pumps  clear,  and  hose  laid  fair. 


SUGGESTION  FOR  THE  NEXT  BUDGET. 

WE  are  told  that  "  the  Bombay  Government  has  thrown  over  the 
scheme  of  a  tax  on  native  feasts/'  This  is  a  valuable  hint,  which 
ought  not  to  be  lost.  Why  should  not  the  British  Government  take 
such  a  scheme  up,  and  raise  a  large  revenue  by  levying  a  tax  on  our 
native,  our  City  feasts?  The  Corporation  of  London,  the  Great 
Companies,  various  sets  of  Charity  Trustees,  and  other  similar 
les,  some  of  which  hardly  know  how  to  dispose  of  their  funds, 
would,  we  are  sure,  be  only  too  glad  to  lessen  the  burdens  now  laid 


on  the  struggling  and  hard-working  classes,  by  paying  the  CHAN- 
CELLOR or  THE  EXCHEQUER  a  fixed  sum  per  month  every  time  they 
sat  down  to  a  great  dinner  or  banquet.  The  guests  themselves, 
perhaps,  might  not  object  to  be  mulcted  in  a  moderate  sum— they 
would  relish  the  dainties  set  before  them  none  the  less,  if  they  felt 
they  were  doing  something  to  relieve  their  less  favoured  country- 
men, and  help  MR.  LOWE.  (N.B.  Turtle  extra.) 


BELGIUM  to  the  Author  of  Les  Miserable.    "  VICTOR— you  go." 


240 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JUNE  10,  1871. 


/A 


WHITSUNTIDE    AT    THE    ZOOLOGICAL    GARDENS. 

(TUESDAY  MOKNLNG.) 

The  Elephant.  "  HULLOA,  BRUIN,  HOW  PALE  YOU  LOOK!    ONE  WOULD  THINK  YOU'D  CHANGED  HEADS  WITH  THE  POLAR  BEAR!" 

Jiruin.  "YES,  IT 'STUB  BUNS!  THERE  WERE  31,457  PEOPLE  IIEBB  YESTERDAY.  THEY  GAVE  ME  31457  BUNS  You  LOOK 
RATHER  BLOATED,  AND  KED  ABOUT  THE  NOSB.  BUNS,  1  SUPPOSE?" 

The  Elephant.  "YES.     AND  GINGER-BEER,  TOO,  I'M  SORRY  TO  SAY.     ONE  CAN'T  REFUSE." 

The  Ostrich.  "An!  I  OOULD  MANAGE  BUNS  AND  GINGER-BEER.  IT'S  THE  GINGER-BEER  BOTTLES,  AND  BROWN  PAPER  AND 
KUSTY  NAILS  THEY  GIVE  ONE.  As  FOR  YOU,  MY  DEAK  (to  the  Giraffe),  YOU  LOOK  MORE  SPOTTY  THAN  KVER  " 

The  Giraffe.    "Uou!" 


CLIMAX  OF  "GLOBY." 

THE  Tiger-Monkeys  shouted  "  To  Berlin  !  " 
Scarce  twelve  months  since—  invasion  had  their  votes. 

Back  beaten,  and  their  own  confine  hemmed  in, 
They  flew,  infuriate,  at  each  other's  throats. 

Suppose  the  Tiger-Monkeys  had  prevailed, 

Suppose  they  had  subdued  the  German  men, 
1  think  what  kind  of  beasts  of  prey  untailed, 

Would  have  been  paramount  in  Europe  then  ! 
Humanity  !    Civilisation  !    What 

Is  all  the  wreck,  in  brute  blood  yonder  drowned, 
10  that  which  had  been  yours  and  Europe's  lot, 

it  Conquest  had  vainglorious  Envy  crowned  ? 
Demolished  Architecture,  Art  destroyed, 

Uncounted  thousands,  miscreants  chiefly,  slain. 
bad  work  !  but  sadder  work  might  have  employed 

Lnthmking  minds  that  moralise  in  vain. 

And  had  they  who  did  go  with  a  light  heart 
To  war,  each  other's  hangmen  been  alone 

A  nation's  riddance  of  its  baser  part 
Were  no  great  grief  for  neighbours  to  bemoan  : 


yon  City,  under  fiery  rain, 
Were  there  not  ten  found  righteous—  ten  and  more  ? 
The  thousands  and  the  tens  alike  were  slain- 
ine  murdered  few  are  victims  to  deplore. 


Alas  for  them !    What  pity  for  the  rest  ? 

Died  they  not  in  their  "  glory  ?"    To  abhor 
Which,  all  the  world  just  now  may  be  impressed 

By  the  Great  Nation  that  delights  in  war. 


WHAT  THE  POPE  WILL  DO  FOR  THE  PERE. 

SAID  LE  PERE  HYACINTHE  to  the  POPE, 
Per  his  friend,  MONSIGNOR  DE  MERODE, 

"  At  your  feet  my  full  soul  let  me  ope," 
Said  the  POPE— in  effect—"  You  be  blowed  ! 

"  If  you  seek  for  a  place  at  my  hands, 
I  've  a  cell  would  fit  you  to  a  trivet : 

Your  shaved  head  some  protection  demands, 
So  locks  Hyacinthine  I  '11  give  it !  " 


Sculls  for  a  Seat  of  Learning  ! 

A  READER  of  the  Times,  one  day  last  week,  among  the  particulars 
of  its  Table  of  Contents,  noticed  a  reference  to  "  Oxford  University 
Sculls."  Eagerly  turning  out  this  suggestive  heading,  he  found  it 
to  mean  a  rowing-match.  He  was  greatly  disappointed,  being  a 
phrenologist. 

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM,  Jun.,  being  asked  what  tenets  the  sect  of  the 
"Jumpers"  held,  replied  that  she  had  always  heard  that  the 
Jumpers'  movement  was  entirely  due  to  Galvinism. 
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THE  LONDON  COMMUNE. 

GENTLEMEN  of  the  Pavement,  dream  no  more 
That  in  your  thousands  you  '11  be  free  to  go, 

Holding-  vour  "  demonstrations,"  as  of  yore, 
When  Hyde  Park's  rails  you  levelled— no,  Cads,  no. 

Paris  on  fire  has  oped  your  Rulers'  eyes ; 

And,  if  you  try  to  march  with  flags  and  band, 
A  Government  as  resolute  as  wise 

That  sort  of  nonsense  will  no  longer  stand. 

XKI.SOX  no  more  shall,  from  his  Column's  height, 
liflow,  sweet  Gentlemen,  beholding  you, 

Frown  with  disgust  and  wrath  upon  the  sight, 
And  savour,  of  so  mutinous  a  crew. 

I'll-  not  afraid  you'll  ever  have  the  chance, 
Beneath  that  monument  of  his  renown, 

In  imitation  of  your  friends  in  France, 
Some  day  to  pull  the  Nelson  Column  down. 

Your  bellowing  orators  no  more  shall  saw, 
Nor  you  with  blatant  clamour  rend  the  air, 

Whilst  they  harangue,  and  you  applaud  their  jaw, 
A  public  nuisance  in  Trafalgar  Square. 

No,  Roughs,  the  Powers  that  be  are  wide  awake. 

Lo,  ev'n  ere  Paris  yet  in  ashes  lay, 
A  demonstration  they  forbad  to  make 

The  Match-vendors  themselves  the  other  day! 

Law  they  enforced  and  order,  undeterred 
I5y  cries  of  boys  and  girls  who  matches  sell ; 

Who  tried  to  get  their  poor  petition  heard — 
Your  riots  now  they  cannot  but  dare  quell. 


Irony  of  Events  in  the  City. 

FANCY  the  LOUD  MAYOR  having  consented  to  preside 
at  a  public  meeting  on  the  subject  of  the  Permissive 
Bill  and  Licensing  Reform,  in  Guildhall.  Gog  and 
Magog !  What  next  ?  After  a  Temperance  meeting 
under  the  presidency  of  the  LORD  MAYOR  of  London 
himself,  held  on  the  very  site  of  the  LORD  MAYOR'S  own. 
Feast,  the  next  will  probably  be  a  Vegetarian  one. 


AT    THE    ACADEMY. 

Young  Lady  (indignant).  "  Now,  I  TOLD  YOU,  PAPA,  THIS  WASN'T  THE 
FASHIONABLE  HOUR.  WE'LL  HAVE  NOTHING  BUT  THESE  HORRID  PICTURES  TO 
LOOK  AT  UNTIL  THE  PEOPLE  COME!" 


TROCHU'S  TROUVAILLE. 

GENERAL  TROCHTJ  has  been  talking  about  the  causes  of  French 
disasters. 

Much  good  may  it  do  him  and  its  hearers ! 

He  "  exhorts  the  nation  to  humble  itself  before  Him  who  casts 
down  the  victor,  and  raises  up  the  vanquished." 

Excellent  advice  ! 

He  declares  "  that  a  great  many  reforms  are  needed." 

There  can't  be  a  doubt  of  it.  It  needs  no  TROCHU  to  tell  France 
that. 

"  The  French  nation  had  believed  it  must  be  everywhere  and 
always  invincible." 

It  s  a  way  it  has  always  had. 

"  Le  coq  Gaulois  eit  le  coq  dt  la  aloire  ; 

De  nul  revfrs  il  n'tstjamais  aoattu; 
II  ehante  bienfort,  quand  il  gagne  la  victoire, 

Et  pita  fort  encore,  quand  il  eii  vaincu." 

"  Its  misfortunes  were  prepared  by  abandoning  the  control  of  its 
own  affairs." 

True,  0  TRocnrr !  but  when,  within  your  memory  or  mine,  has 
it  controlled  them  ? 

"  Self-sacrifice  and  dcvotedness  had  been  abandoned  for  mere 
personal  considerations." 

Not  exactly  a  new  habit— of  twenty  years'  growth— that,  one 
would  fancy. 

But  here  comes  the  cream  of  the  discovery ! — 

There  had  been  introduced  into  public  habits  English  luxury 
and  Italian  corruption  !  " 

Well!  that  w  something  like  a  discovery—  Ou  diablef  "English 
luxury"  at  the  bottom  of  French  disasters— "  English  luxury,"  and 
'  Italian  corruption"  ?  Till  now  both  England  and  Italy,  we  rather 
think,  had  fancied  that  they  might  have  had  to  thank  French 
luxury  and  French  corruption  for  some  rather  unpleasant  pheno- 
mena in  their  fashions  and  opinions,  lives  and  literature. 


But  TROCITU  has  his  "plan,"  of  disaster,  as  well  as  defence,  and, 
in  that,  England  stands  charged  with  enervating  France  by  her 
"  luxury,"  and  Italy  with  fouling  her  by  her  corruption !  ''Live 
and  learn"  is  a  good  motto.  Henceforth,  we  will  pear  in  mind, 
when  people  talk  of  French  demi-monde,  French  partie-fine,  French 
milliners,  French  modesty,  French  cooks,  French  coiffeurt,  French 
cancanieres,  French  cocottet,  French  dttnteutet,  French  novels. 
French  facetite,  and  French  philosophy,  social,  religious,  political 
and  personal — that  English  luxury  and  Italian  corruption  be,  after 
all,  at  the  bottom  of  them,  and  account  for  all  their  mischief ! 

Culpa  nostra — maxima  culpa  nostra!  Peccavimus,  Anglia  et 
Italia— vapulat  Oallia. 


PUNCH'S  PRIZE  CHARADE  FOR  JUNE. 

MY  first  is  a  Mother,  no  Mother  of  mine  ; 

The  head  of  my  second  is  oft  full  of  wine ; 

My  third  is  an  article  used,  without  fail, 

In  the  first  proposed  plan  of  an  underground  Rail : 

My  fourth  is  a  Query  which  every  one  asks, 

But  to  answer  my  fourth  is  the  hardest  of  tasks : 

My  whole  is  a  Wood,  of  which  I  may  say, 

AH  know  it,  most  love  it ;  and  so — guess  away ! 

[Answer  next  week. 

Practical  Experience. 

FOREIGNERS  who  visit  our  shores,  and  are  the  prey  of  boatmen, 
porters,  cabmen,  and  other  extortionists,  at  once  understand  what 
is  meant  by  our  Income-tax. 


THE  PARISIAN  ZAMIEL. 


THERE,  where  a  fiend  should  with  all  demons  be, 
Laid  the  Red  Spectre  is,  in  the  Red  Sea. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

summoned.  Short  conversation 
without.  Re-enter  SAM I-KL.  1  to  comes 
up  to  ine  persuasively,  "You  wont 
iiiiiul,  Sar,  two  gunelmen  seeing  over 
dis  place  '<" 

\   ivply  (being  in  his  hands)      0,  no 
certainly  not  ;"  though.  I  don't  feel  that 
I'm  precisely  in  the  state  in  which  I 
flu >i i Id    like    to    receive    visitors.      It 
rs,    however,   that   the  Turkish 
are  a  novelty  here,  and  strangers, 
or    residents,   are    admitted    to    view 
them. 

SAMUEL  explains  the  room  to  them, 
and  takes  me  as  part  of  it.  I  remem- 
ber going  over  a  Lunatic  Asylum  once, 
and  a  gaol,  and  wondering  how  the 
•nitively-sensible  lunatics  and  the 
prisoners  liked  being  shown  oft'.  1 
fancy  that  I  experience  their  sensa- 
tion'now.  Rather  I  should  say  the 
Lunatic's  sensation, — one  who  has  de- 
stroyed all  his  clothes,  and  has  been 
I  in  a  room  by  himself.  I  don't 
experience  shyness  exactly,  but  feel 
sulkily  resentful  at  this  intrusion.  They 
don't  quite  ignore  me  ;  on  the  contrary, 
they  stand  near  the  door,  hardly  going 
away  from  it,  as  if  afraid  of  my  making 
a  sudden  dart  at  them,  perhaps  for  the 
sake  of  their  clothes  and  boots,  when 
SA.MUEL  isn't  looking,  and,  at  this 

respectful  distance,  they  give  a  sort  of  half  bow  to  me,  as  if  they 
were  calling  upon  a  gentlemanly  maniac  of  uncertain  temper,  or 
had  been  admitted  by  SAMUEL,  into  the  den  of  a  partially-tamed 
animal,  unsafe  except  under  the  keeper's  eye.  Mem.  The  idea 
occurs  to  me,  perhaps  one  of  these  visitors  is  MR.  DARWIN  in  search 
of  evidence  corroborative  of  his  theory.  Unpleasant. 

Mem.  Think  I  've  read  of  a  Hermit,  near  Cambridge,  -who  had  to 
be  "  interviewed"-  in  this  way.  There  seems,  too,  to  be  the  ingre- 
dients for  a  Historical  Romance  in  this  situation.  "  The  Man  in  the 
Turkish  Bath,"  like  "  The  Man  in  the  Iron  Mask."  Head  very  hot. 
Wish  I  could  get  my  note-book  inhere.  Left  it  in  first  room— can't 
return  for  it,  on  account  of  Growler's  "  stupidity  with  strangers." 

The  "Genelmen"  retire,  inclining  towards  me  very  civilly  on 
their  exit.  I  do  the  honours  of  the  first  hot-room  as  well  as  I  can. 
SAMUEL  returns,  and  brings  me  a  glass  of  mineral  water.  Iron.  "Is 
that  a  good  thing  ?  "  I  inquire.  "  De  best  thing  possible,"  answers 
SAMUEL.  "What's  its  effect?"  I  ask,  holding  the  glass  in  my 
hand.  Mem.  Simile :  SOCRATES  putting  a  few  scientific  questions 
to  the  Gaoler  before  taking  the  fatal  draught. 

"You  drink  that,  Sar,"  replies  SAMUEL,  "and  it  make  you  al 
fresh  for  de  next  room,  den  you  go  in  and  jist  do  what  I  tell  you 


Africa  under  a  burning  sun,  and  my  feet  are  the  North  Pole  at 
ight.  .  .  .  Too  languid  to  ask  about  needles  or  douches.  .  .  .  Lie 
n  my  back — look  at  ceiling.  .  .  . 

Thouijhts,  or  beginnings  of  Trains  of  Thoughts  [while  recumotnt  til 
<;i.)°  in  the  shade).  Early  Christian  Martyrs.  ...  I  hear  a  noise  and 
roaring—  Christianas  tid  leonesi  .  .  .  (BuDDsays,  "  They 're  making 
p  the  furnace  ")  .  .  .  Saint  Lawrence  on  gridiron  .  .  .  Remember 
icture  in  Antwerp  G allery— torture — wonder  howl  should  stand 
;.  .  .  .  Good  practice  here  for  beginners.  .  .  .  Noise  of  engine,  as 
:  we  were  going  somewhere  by  steam.  .  .  .  Wonder  if  I  shall  be  ill 
Wonder  why  I  am  not  in  a  profuse  perspiration  .  .  .  Shall  1 
nention  it  ?  .  .  no .  .  .  Hair  brittle.  .  .  .  Enter  SAMUEL,  with  more 
vater.  ...  I  drink.  .  .  .  SAMUEL  only  says,   "0  beautiful!    it's 
ytc/jar  /  "  .    .    .    I  complain  of  my  feet  being  cold. 
"  I  wouldn't  hab  it  no  oderwise,"  replies  SAMUEL,  seriously,  waving 
._     right  hand  as  if  to  dissipate  any  other  notions  on  the  subject  that 
may  be  floating  about  in  the  air,  "Wait  till  I  come  to  shampoo,  den 
•oii  '11  know  what  de  beauty  ob  it  is."    He  retires. 

Thoughts.  My  Aunt .  .  .  DODDIUDGE  .  .  .the  Dove  .  .  .  Will  re- 
ommend  them  a  Turkish  Bath  .  .  .  Might  do  little  Dog's  leg  good 
take  the  affectation  out  of  him.  .  .  Must  manage  to  get  away  .  .  . 
>ook  at  BUDD  ...  He  smiles  and  I  smile  .  .  .  Think  of  when  I 
new  him  years  ago  as  a  boy  .  .  .  Think  of  the  ceiling  .  .  .  the 
iricks  .  .  .  how  impossible  it  is  to  do  anything  in  this  state  .  .  . 
luery,  is  it  waste  of  time,  or  not  ?  ...  Can't  I  think  out  something  V 
BRUCE  and  spider  ...  a  poem  ...  a  play  ...  an  invention 
,  .  to  ...  do  something  wonderful  .  .  .  thoughts  chiefly  on 
oiling  .  .  .  engine  hard  at  work  .  .  .  more  furnace  .  .  .  Hound  of 
hought  all  over  again  about  Martyrs,  St.  Lawrence,  &c.,  &c. 

Wonder  if  BUDD  feels  this  ?  I  mean  feels  that  he  can't  concentrate 
lis  thoughts  on  any  one  thing  now?  I  ask  him.  He  answers, 
'Don't  know— don't  try,"  and  seems,  on  the  whole,  perfectly 
atisfied  with  inanition. 

I  will  do  the  same.  ...  I  am  doing  the  same.  .  .  .  Enter  SAKUEI,, 
without  his  bed-curtain  dress,  and  in  an  acrobatic  costume,  like 
JUTS.  He  carries  a  little  bowl  of  water,  and  evidently  means 
rasiness.  He  approaches  me. 


act ;  you  give  Naytchar  a  chance,  and  you  bless  Providence  you  com 
'ere.  You  take  my  word  for  it,  Sar — now,  Sar,"  says  he,  drawing 
back  a  red-baize  curtain,  as  if  he  was  going  to  show  me  a  rea 
chefd'amrre,  "  You  walk  in  dere  !  pro-ceed!" 

I  enter  the  hotter  room:  it  nearly  knocks  me  down  at  first.  On 
recovering  myself  a  little,  I  find  it  is  like  a  very  clean  wine- 
cellar,  without  bins,  having  a  sort  of  opaque  Gothic  screen,  with 
intervals  of  kaleidoscopic-coloured  glass  on  one  side,  and  fitted  (thi 
cellar,  not  the  screen)  with  a  narrow  sort  of  dresser  fixed  against  thi 
side  walls.  Here  in  a  corner  lies  BUDD  on  a  mattrass,  prostrate,  an 
appalling  figure  at  first,  (reminding  me  of  CRUIKSHANK'S  illus 
trations  to  the  Tower  of  London — "  Somebody,  as  he  appeared  afte: 
the  rack")  until  one  gets  accustomed  to  him,  and  then  I  begin  t( 
understand  that  he  is  enjoying  himself,  tropically. 

SAMUEL  places  a  mattrass  and  a  pillow  for  me ;  motions  m 
statuesquely  to  my  place. 

BUDD,  without  moving  in  the  least,  utters  a  sort  of  pleased  sound 
implying,  I  fancy,  that  in  spite  of  his  present  condition  he  recognise 
us  and  appreciates  my  progress. 

SAMUEL  approaches  him  ;  he  regards  him  as  a  work  of  his  owi 
hands  with  profound  admiration,  nay  even  with  an  appearance  o 
religious  veneration  for ' '  Naytchar  "  in  a  Paradise  of  1  GO  degrees,  anc 
drawing  a  deep  breath,  exclaims,  "  Ah,  beautiful !  " 

BUDD  appears  pleased,  and  intimates  briefly  his  intention  of  re 
maining  where  he  is,  until  inclined  to  take  the  douche  or  the  needle 

I  am  reclining  now,  and  feel  that  I  am  all  Head.  Or  perhaps— i 
I  can  exert  myself  to  think  at  all  about  it — that  my  head  is  Centra 


.ess 
P1 


ummelled*  and  jerked,  I  am  led  out  tenderly,  by  SAMUEL,  into 
another  room.  I  remember  (at  this  instant)  having  heard  the 

ilown  say  to  the  Pantaloon  in  the  pantomime,  "  Hallo,  here!  hi ! 
I  say!  come  and  bo  washed!"  This  is  what,  in  action,  SAMTKI, 
says  to  me. 

Then  follows  a  charmingly  refreshing  process,  managed  exquisitely, 
and  scientifically,  by  [SAMUEL.  I  sit  on  a  chair  and  have  water 
dashed  over  me.  I  am  soaped  and  lathered,  and  while  I  am  trying 
to  open  my  eyes,  down  comes  the  contents  of  another  bowl  of  water 
right  over  me.  "  Naytchar"  lis  gasping.  I  am  put  into  _  a  sort  of 
cage,  standing,  and  am  enervated  by  a  shower  of  tepid  water, 
revived  by  an  avalanche  of  cold  water  from  above,  braced  up  by 
cold  water  from  the  sides,  from  round  the  corner,  from  in  fact  all 
sorts  of  places  whence  you  'd  least  expect  it. 

I  clutch  the  rails  of  my  cage,  convulsively;  more  gasping. 
Through  the  mist  of  the  spray  I  see  SAMUEL  with  a  hose,  as  if  lie 
were  putting  me  out.  I  try  to  say,  "Hi!  that's  enough!"  But 
I  can't,  and,  as  he  thinks  I  am  enjoying  myself  immensely,  he  gives 
me  some  more.  Niagara  all  over,  and  round  and  round.  ...  He 
stops  ...  I  recover  my  breath  .  .  .  gasping  over  ...  I  feel 
invigorated,  inclined  to  shout,  to  spring  up,  to  dance.  One  more  turn, 
a  thousand  watering-pots  are  pointing  their  very  small  bore  roses  at 
me,  and  as  it  were,  pricking  me  all  over.  This  is  the  Needle. 
Then  I  am  told  to  "pro-ceed"  by  SAMUEL,  and  am  directed  to 
step  under  a  round  iron  ring. 

More  cold  water.  A  chest  expander.  Here  I  could  stop  for  some 
time  longer,  but  SAMUEL  won't  hear  of  it.  So  I  am  hurried  away 
by  SAMUEL,  rubbed  over,  wrapped  up  in  a  sheet,  which  he  pic- 
turesquely folds  over  my  shoulders,  and  am  finished  off  (  Ilus 
style  complete")  with  a  turban,  which  he  skilfully  winds  round 


my 


head. 


He  leads  me  to  Room  No.  1,  shows  me  a  pallet,  places  me  com- 
fortably, leaves  me  to  the  most  soothing  influences  of  a  semi-dozing 
state  and  a  cigarette,  and  returns  in  about  five  minutes,  or  more 
(but  time  does  go  at  such  a  pace  in  a  Turkish  Bath),  with  BUDD 
costumed  in  the  same  style — Mahommedans  both.  SAMUEL  is  right, 
so  far,  at  all  events.  I  'do  thank  him  ;  I  haven't  felt_so  well  for  an 
age  as  I  do  now.  I  experience  a  sort  of  buoyant  feeling,  so  that,  if 
I  could  be  transported  to  our  house,  at  once.  I  could  dance  round  my 
Aunt,  kick  the  birdcage  into  a  corner,  pull  the  dog's  tail,  and  do  a 
polka  with  DODDMDGE. 

Mfiii.  "  So  well,  now."  As  I  make  this  note,  in  my  pocket-book, 
I  am  lying  on  the  pallet  and  gradually  becoming  so  hungry  that  1 
would  dine  hero,  on  the  spot,  at  once,  but  for  the  shock  my 
absence  would  cause  my  Aunt. 

SASTUEL  is  right  when  he  exclaims,  "  Beautiful !    Beautiful  I 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

oiour,  June  5,  [That  i 
to  say  you  may  call  i 
Juno,  if  you  like,  o 
Junius,  or  Juvenal,  o 
January;  the  mont 
by  any  other  nam 
would  make  you  shive 
as  much]  the  Lord 
met  after  their  holi 
day.  Mr.  l'i/nr/i  has  n 
joired  to  welcome  bac! 
the  AKCIIIIISIIOP  o 
KV,  who  has 
for  a  long  time  been  m 
Archbishop  in  partibu 
— well,  we  suppose  i 
would  be  anoharitabl 
to  finish  the  descni> 
tion.  HisGraec'shealtl 
is  understood  to  be  re 
novated  (L,  r 
and  the  news  give 
Mr.  1'unch  much  satis 
faction,  for  he  adntir 
eth  Du.  AKCIUKU.I 
CAMFHKI.L  T.UT,  a 
hath  been  shown  Car- 
toonically. 

LORD     SANDIII  n< 

(SlK  WILLIAM    SI  \  N  * 

HELD  is  an  authority 
complains  that  tin 
Army  folks  enlist  mere 
boys,  who  break  down 
The  DUKE  OF  CV.M- 
IUUDGE  pleaded  that 
wo  are  trying  to  make 
an  Army  of  Reserve, 
and  our  steps  arc  "  tentative."  Hoys  are  not  famous  for  reserve,  and  we  shouli 
be  sorry  to  see  them  practise  it,  but  if  "  tentative  "  means  teaching  them  to  live 
in  tents,  of  course  it  s  all  right. 

SIR  J.  C.  LAWRENCE  stated  that  the  reason  Kew  Bridge  is  not  made  free  is 
that  the  proprietors  ask  £70,000.  They  have  opened  their  mouths  very  wide 
for  money,  and  may  now  as  well  keep  them  open  with  astonishment,  for  their 
Hanks  have  been  turned,  and  three  other  bridges  are  enfranchised  instead  oi 
Kew.  Q,  derives  its  name  from  its  little  tail,  queue,  and  should  wag  it  more 
humbly. 

LORD  ENFIELD  was  asked  something  about  China,  but  had  not  much  to  say. 
Readers  may  notice  that  every  now  and  then  comes  a  telegram  from  MB.  WADE, 
who  says  that  "  all  is  quiet  in  China."  We  hold  up  our  hands  and  bless 
QEHXHAX  \V.\nr,  as  tin-  verse  goes,  but  if  wo  received  a  message  every  Monday 
saving  "  JojTES  is  sober,"  we  should  draw  no  inference  unfavourable  to  the 
belief  in  Mit.  JONES'S  habitual  ebriety  for  the  future.  People  concerned,  accept 
this  hint. 

The  Colonels  went  on  with  the  fight  against  the  Purchase  Bill,  and  there  was 
this  little  episode.  SIR  GEORGE  JEXKINSON  was  speaking,  some  Liberals  cried 
"  0 !  "  and  Sm  OEOHGK  asked — 


"Why  should  the  PRIME  MINISTER  sit  there  laughing  at  an  independent  Member? 
(Ctieers  and  laughter.) 

"Mu.  (ii.ADsroNK.— I  riso  to  order.  I  wag  not  laughing  at  the  Hon.  Gentleman. 
(C/ieers.) 

"  SIR  G .  JENKINSON.— What,  then,  wero  you  laughing  at  ?     (Laughter  and  cheert.) 

"  KB.  GLADSTONE.— I  cheered,  and  did  not  laugh.     (Cheeri.) 

'Siu  O.  JKXK.IXSON  was  much  obliged.     The  cheers  of  the  PRIMB  MINISTXR  were 
always  gracious." 

Afterwards  there  was  resistance  to  Morning  Sittings,  and  as  the  House  was 
then  sitting  into  the  morning,  and  did  sit  till  nearly  three,  there  was  reason 
even  m  MR.  BENTIXCK'S  opposition.  This  reminds  us  that  MR.  AYRTON  is  said 
to  intend  to  have  a  Urn-Light  kindled  on  the  Clock  Tower,  as  an  intimation  to 
the  universe  that  while  that  tire  burns  Parliament  is  sitting.  Does  he  think 
that  the  world  will  also  sit  up  till  three  in  the  morning,  watching  the  Gabble- 
iseaconi'  The  only  use  of  such  an  arrangement  will  be  to  promote  quarrel 
between  M.P.  and  wife,  as  thus  :— 

M.P.  (stuml>i;Hy— rutfier— into  his  dressing-room,  and  quarrelling  icith  his 
tratfh-kty.  l,me  -2'30  A.M.)  Confound  that  GLADS'ON!  No  bizzis  to  keep 's  up 
tiiMnis  hour,  scussm  ognishasun  Army. 

Smiling  »"i/c  (from  her  bed,  and  laying  doirn  novel,  and  eztinguiihing  lamp). 
Won  t  do,  dear.  I  saw  MB.  AYBTON'S  Lime-Light  go  out  at  half-past  eleven. 
Been  lucky  at  billiards? 

Tuesday   Germany,  says  LORD  ENFIELD,  has  made  no  proposal  for  the  cession 
to  her  of  Heligoland  (population  2,230).     If  CAMPBELL  had  not  written  the 
Voal  of  Heligoland,   we  suppose  nobody  would  have  known  of  the 


existence  of  the  island.  Nevertheless  and  nevertln-- 
more,  we  mean  to  keep  it,  unless  Germany  wants  it  so 
much  as  to  be  induced  to  oll'.-r  as  something  in  exchange. 
There's  a  pawky  auld  Scots  proverb  of  which  English 
folk  are  not  nearly  mindful  enough,  and  it  is — slightly 
refined  for  Southron  consumption,  Keep  your  am  tish- 
insides  for  your  ain  sea-mows." 

We  had  a  very  good  debate,  initialed  by  MR.  GRAVES, 
on  Manning — no,  not  the  Archbishop,  though  he  is 
always  a  pleasant  'subject  for  conversation  (besides  we 
should  have  said  l)n.  MANNING,  ours  are  not  Kxetcr 
Hall  manner*)  but  on  Manning  tin-  Navy,  (mvernment 
denies  that  we  are'under-manned,  but  admits  dissatis- 
faction with  the  state  of  tin  .  The  cause  for 
that  feeling  had  better  be  removed  at  once,  tor  .).,IIN 
BULL,  though  ho  lias  shown  that  he  will  bear 
deal  more  than  he  ought,  will  stand  no  nonsense  about 
his  Shi]  is. 

Wednesday.  Debate  on  the  Burials  Bill,  a  measure  for 
allowing  all  persons  to  bury  their  friends  iu  the  church- 
yards of  the  Church  of  England,  but  with  any  kind  of 
Service  the  survivors  like,  or  speeches,  or  nothing  at  all. 
Tin  Kill  made  its  way  by  some  large  majorities,  and  the 
moderate  Dissenters  say  that  if  they  fret  this  and  the 
University  Tests  repeal,  they  will  hin  L'riev- 

anrcs.     Tin-  Church-people  say  that   tin-  next  <: 
will  be  for  the  church   itself,  in  which  to  u 
orations,  declaim  funeral  odes,  or  ciimi'-iate  ! 
As  has  been  often  said  here,  when  will  Knglishmen  luarn 
to  believe  in  Englishmen  ? 

The  Bill  for  appointing  Public  Prosecutors  is  thrown 
over.  How  much  it  is  wanted  v-  i  within  the 

last  few  days.  The  Recorder,  who  tried  a  case,  and  had 
to  direct  an  acquittal  because  of  failure  of  evidence,  said 
that  a  note  had  been  found  in  his  court,  showing  why 
the  necessary  evidence  had  not  been  brought  forward — 
the  affair  had  been  "  squared,"  the  prosecutor  receiving 
a  sum  of  money,  and  the  counsel  were  requested  to  "put 
it  in  the  best  shape  they  could." 

"  My  lords  the  judges  laugh,  and  you  'w  dioniued." 

Only  MR.  RTJSSELL  GTJRNET  did  by  no  means  laugh,  and 
very  properly  told  Parliament  what  had  happened. 

Thursday.  The  Martello  towers — you  know— you  see 
them  when  you  go  to  the  watering-places  by  the  sea — 
well,  some  are  to  be  pulled  down,  and  some  are  to  be 
sept  up.  Punch  objects  to  the  pulling  down ;  the  use- 
less ones  might  be  slightly  repaired— they  are  capital 
places  of  shelter  when  a  storm  comes  on,  and  JEMIMA  is 
n  a  dreadful  way  with  you  for  having  tempted  her  to 
walk  out  and  get  her  bonnet  spoiled.  Punch  wonders 
whether  Ministers  ever  kept  company  with  any 
JEMIMAS  ;  he  supposes  not,  or  tie  Cabinet  would  bo  more 
considerate. 

But  we  had  some  fun.  There  had  been  a  Count  Out 
'as  Mr.  Punch  mentioned)  on  the  previous  Friday. 


.iuv.4-1  uiuuvru/       UU        UIV.1        JJICV1UUD 

After  the  Count  Out,  somebody  was  showing  the  ou-,,- 
o  a  friend,  and  found  on  the  table  a  little  note  which 
SIR  JOHN  PAKIXI.TH.V  had  seen  given  to  MB.  ¥c 
during  a  speech  of  his,  which  speech  he  cut  short,  that 
ho  Count  might  come.  The  note  was—"  We  want  to 
jount  PAXINOTON  :  ho  comes  next."  The  finder  gave 
his  document  to  SIB  JOHN ,  who  read  it  to  the  House, 
with  comment  on  the  conduct  of  Government. 

So  we  had  the  gravest  debate,  in  which  MB.  GLAD- 
STONE and  MR.  DISRAELI  took  part,  and  the  questions 
rere  two-fold.     The  interesting  one  was  whether  SIR 
OHH  PAKINOTON  was  right  in  reading  and  using  a 
communication  evidently  intended  to  be  private.    His 
haracter  as  a  man  of  honour  is,  of  course,  unquestion- 
ble,  but  MB.  GLADSTONE  thought  he  lhad     erred,"  and 
IB.  O'Kmi.LY  was  "much  surprised,"   and  so  forth. 
IB.  DISRAELI  saw  no  objection  to  using  a  scrap  of  paper, 
without    name,   signature,  .or   envelope.     MB.   HABDY 
eould  not  think  it  a  private  document.    The  debate  was 
nlivened  by  our  friend  MB.  COLLINS,  of  Boston,  sticking 
ip  for  Counts  Out,  and  being  called  "  impertinent "  by 
LR.  NEWDEOATE,    who  had    to   alter    the    epithet   to 
officious."    Ma.  C.  BENTINCK  thought  that  the  Thirty- 
'ne  paid  members  of  the  Government  ought  to  be  ordered 
o  remain  in  their  places,  and  thus  ensure  a  House. 

More  debate  on  the  Army  Bill,  and  MB.  RTLANDS,  the 
Mdactic,  said  that  he  would  endeavour  to  deserve  the 
ame  by  teaching  the  public  what  this  Bill  meant.  He 
Ejected  to  making  Income-tax  payers  pay  officers  for 
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FLIPPANCY. 

Captain  Jinks.  "Wno  is  THE  BENEVOLENT-LOOKING  GENTLEMAN /UST  DOMING  IN?" 
Mrs.  Malapert.  "  MRS.  WITHERINOTON  MILDEU,  THE  FAMOUS  ADVOCATE  FOR  WOMEN'S  RIGHTS." 
Captain  Jinks.  "HA,  HA  !    VERY  GOOD!    BUT  I  MEAN  THE  LITTLB  MAN,  WITH  THE  VF.LVET  COLLAR." 

Mrs.  Malapert.  "0,  I  BEO  YOUR  PARDON— THAT 's  HER  HUSBAND.      HE'S  A  MOST  LADY-LIKE  PERSON,  AND  CONSIDERED  RATHER 
PRETTY." 


knowingly  breaking  the  law.  SIR  GEORGE  GHEY  urged  that  the 
payment  of  the  over-regulation  prices  had  been  condoned,  that  every 
officer  paid  them,  and  that  it  would  be  harsh  and  indeed  dishonour- 
able to  stand  upon  a  rule  which  custom  had  abolished.  MR.  VEEN  ON 
HAHCOTTRT  made  rather  a  good  speech  on  the  harsh  side,  and  jeered 
at  "connivance,"  and  quoted  the  nan  omnibus  dormio  story  (it 
means  (hastily),  M'm,  that  you  should  never  go  to  sleep  in  an 
omnibus,  as  you  may  have  your  pocket  picked — let  us  go  on)  and 
connivance  cost  the  first  STUAHT  his  throne,  which  is  news  to  Mr. 
Punch,  who  fancied  JAMIE  died  as  much  a  king  as  he  could  be. 
Eventually,  the  Didactic  proposal  was  rejected  by  the  large  majo- 
rity of  285  to  108,  as  might  have  been  expected  in  a  house  of 
liberal-hearted  men. 

Friday.  A  speech,  which  would  of  course  have  been  something  to 
hear,  was  expected  from  the  BISHOP  OP  PETERBOROUGH  on  LORD 
SHAFTESBtTRY's  Ecclesiastical  Courts  Bill,  but  the  clause  DH. 
MAGEE  chiefly  objected  to  was  taken  out,  so  expectation  was  baffled. 
Does  LOED  SHAFTESBURY  consider  that  he  acted  with  his  usual 
kindness  to  his  fellow  creatures  ? 

There  were  only  from  15  to  20  British  subjects  among  the  insur- 
gent prisoners  in  Paris,  and  probably  not  half  a  dozen  of  them  are 
guilty.  One  terrible  and  ferocious  miscreant,  a  boy  of  twelve, 
named  ROBERT  LOWE,  is  in  the  hands  of  the  victors,  and  they  detain 
him  because  various  French  heroes  of  the  same  size  are  in  custody. 
Could  not  the  sanguinary  monster  be  whipped,  and  sent  to  a 
reformatory  ? 

The  Westmeath  Crime  Bill  passed,  but  the  Government  will  not  ex- 
tend its  provisions  to  the  case  of  criminals  who  take  refuge  in  England. 

Counted  Out  again.  If  the  SPEAKER  plays  cribbage,  these  arith- 
metical exercises  must  give  him  a  great  advantage. 


"  ENGLISH   LUXURY."— France  is  to  have  it  now. 
Tax  is  askfd. 


An  Income 


SLAVERY  IN  BRITAIN. 

WITH  his  eyes  starting  from  their  sockets,  and  with  his  hair  (or 
what  there  is  of  it),  lifting  his  hat  from  his  head,  Mr.  Punch  reads 
this  in  a  Surrey  newspaper : — 

FOR  SALE.— A  very  handsome  Walnut  PIANOFORTE  (Kirkman), 
at  a  reduced  price.    Also  FINISHING  GOVERNESS  (non-resident), 
at  the  same  address. 

Nothing  but  a  hatful  of  Points  of  Exclamation  could  do  justice  to 
Mr.  Punch's  feelings,  and  such  a  display  of  those  notes  would  not 
look  pretty  in  print.  He  therefore  uses  instead  a  single  Note  of 
Interrogation,  and  asks  "  Wh — a — a — a — a — t  ?  " 

You  think  that  his  astonishment  is  exhausted,  do  you  ?  Catch 
anything  of  his  being  exhausted,  except  his  patience  when  the 
Correspondence  is  being  opened.  Read  this : — 

"  LORD  "WALDEGRAVE  was  sold  yesterday  to  LORD  POULETT  for  15  guineas." 

Ah,  well !  This  won't  do.  Marathon,  Pilgrim  Fathers,  WILBEK- 
FOHCE,  O'CoNNELL,  Jerusalem  and  Snakes,  we  are  going  to  America, 
the  home  of  the  star-spangled  eagle,  or  whatever  it  is.  Britons 
never,  never,  never,  &c. 


Eligible  Opening  at  Holloway. 

THERE  is  a  comedy  now  being  performed  which  is  called  Four 
Cousins,  and  there  is  a  new  novel  announced  with  the  title  Half  a 
Dozen  Daughters.  Is  there  no  dramatist  or  novelist  who  will  do 
something  with  "  The  Seven  Sisters  Road ;  "  and  say  why  they  rode  ? 


"ENTERING  THE  SOCIAL  CIRCLE."— Making  the  first  cut  into  a 
Round  of  Beef. 
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A  WHISTLE   FOR  WHISTLER. 

ENGLISH  Etching  is  up  in  the  market  just  now.  In  the 
Academy  there  is  Gallery  No.  IX.,  with  E.  EDWARDS'S  etchings  of 
old  London  Inns,  the  "Tabard"  included;  and  HKSELTIKE'S 
Surrry  scenery,  nnd 
I'Koi'iiKT's  Severn 
views,  and  CHAT- 
TUCK'S  JUtiat,  nnd, 
more  wonderful 
still,  P.  TIIMMAS'S 
OW7Vw/>— think  of 
going  for  a  great  ef- 
fect loan  old  1'iimp, 
and  petting  it  out 
of  the  old  Pump, 
too !  and  there  is 
SKVMOUE  HADEX'S 
lireaking  tip  of  the 
Agamgmnon,  the 
work  of  a  famous 
surgeon,  who,  in  the 
intervals  of  using 
his  scalpel  on  bones 
and  bodice,  uses  the 
etching-needle  on 
copper-plates  in  a 
way  to  astonish  the 
artiste.  But  before 
SKYMOUR  HADEN 
was  WHISTLER,  hia 
brother-in-law,  and 
etching  master. 

And  now  ELLIS  of 
King  Street,  Covent 
Garden,  has  pub- 
lished a  portfolio  of 
,IAMI:S  \\'IIISTLKE'S 
Etchings,  which  ar- 
tists say  beat  every- 
thing of  the  kind 
that  has  been  turned 
out  since  REM- 
BRANDT taught  the 
world  what  etching- 
needle  and  aqua- 
fortis could  do  to 
scratch  and  bite  in 
meanings  and  me- 
mories on  the  face 
of  a  copper-plate, 
and  in  the  admira- 
tion of  artists  for  all 
time  to  come. 

WHISTLER  has 
etched  the  tumble- 
down bank-side 
buildings  of  Thames, 
from  Wapping  and 
l.iinehouso  and  llo- 
therhithe  to  Lam- 
beth and  Chelsea, 
above-bridge — great 
gaunt  warehouses, 
and  rickety  sheds, 
and  balconies  and 
gazebos  hanging  all 
askew,  and  rotting 
piles  and  green 
weeded  quays  and 
oozy  steps  and  hards, 
where  masts  and 
yards  score  the  sky 
over  your  head,  and 
fleets  of  barges  dar- 
ken the  mud  and 
muddy  water  at  your 
feet,  and  all  is  pitchy 
and  tarry,  and  corny 
and  coolly,  and  an- 
cient and  fish-like. 

Such  etchings  of  this  queer  king-shore  reach  and  marine-store 
dealers,  and  «hip-chandlers,.bonded  warehousemen, and  boatbuilders, 
ancient  mariners,  and  corn-porters,  wherry-men,  and  wharfingers, 
Thames-police,  and  mud-larks,  are  all  the  more  precious  because 


THE    BUTTERFLY    WAS    A    'LADY.' 

"  At  times  mcthinks  my  foul  hath  wings, 
At  times  it  loves  to  crawl." 

Old  Eallad. 


the  beauties  they  perpetuate  are  dying  out — what  with  embank- 
ments and  improvements,  increased  value  of  river  frontage,  and 
natural  decay  of  planking  and  piling. 

WHISTLEU  has  immortalised  Wapping,  and  given  it  the  graor 
that  is  beyond  thereach  of  anything  but  art.  Let  all  lovers  of  good 
art  and  marvellous  etching  who  want  to  know  what  Father  Thames 

was  like  before  he 
took  tn  having  his 
beil  made,  invest  in 
WKBTLKE'I  port- 
folio. We  will  an- 
swer for  it,  that — 
dear  as  it  may  be, 
those  who  buy  it 
won't  say  they've 
paid  too  dear  for 
their  Whistler. 


THESE  FEW 
DAYS. 

PRECIOUS  are  these 
Summer  hours, 

Yielding  gladness  to 
mine  eye, 

With  their  sunshine 
and  their  flowers ; 

But,  ah  me,  how  fast 
thev  fly  ! 

Brief  is  my  remain- 
ing span. 

Now  each  day,  then, 
let  me  rove, 

.\<>t  one  losing,  if  I 
can, 

In  the  meadow  or 
the  grove. 

Days  of  light  and 
warmth  unbou  ght ! 

Ever,  when  the  days 
are  long ; 

0,  it  is  a  happy 
thought, 

Now  the  small  birds 
are  in  song, 

That,  though  Win- 
ter will  return 

All  too  soon ;  whilst 
yet  our  sou  I  s 

Sunlight  warms,  we 
do  but  burn 

I  !ed -candles  and  kit- 
chen-coals. 


Why  does  Man 
Die? 

A,  PAMPHLET  With 

this  title  is  in  circu- 
lation. "  That  Wo- 
man may  Live," 
angrily  grunted  a 
very  hard-working 
man,  who  hadn't 
recovered  from  giv- 
ing a  cheque  for  a 
milliner's  big  bill. 
[But  he  has  no  more 
die  in  him  than  Mr. 
Punch,  and  that 
very  evening  desired 
his  handsome  wife 
to  get  a  new  dress 
for  her  birthday 
party.  We  hate  such 
inconsistency.] 


to  the  chances  of  the  BOURBONS  and  the  NAPOLEONS,  a 
contemporary  says  that  "  Frenchmen  care  neither  for  the  Lily  nor 
tho  lice."  Then,  we  despise  them,  and  we  hope  our  friend,  MR. 
SAMUEL  WARKKN  does  the  same. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

NUhe  whole,  I  am  much 
benefited  by  Turkish  Baths. 
How  much?  To  the  extent, 
at  present,  of  one  sove- 
reign. The  way  to  value 
the  amount  of  good  done, 
is  to  compare,  in  parallel 
lines  the  number  o±  Turk- 
ish Baths  taken  in  a  week, 
with  the  quantity  of  medi- 
cine I  might  have  had  for 
the  same  money. 

Say,  on  one  side,  one 
pound's  worth  of  Turkish 
B's. 

On  the  other  side,  one 
pound's  worth  of  medi- 
cines. 

There  can  be  no  doubt 
that  four  Turkish  Baths 
representing  twelve  days, 
I  couldn't,  unless  the  doses 
had  been  very  expensive, 
—old,  dry,  for  example, 
twenty  years  in  bottle,  and 
"  round  in  the  mouth," — 
I  couldn't  have  had  my 
money's  worth  out  of  them 
in  the  same  time.  Pro- 
bably, if  I  'd  ventured  upon  that  enormity,  I  should  have  been,  as 
SUDD  puts  it,  a  dead  'un. 

My  appetite  and  drinkatite  are,  comparatively,  enormous.  I  am 
constantly  apologising  to  my  Aunt  for  keeping  her  so  long  at  dinner, 
or  luncheon. 

Her  observation  to-day  struck  me  as  having  something  in  it.    It 
was — "  In  some  people  a  large  appetite  is  a  most  unhealthy  sign." 
Question.  Have  I  suddenly  gone  to  an  extreme  ? 
Diagnosis.   Tuesday.    Headache    slight.    Hot   nose ;    and,    un- 
doubtedly, slightly  red.    Appetite  up  to  (as  it  were)  190  in  the 
shade,  i.e.,  without  exercise.    My  Aunt  sighs  and  shakes  her  head. 
She  is  of  opinion  that  my  coming  with  an  apology  three  times  for 
roast  mutton  is  unnatural.    At  first  she  was  inclined  to  set  it  down 
to  "  affectation." 

Fourth  Diagnosis.  Wednesday.  Intense  sleepiness.  Loss  of 
appetite  between  breakfast  and  luncheon,  but  sudden  return  of 
same,  with  increased  power,  at  1*30.  Mustn't  take  anything  now, 
as  it  s  T.  B.  day.  Pouring  wet.  SAMUEL  says,  "  Just  the  day  for  a 
Bath;  couldn't  be  better."  Evening.  Faint  with  hunger  before 
dinner.  Sleepiness  after  dinner,  when  my  Aunt  is  uncommonly 
lively  in  her  own  way ;  i.e.,  she  sings  three  of  her  most  melancholy 
songs— O  do  not  Leave  me!  My  Heart  is  Weary!  O  let  me  Die! 
ana  thoroughly  wakes  me  up  by  bursting  into  tears  over  the  last- 
mentioned,  when  I  have  to  ring  for  DODDRIDGE  to  bring  my  Aunt's 
pocket-handkerchief,  which  is  almost  immediately  afterwards  dis- 
covered behind  the  sofa-cushion. 

Then,  when  My  Aunt  is  going  to  retire  for  the  night,  irrepressible 
wakefulness  sets  in  with  me,  which  she  remarking,  more  in  sorrow 
than  in  anger,  cannot  help  observing,  that  "  she  is  but  dull  company 
for  me ;  "  to  which  politeness  requires  me  to  answer,  "  0  no,  not  at 
all,"  and  that  she  is  afraid  she  depresses  me  ;  to  which  again  polite- 
ness and  a  certain  amount  of  policy  compel  me  to  reply  that  "  On  the 
contrary,  1-  "  when  I  finish,  feeling  that  my  acting  is  not  up  to 
the  occasion.  She  continues  that  she  is  sure  I  must  be  glad  to  get  rid 
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which  is  at  this  moment  a  nuisance,  as  I  should  like  to  be  sympa- 
thetic, and— if  one  could  in  private  life— deliver  a  speech  in  blank 
verse,  expressive  of  how  much  I  don't  want  to  get  rid  of  my  Aunt, 
and  how  immensely  her  songs,  her  presence,  and  her  manner 
generally  are  calculated  to  cheer  me. 

I  thinl 
another, 


I  think  I  manage  to  look  hurt  at  her  imputation,  but,  somehow  or 
lother,  I  equally  feel  that  a  smile  is  pulling  up  one  corner  oJ 
my  mouth,  as  DODDRIDGE  enters  with  the  candle,  and  exclaims 
(the  toadie !)  "  0,  MASTEE  GEORGE  !  how  can  you !  "  as  if  I  'd  hit 
my  Aunt,  or  been  rude  to  her.  And  so  she  leads  her  up-stairs  to 
bed.  When  they  've  gone  I  find  myself  clenching  my  fist  and  say- 
ing, Confound  it!  I  never "  and  here  the  Dove  in  her  cage 

says  Coo-coo-oo  exactly  nine  times,  very  slowly,  and  bowing  to  me 
each  repetition. 

I  do  not  get  on  with  my  Aunt.  I  really  should  like  to  for  various 
reasons,  some  being  of  genuine  importance.  I  cannot.  I've  triec 
it,  and  Jailed,  and  am  still  trying  it.  I  cannot  sympathise  with  thi 


uttle  snappish  King  Charles  and  the  monotonous  Dove.  Perhaps  a 
return  of  health,  through  the  agency  of  the  Turkish  Baths  at  the 
>amville,  makes  me  irritable,  or,  more'properly  speaking,  impatient. 

I  know  I  should  please  my  Aunt  immensely— at  least,  I  believe 
jo— if  I  nursed  Charlie  for  two  hours  regularly,  and  said  that  I  liked 
lis  new  collar  with  six  bells  all  tinkling  at  once. 

I  object,  too,  to  being  obliged,  as  it  were,  to  share  my  meals  with 
Charlie.  His  dinner-hour  is  our  dinner-hour,  his  breakfast-time  is 
our  breakfast-time,  and  so  on.  From  the  moment  we  sit  down  he 
commences  a  series  of  spasmodic  yelps,  enough  to  derange  the 
stoutest  nerves ;  though  my  Aunt  and  DODDRIDGE  only  allude  to 
;he  horrid  noise  with  rapture,  as  "  almost  speaking,  isn't  it  ?  Dear 
little  Char' !  " 

"  He 's  quite  like  a  child,  ain't  he,  Mum  ?  "  exclaims  DODDRIDGE, 
admiringly.  "  Do  give  him  that  little  bit  on  your  plate,  MASTER 
JEORGE." 

All  my  little  bits  go  to  Charlie.  I  like  little  bits  myself ;  keeping 
a  reserve  of  them. 

My  Aunt  has  discovered  that  Charlie  has  an  ear  for  music. 
DODDRIDGE  (the  sycophant!)  exclaims,  rapturously,  "He  almost 
sings  to  you,  don't  he,  Mum  ?  Don't  he,  MASTER  GEORGE  ?  " 

I  say  (being  disturbed  in  reading  KETZIER  On  Idiosyncratic  In- 
duction), "  Yes.  almost  sings,"  and  wish  that  he  'd  quite  sing  instead 
of  setting  up  the  most  dismal  howl  I  ever  heard,  as  an  accompani- 
ment to  my  Aunt's  most* cheerful  balladj  Longing  to  Die. 

Keeping  my  eyes  on  my  book  (like  "  tne  good  St.  Anthony,"  only 
for  a  different  reason),  I  meditate  upon  the  quickest  and  best  means 
of  getting  away  from  my  Aunt  and  llamsgate.  Let  me  see,  or 
rather  let  me  consider — while  pretending  to  read — 

Philosophical  and  Psychological  Note.— Complex  faculties,  nega- 
tive and  positive. 

(a)  I  am  reading  with  my  eyes,  and  a  few  sentences  disjomtedly 
get  mixed  up  with  my  (b)  thoughts  on  quite  a  different  subject, 
namely,  how  to  break  off  (as  it  were)  my  connection  with  my  Aunt, 
while  (c)  my  ears  are  trying  to  close  themselves  to  the  sounds  of  my 
Aunt's  singing,  Charlie's  howling,  and  the  piano,  and  DODDRIDGE'S 
laudatory  ejaculations. 

I  have  heard  of  a  philosophical  writer  who  could  compose  his  most 
serious  and  most  successful  essays  while  the  junior  members  of  his 
family  were  blowing  trumpets,  beating  drums,  and  fighting,  the 
elder  branches  talking  and  laughing,  and  his  wife  bothering  him 
about  what  he  'd  like  for  dinner.  Wonderful.  I  recollect  mention- 
ing this  to  a  Thinker  of  my  acquaintance,  who  replied,  "  Concen- 
trate yourself.  You'll  soon  get  accustomed  to  it."  I  am  now 
trying  to  concentrate  myself.  Note  result  for  future  psychological 
analysis. 

[Also,  Note  by  the  way.  What  a  fine  profession  a  Thinker's  might 
be.  Say  two  thousand  a  year  to  Think,  only  to  Think,  not  to 
speak,  or  write,  or  to  do  anything.  And  then  at  the  end  of  a  term, 
say  three  years,  see  what  came  of  it.  Your  employers  could  then 
decide  upon  retaining  you  or  not.] 

My  Thoughts.  If  I  could  only  get  some  one  to  send  me  a  line— 
Lines  in  book  that  come  in  here— "  The  desolating  system  of 
empiricism"  .  .  .  (eyes  wander)  .  .  .  "innate  a  priori  perceptions " 
(thoughts  continued)— some  one  might  send  me  a  pressing  invitation. 

My  Aunt's  voice  (plaintively) — 

"Weary,  so  weary !  so  weary  ! 

Break !  break  my  heart  with  a  sigh. 

"Sigh"  is  a  very  high  note;  dog  howls;  Aunt  prolongs  note! 
dog  prolongs  howl. 

Doddridge  (rapturously).  Ain't  he  wonderful,  Mum? 
Piano  accompaniment— chords.     (Thoughts)  I  wish  that  dog  was 
—I  wish  that  DODDRIDGE— no— let  me  concentrate  myself— let  me 
see— if  somebody  sends  me  [an  invitation  to  say—  (book  again) 
"  synthetical  judgments  .  .  .  as  deducible  .  .  .  and  cognisable  . 
entities  "—dear  me— this  will   never  do— I  really  must    conce 
trate  .  .  . 

My  Aunt,  in  a  broken  voice,  being  much  touched  by  her  own 
rendering  of  the  song — 

Dreary !  BO  dreary !  so  dreary ! 
[DODDRIDGE  shakes  her  head  sympathetically ;    subdued  howl 

from  dog. 
My  Aunt  (gulpingly) — 

Dreary !  BO  (very  feelingly)  dreary !  so  (most  feelingly)  dreary  ! 
I  know  this  will  end  in  tears  ...  I  wish  I  could  thoroughly  con- 
centrate myself  now,  and  pretend  to  be  absorbed. 

\_Piano.    Forcible  chord. 
Waiting !     0  wai— ting — 


Here  my  Aunt  (I  can't  help  attending  to  her)  goes  down  several  steps 
(so  to  speak)  in  a  minor  key,  evidently  feeling  the  sentiment  more 
and  more  deeply,  so  that  one  almost  expects  her  to  turn  to  DODD- 
RIDGE, and  exclaim  with  the  last  note,  "  Plunge  a  Dagger  into  me 
I  don't  want  to  live  any  more  after  this  song :  please  do  it,  and 
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oblige  yours  truly,  &c."    My  Aunt  is  now  joined  by  CHARLIE,  with 
his  nose  in  the  air — 

Waiting,  0  waiting  !  and  weary ! 

Longing— {vnth  fervour) — 0  longing  ...  to  ...  (tang  note, 
at  if  to  make  the  next  word,  when  it  DOES  coine  at  latt, 


o  .  .  o  .  .  [Name  note.    J>oy  and  Aunt  bath  hold  it. 
o  .  .  o  .  .  diu ! ! ! 

Result.  DODDHIDOK  weeps,  my  Aunt  catches  CHAKLIE  in  her 
arms,  and  sobs  convulsivrly. 

What  can  1  say  r1  What  can  I  do?  I  feel  that,  to  sit  still,  is 
almost  brutal.  I  am  hot,  uncomfortable,  feverish.  This  sort  of 
thing  will  quite  counteract  all  the  good  of  the  Turkish  Baths. 

I  must  say  something  .  .  I  do.  I  say,  in  as  gentle  a  tone  as 
liossiMe,  "Aunt,  shall  I  get  you  your  pocket-handkerchief '; "  No 
answer.  1  rise.  Knock  at  door.  Enormous  Housemaid  (the  third 
new  one  since  we  've  been  here,  each  one  bigger  than  the  former, 


and  all  quite  Life  Guardsmen  in  petticoats)  brings  a  letter  for  my 
Aunt.  Perhaps  this  will  assist  me,  and  1  shall  be  able  to  leave. 

Letter  to  inform  my  Aunt  that  my  Cousin  JOHN,  from  sea,  has  got 
a  few  days'  leave,  and  is  coming  to  see^her.  Then  I  can;  go.  I 
will  just  stop  to  meet  him  and  then  go. 

\n/i-  in  I  itli'tiuliiiiiriiiii  hinrij.  I  think  Yam  thinner.  Sometimes 
I  fancy  I'm  not.  Il  seems  to  nn  tlmt  I  \ar>  with  tin1  day.  Last 
Monday  1  seemed  to  be  stouter  than  usual.  On  Tuesday  1  seem  t<> 
have  gone  down  again.  Odd.  "  litre  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow." 

Night.  As  I  am  lying  awake — (somehow  I  do  a  great  deal  of  lying 
awake  now — when  I  tell  SAMUEL  this,  and  attribute  it  to  the  Turkish 
Baths,  he  exclaims,  with  open  eyes  and  hands,  "  Well,  Sar,  why 
not  ?  "  and  as  I  have  no  answer  to  this  form  of  conundrum,  he  con- 
ti  tmes.  almost  angrily.  "You  don't  want  so  much  sleep — it's  not 
Naytchar  "— but  I  don  t  think  I  quite  agree  with  SAMI-KI.  on  this 
point) — I  think  why  it  is  I  don't  get  on  better  with  my  Aunt  '•  Also 
wonder  how  my  Cousin  JOHBT  from  sea  will  get  oil  with  her.  Shul 


'WHERE  THE   CARCASE  IS,   THERE  WILL   THE  EAGLES   BE  GATHERED   TOGETHER.' 


Is  she  dead,  or  but  dying,  that  lies  yonder,  — 
Her  white  limbs  half  -hid  in  her  fair,  foul  hair  '( 

Are  those  life's  last  lights  in  her  eyes  that  wander, 
Or  tires  reflected  in  their  lifeless  stare  'i 

Is  't  diamond  or  paste,  this  shattered  star, 

That  mocks  iiale  brows,  and  eyes  no  more  impassioned  ? 
Whence  these  Mack  blood-gouts  that  her  beauty  mar, 

And  dash  her  robes,  so  tine  and  featly-fashioned  ? 

Is  this  blood  hers  —  or  from  that  bird  of  death, 

Whose  throat  she  still  grasps  —  that  scarce-strangled  vulture  ? 
Which  'neath  her  dying  hands  gasped  its  foul  breath, 

And  found  in  blood  and  ashes  tit  sepulture  ! 

What  says  the  true  Word  ?    "  Where  the  carcase  lies, 

There  will  the  eagles  gather  them  together." 
Mcthinks  she  must  be  dead  —  or  why  the  skies 

I  >ark  of  a  sudden,  in  this  summer  weather, 


With  hun 
And  for 


gry  eagl 
her  fall 


les,  that  wheel  o'er  her  head, 
en  crown  make  rival  proffer  : 


They  had  not  ventured,  but  that  France  lies  dead, 
Or  all  too  weak  to  warn  or  waive  them  off  her  P 

The  Bourbon  Eagles — drawn  from  alien  skies, 
Nearly  allied  in  kin,  but  not  in  kindness: 

The  elder  bird,  with  feeble  wing,  and  eyes 
By  introspective  gaze  filmed  into  blindness  : 

The  younger,  with  a  swifter,  stronger,  flight, 
And  keener,  closer,  farther-reaching  vision; 

Ready  to  sink  old  fends,  in  pride's  despite, 
And  bow  in  feudal  family-submission. 

And,  hovering  more  apart,  with  watchful  eye, 
Belying  languid  sweep  of  draggled  pinion, 

The  1  in] K 'i 'in  I  Kagle,  whose  day  seemed1  gone  by, 
And  quenched  his  chances  of  renewed  dominion. 

And  round  these  eagles,  callow  eaglets  shrill, 

Wheeling  and  waiting  for  their  elders'  swooping, — 

And  France  stretched  dead,  or  seeming  dead — so  still 
Her  limbs,  so  helpless  'gainst  those  eagles'  stooping ! 


MUST    WE    THROW    OUR    CUCUMBERS    OUT    OF 
WINDOW? 

HE  Cucumber— the 
Cucumber,  HORACE 
WALPOLE'S  ever- 
lasting Cucumber ! 
That  too  widely 
emblematic  vege- 
table, which,  after 
being  grown  at 
great  expense,  ga- 
thered with  dis- 
^criminative  care, 
prepared  and 
dressed  with  in- 
finite pains  and 
skill,  when  all  is 
done,  has  to  be 
thrown  out  of  win- 
dow !  The  type  of 
so  many  dishes 
prepared  in  prac- 
tical JOHN  BULL'S 
kitchen!  Isn't  that 
the  way  he  makes 
his  gaol  -  birds  P 
How  else  does  he 
deal  with  nine- 
tenths  of  his  public 
schoolboys  ?  And 
his  recruits!  Ask 

LORD  SANDHURST  ;  what  are  they  but  an  extensive  case  of  HORACE  WALPOLE'S 
Cucumbers,  dressed  and  flung  away  to  the  tune  of  some  fifteen  millions 
a-year  ?  Picked  at  18 ;  prepared  at  the  cost  of  £100  per  man,  from  18  to  24 ; 
and  then  pitched  out  of  the  window,  on  to  the  Indian  dust-heap,  or  into  the 
London  slum,  just  when  the  dressing  is  complete,  and  the  Cucumber  has  been 
made  into  good,  nourishing,  succulent  food— for  powder. 

A  lad  from  eighteen  to  twenty,  it  seems,  by  concurrence  of  general  medical 
opinion  and  dearly-bought  experience,  is  good  for  nothing  beyond  the  easiest 
barrack-drill  and,  home-duty.  Send  him  out  to  India,  and  he  droops  and 
dies,  or  dwindles  into  a  Queen's  bad  bargain,  half  his  time,  spent  in 


hospital,  to  be  discharged  at  last  a  listless,  useless, 
broken-down,  invalid,  with  a  ruined  character,  a  rotten 
liver,  and  a  confirmed  taste  for  raw  mm,  foul  talk, 
and  loose  company. 

What  we  want  for  Indian  service  is  the  seasoned  man 
of  twenty ;  or,  better  still,  one  or  two  and  twenty.  But 
we  want  short-service  men  at  the  same  time.  The 
problem  is,  how  to  turn  [aU  the  short  service  term  to 
the  good :  that  out  of  the  six  years  we  shan't  have  to 
strike  off  two  useless  ones. 

Now,  why  not  act  on  SIR  W.  RUSSELL'S  plan  P  Enlist 
our  youngsters  for  the  embodied  militia  from  eighteen 
to  twenty:  give  them ;  home-drill  and  light  home-duty 
for  that  time,  and  then  pass  them  into  the  home-reserve 
of  unembodied  militia  for  ten  or  fifteen  years  longer,  to 
come  up.  to  a  yearly  setting-up  drill  and  out-door 
manoeuvres  in  the  Prussian  fashion  for  one  month  out  of 
every  twelve ;  and  let  men  over  twenty  volunteer  out 
of  the  militia  for  six  years'  service  abroad,  with  good  pay 
and  allowances,  and  a  retaining  fee,  when  they  join  the 
second  rank  of  the  reserve,  say  for  six  years  longer, 
after  they  come  home  again. 

In  this  way,  at  any  rate,  we  should  get  some  good 
out  of  our  Cucumbers,  after  dressing  them. 

As  it  is  evident  that  JOHN  BULL'S  army  of  "  Defence, 
not  Defiance "  is  still  to  seek,  and  that  the  most  to  be 
expected  from  MR.  CARDWELL  and  the  Abolition  of  Pur- 
chase Bill  is  that  between  them  they  may  clear  the 
ground  for  the  Force  of  the  Future,  Mr.  Punch  begs 
leave,  as  above,  to  say  bis  "  ditto  to  SIR  WILLIAK 
KUSSELL." 


Multum  in  Parvo. 

THESE  be  what  a  Cuss  must  Keep, 

For  happiness  who  hankers : 
Sober,  single,  and  a  balance 

At  his  blessed  Bankers'. 

BIBO  BENEDICK  IMPECUNIOSCS. 
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CAVALRY    CRITICISM. 


Adjutant  (to  Riding- Master).  "  AH,  TIIEIIE  "s  Mn.  QUICKSTEP  ! "  (HVio  had  just  Exclianyed  into  the  Regiment  from  the  Infantry.)  "How 

DOES   II K   GET   ON?" 

Hiding- Master.  "WELL,  SIR,  I  THINK  HE'S  THE  HOSSIEST  GEN'LEMAN  AFUT— AND  THE  FUTTIEST   GEN'LEMAN  ON  A  Hos  THAT 

EVER   1  'VE   MET  WITH   SINCE   I  'VE  BEEN  IN  THE   EEG'MENT  !  " 


THE  COUNCIL  OF  THREE. 

THE  Three  Tailors  of  Tooley  Street  who  meet  at  the  Hall  of  the 
International  Association  in  Holborn,  have  been  writing  to  LORD 
GRANVILLE  and  ME.  GLADSTONE  to  receive  a  deputation,  to  urge  on 
them  the  "necessity  of  maintaining  the  inviolability  of  the  right  of 
asylum  for  political  refugees  in  England."  ME.  GLADSTONE'S  Private 
Secretary  writes  to  the  Mighty  Three— the  Eumenides  of  England— 
that  "LpRB  GEANVILLE,  being  in  Scotland,  will  be  unable  to  receive  a 
deputation,  and  cannot  answer  their  letter,  though  their  wishes 
shall  be  communicated  to  him.  As  to  ME.  GLADSTONE,  he  has 
desired  his  Secretary  to  say  that  Her  Majesty's  Government  will,  no 
doubt,  should  occasion  arise,  act  on  any  power  given  them  by  the 
existing  law."  On  this,  the  three  pass  a  resolution  expressing 
regret  "  at  the  ambiguous  reply  of  Mu.  GLADSTONE,  and  the 
ominous  silence  of  the  Foreign  Secretary." 

Where  is  the  ambiguity  in  MB.  GLADSTONE'S  answer  ?  Can  there 
be  any  mistake  about  its  meaning  ¥  If  so,  Mr.  Punch  has  great 
pleasure  in  explaining  it  to  his  Holborn  friends.  "Keep  to  your 
own  business  of  tailoring,  and  leave  me  to  mine  of  seeing,  as  head 
of  the  Executive,  to  the  carrying  out  of  the  Law.  It  is  wiser  and 
stronger,  I  am  happy  to  think,  than  either  of  us,  and  has  placed  the 
question  of  extradition  under  the  guardianship  of  justice,  which  is 
the  perfection  of  common  sense,  alike  beyond  the  bias  of  palpable 
partisanship  and  possible  prejudice  ?  " 

As  to  the  "ominous  silence"  of  .the  Foreign  Secretary,  only  the 
Three  could  have  been  unreasonable  enough  to  insist  on  LORD 
GEAKVTLLE  answering  the  Holborn  Oracle  all  the  way  from  Balmoral 
—nihilomintu.  Would  it  be  too  much  to  ask  the  Terrible  Three  to 
wait  till  he  comes  back  ?  En  attendant,  let  England  be  thankful 
that  she  has  National  Law  to  govern  her  course  in  such  matters, 
instead  of  "  International "  Liberty. 


THE  WEATHER  AND  THE  PARKS  (June  2  to  10,  1871). 
SCENE— The  Parki.          SUBJECT—  The  Weather. 

Enter  SMITH  wrapped  up,  meeting  BROWN  in  an  Ulster  coat  with  an 
umbrella  under  his  arm. 

Smith  (to  BROWN).  Merry  Christmas  to  you. 

Brown.  Same  to  you,  and  many  of  'em.  Can't  stop,  I  'm  rather 
in  a  hurry  ;  just  off  by  train  to  be  in  time  for  the  meet  at  eleven. 

Smith.  Hope  you  'U  have  a  good  run.  I  'm  going  to  fetch  my 
skates.  Good  bye.  [Exeunt  separately—  Wind  changes. 


LEEDS  TRUMP. 

ON  Friday,  June  2,  1871,  J.   B.   JOHNSON,  of  Leeds,   being  on 
London  Bridge,  saw  a  passenger  fall  from  a  Greenwich  steamer— 
jumped  from  the  parapet— swam  to  the  drowning  man,  and  saved 
nim. 
DR.  JOHNSON  wrote — 

"  On  Thames's  banks,  in  silent  thought,  we  stood, 
Where  Green wicli  smiles  upon  the  silver  Hood.' ' 

J.  B.  JOHNSON  acted — 

From  Thames's  bridge,  with  silent  pluck,  a  dive. 
There,  Greenwich  man,  here,  Yorkshire  feat,  Survive ! 


Musical   Mem. 

MRS.  MALAPHOP  paid  her  first  visit  to  the  International  Exhi- 
bition last  week,  and  had  the  pleasure  of  hearing  the  band  of  the 
Honourable  Distillery  Company. 
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COMMERCIAL    INSTINCT. 

DugaJd.  "DID  YE  HEAR  THAT  SAWNEY  McNAD  WAS  TA'EN  UP  FOR  STEALIN' 
A  Coo  t " 

Donald.  "  HOOT,  TOOT,  THE  STIPIT  BODIB  !     COULD  HE  NO  BOCHT  IT  AS'  NO 
PAID  FOR'T?" 


THE  FUTURE  OF  FRANCE. 

GREAT  nations,  by  disaster  schooled,  advance  ; 

Their  greatness  oft  the  semiel  of  their  grief : 
With  hand  upon  the  page  of  History,  France 

Is  going  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf. 

She  means  her  future  to  redeem  her  past, 
Eschews  vain-glory,  and  insane  desire 

Of  rule,  renounces  brag,  and  by  bombast 
Will  cease,  henceforth,  derision  to  inspire. 

Surrounding  peoples  all,  so  they  increase 
l!y  lawful  increment,  she  '11  leave  alone, 

Amongst  them  glad  enough  to  live  in  poace, 
Nor  grudge  them  theirs,  meanwhile  she  holds  her 
own. 

Her  children  to  the  Good  will  all  their  hearts 
Apply ;  with  all  their  heads  will  seek  the  True ; 

They  11  chidly  cultivate  the  useful  arts, 
And  the  domestic  virtues  chiefly,  too. 

Her  teachers  will  uphold  the  reign  of  Right. 

Her  authors  and  her  artists,  both,  will  try 
Distinctly  to  enforce,  with  all  their  might, 

The  sacredness  of  marriage — by-and-by. 

In  manners,  in  amusements,  in  array, 
France  will  a  new  exanrple  set  of  taste, 

And  soon  her  epigrammatists  will  say 
That  Europe  is  refined  when  France  is  chaste. 

Their  Moloch-worship  Frenchmen  will  abjure, 
Respect  the  Soldier  in  his  proper  sphere, 

From  foreign  foes  of  keeping  them  secure. 
Moreover,  the  Policeman  they  '11  revere. 

France  ne'er  will  fight  for  an  Idea  again  ; 

In  the  world's  markets  only  she  '11  contend. 
And  tell  us,  all  ye  fools  who  will,  that  then 

France  to  meet  England's  level  will  descend. 


M.  J-i'Implacable. 

IN  presence  of  the  stern  measures  of  "  repression  " 
just  now  in  hand,  not  the  most  untruthful  Communist 
will  deny  that  M.  THIERS  is  a  vigorous  Chief  of  the 
Executive.  

ONE  OF  TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOL-DATS.— The  day  he 
lectured  the  House  for  adjourning  over  the  Derby. 


WHITEHEAD  AND  SOFTHEAD. 

AT  a  recent  meeting  at  South  Shields,  it  was  resolved,  Mr.  Punch 
is  happy  to  say,  to  have  a  Public  Library  in  that  distinguished 
Durham  borougn.  Hut  the  resolution  was  not  easily  carried.  There 
was  much  unseemliness  in  the  way  of  vulgar  opposition.  And 
though  the  dictum  of  one  of  the  opponents,  a  Town  Councillor  named 
WHITEUEAD,  may  be  considered  as  compact,  it  will  hardly  be 
deemed  elegant.  Quoth  (according  to  the  report  before  us)  MR. 
WHITEHEAD  (whose  name  is  reverent  —  and  there,  until  further 
advice,  Mr.  Punch's  reverence  for  the  owner  ceases),  "  Newspapers 
alone  are  the  literature  of  the  age,  and  only  seedy  readers  read 
books."  We  have  looked  out  "seedy"  in  Webster,  and  w«  find 
"  exhausted,  worn-out,  poor,  and  miserable-looking."  Webster 
rudely  adds  "  colloqui'iil  and  low."  Well,  perhaps  the  word  is  so, 
even  though  used  by  a  Town  Councillor.  But  what  did  MR.  WnnE- 
HEAD  mean,  if  he  meant  anything?  After  much  consideration,  we 
arrive  at  the  conclusion  that  he  meant  nothing  except  to  air  his 
imlii cilily.  I  IOI-H  he  Hatter  himself  that  he  can  understand  a  news- 
paper 'f  No  man  can  do  that  who  does  not  read  books,  and  a  good 
many  of  them.  Let  him  go  to  bed.  As  SUAKSPEARE  says  (did  he 
ever  hear  of  SHAKSI-EAHK  :•— let  somebody  tell  MR.  W.  that  MR.  S. 
wrote  a  book),  "  A  good  soft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head  were 
better  than  " — attending  at  a  meeting  and  hindering  a  good  object. 
Mr.  Punch  particularises  a  soft  pillow — similia  similibus  curantur. 

Real  Soothsayers  v.  Sham. 

A  POPULAR  novelist  writes,  "  There  is  never  more  roaring  laughter 
than  at  a  dinner  of  Parsons."  A  classical  scoffer  remarks  that  the 
British  Aueurs  are  superior  to  tho  hypocrisy  admired  in  the  Augurs 
of  Rome.  We  neutralise  the  spoff  by  retorting  that  an  honest  man's 
laugh  and  a  humbug's  are  as  different  as  the  laughter  of  Man  and 
of  the  Hytsna. 


A  PRIZE  NECROLOGIST. 

MR.  PUNCH  has  the  eyes  of  Argus,  but  no  Juno  shall  pluck  them 
out  for  the  ornamentation  of  any  peacock  whatsoever.  That 's  not 
to  the  point.  He  is  a  regular  reader  of  the  Weit  African  Herald 
(when  it  comes  to  him),  and  in  the  last  number  he  finds  this,  in  the 
obituary : — 

"  At  his  house  in  Winnebah,  at  half-past  ten  a.m.,  on  the  23rd  ult.,  HKNHT 
AHQCAH,  King  of  Winnebah.  The  deceased  was  the  most  intelligent  and 
civilised  chief  in  the  protectorate,  and  his  death  will  be  felt  as  a  severe  low  to 
the  people  of  his  districts." 

He  is  sorry  for  the  loss  of  the  good  king,  of  course,  and  if  he  had 
the  slightest  idea  where  Winnebah  is,  he  would  send  cords.  But  he 
has  mastered  his  sorrow  to  the  extent  of  being  able  to  hold  up  the 
above  paragraph  as  a  specimen  of  what  necrology  should  be.  Here 
is  a  virtuous  potentate,  a  SCIPIO  AFBICANUS,  who  departs,  and  he 
gets  five  lines  m  memoriam.  The  most  worthless  European  Sove- 
reign would  have  five  columns.  But  to  how  few  Sovereigns  could 
the  above  character  be  given  P  Miss  J  ELL ABY  said  in  her  haste  that 
"  Africa  was  a  Beast."  But  some  of  its  inhabitants  are  not  beasts — 
they  know  how  to  value  a  good  King,  and  they  know  how  to  write 
about  him  when  he  goes  ad  majorei.  We  compliment  the  W,  A. 
Herald.  ===== 

Cruel  Amusement. 

THERE  is  much  talk  of  a  certain  Battle  of  Dorking.  Surely 
the  contest  so  named  is  illegal.  Is  not  the  "  Battle  of  Dorking"  a 
Cock-fight  ?  

INTERNATIONAL  TOAST  AND  SENTIMENT.— The  health  of  Ma.  DAB- 
wix,  and  our  poor  relations  in  the  Zoological  Gardens  and  over  the 
water. 
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SOCIAL    SCIENCE    FOR    LADIES. 

(A  "  Cram  Catechism  "/'"'  Young  Ladies.    Intended  to  "  Supply  a 
Want.") 


Q.  1.  Do  you  ever  read  the  newspapers  ? 

*»*  The  answer  that  "  I  always  look  at  the  '  Births,  Deaths, 
and  Marriages,' "  is  not  sufficient.  For  a  daily  exercise, 
Ladies  will  find  once  up  and  down  the  inner  sheet  of  the 
Times,  and  twice  round  the  Morning  Post,  excellent 
practice. 
Q.  2.  "What  is  a  Premier  ? 

Who  is  the  PREMIER  now  ? 
Q.  3.  Is  he  in  the  House  of  Lords  or  Commons  ? 

*«*  Though  we  say  it  who  shouldn't — though  if  we  didn't, 
who  wouldn't  ? — the  hest  information  on  all  such  important 
social  subjects  will  be  obtained  in  the  shortest  possible  way 
by  a  reference  to  Mr.  Punch's  Pocket-Hook. 
Q.  4.  Besides  writing  (recently)  Lothair,  what  has  ME.  DISRAELI 
ever  done  ? 

Q.  5.  And,  by  the  way,  who  is  MR.  DISRAELI  ? 
Q.  6.  What  is  a  Whig  ?    What  is  a  Tory  ? 

Q.  7.  How  many  Members  of  Parliament  do  you  personally  know  ? 
Q.  8.  For  what  places  are  they,  individually,  Members  ? 
Q.  9.  Who  are  the  Orleans  Princes  ? 
Q.  10.  How  many  Lord  Chancellors  are  there  ? 
Q.  11.  How  many  Lord  Chief  Justices  are  there  ? 
Q.  12.  Who  won  the  Derby  last  year  ? 
Q.  13.  Where  is  the  Argentine  Republic  ? 
Q.  14.  Is  Truro  in  Spain  ?  if  not,  where '( 

Q.  15.  Such  of  the  French  Insurgents  as  are  not  executed  will  be 
transported  to  New  Caledonia.    Where  is  New  Caledonia  ? 

And,  apropos,  could  you  describe  correctly  the  Caledonians  ? 
Q.  16.  Where  are  pins  made  ?  and  needles '(    Have  you  hitherto 
supposed  that  they  were  found  in  mines  ? 

Q.  17.  Can  you  distinguish  one  overture  from  another  directly  you 
hear  it  ?     Is  ROSSINI  alive  ?    If  not,  what  was  his  date  ? 

Q.  18.  Can  you  make  a  salad  ?    If  so,  how  ?    When  are  quails  in 
season  ? 

Q.  19.  Have  you  ever  seen  the  Stock  Exchange  ?  If  not,  where  do 
you  think  it  is  ? 

***  It  is  not  a  sufficient  answer  to  say,  "  It 's  somewhere  in 

the  City." 

Q.  20.  Where  is  Manchester  ?    Is  it  a  great  commercial  seaport  ? 
Q.  21.  Which  were  invented  first,  steamboats  or  railways  ? 
Q.  22.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  taxes  ?  What  benefit  does  the  QUEEN 
derive  from  them  '< 

Q.  23.  Can  you  go  all  round  the  world  by  land,  or  not  ?    If  not, 
at  what  point  are  you  obliged  to  go  by  sea  ? 

Q.  24.  Describe  exactly  the  position  of  New  Zealand  with  refer- 
ence to  the  Esquimaux  country  ? 

Q.  25.  Are  the  Scilly  Islands  in  the  Mediterranean,  or  near  St. 


Helena  ?    If  neither  one  nor  the  other,  then  state  where  they  are, 
and  where  is  St.  Helena  ? 

Q.  26.  What  is  an  Exon  in  Waiting-  ? 

»»«  The  answer  that  an  "Exon"  in  waiting,  is,  at  this 
present  moment,  any  future  possible  BISHOP  OF  EXETER  is 
mere  irillini,' ': 

Q.  27.  Mention  the  name  of  any  three  Bishops  on  the  Bench 
besides  the  BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER  ? 

Q.  28.  May  Bishops  dance  ?  is  there  any  law,  either  civil  or 
ecclesiastical,  against  it  ?  If  not,  what  is  preemunire  f 

Heads  of  Families  will  do  well  to  hold  weekly  General  Knowledge 
Examinations  for  the  Ladies  of  their  households,  adopting  the  above 
paper  as  a  model. 

Of  course  Paterfamilias  would  be  compelled  to  give,  also  weekly, 
a  handsome  something  as  a  reward  of  merit  to  the  first-class  prize- 
woman,  who  must  immediately  complain  to  Mr.  Punch  if  she 
doesn't  get  it.  But  Mr.  Punch  sincerely  hopes  that  she  may. 


"  WANTED,  A  FEW  FINE  ACTIVE  YOUNG  MEN ! " 

A  WAR-OFFICE  order  has  directed  that  the  height  of  recruits  is  to 
be  increased  from  5  feet  44  inches  to  5  feet  5  inches. 

It 's  all  very  well  to  raise  the  standard,  but  will  the  recruits  flock 
to  it  ?  They  don't  so  much  object  to  the  flag,  but  the  colours  they 
like  best  are  the  colours  of  JOHN  BULL'S  money — the  yellow  of  the 
sovereign,  and  the  white  of  the  pay  shilling. 

"  No  bounty,  and  no  pension  ? — a  short  service,  but  not  a  merry 
one !  " 

Hm! — as  the  Chelsea  Prophet  says.  That  old  fisher  of  men,  SERJEANT 
KITE,  might  be  a  thundering  liar,  but  he  gorged  his  gudgeon. 
CARDWELL  can't.  Recruits  won't  rise  to  his  present  bait.  He  must 
try  a  new  cast,  and  a  fresh  fly. 


AGAIN  ALREADY? 

HAS  a  Noble  Nation  not  had  enough  of  interfering  with  its  neigh- 
bours ?  Will  it  not  have  as  much  as  is  good  for  it  to  attempt  if  it 
confine  itself  for  some  time  to  come  to  minding  its  own  business  Y 
Not  so,  think  the  Legitimists ;  at  the  offices  of  whose  provincial 
journals  an  address  to  be  presented  to  the  POPE  on  the  16th  of  Juno 
lies  for  signature,  terminating  as  follows  : — 

"  May  France,  restored  and  regenerated,  soon  lend  once  more  the  aid  of  her 
avenging  arm  to  her  oppressed  father." 

The  Bourbonists  appear,  like  the  Bourbons,  to  have  learned 
nothing,  but,  unlike  them,  to  have  forgotten  much.  Forgetful, 
seemingly,  of  the  consequences  of  the  mistake  made  by  a  Noble 
Nation  in  attacking  United  Germany,  they  now  propose,  as  soon  as 
they  are  in  power,  that  it  shall  assail  Italian  Unity.  Or  do  they 
remember  the  mistake  well  enough,  but  think  it  will  not  be  repeated 
by  a  Noble  Nation  in  attacking  a  neighbour  whom  they  believe  to 
be  a  weaker  one  ?  May  the  Noble  Nation  not  again  commit  a  crime, 
which,  if  committed,  will,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  again  prove  a  blunder 
even  greater  than  the  last. 


GOING  TO  THE  BAD. 

ALL  the  way  from  the  National  Gallery 

Unto  the  Royal  Academy 
As  I  walked,  I  was  guilty  of  raillery, 

Which  I  felt  was  very  bad  o'  me. 

Thinking  of  Art's  disasters, 
Still  sinking  to  deeper  abysses, 

I  said,  "  From  the  Old  Masters 
Why  go  to  the  new  misses  ?  " 


PUNCH'S  PRIZE  CONUNDRUM  FOR  JUNE. 

(Given  last  week.) 

Everybody  has   Won  the  Prize.    VIRTUE  is  ITS  OWN  REWARD. 
We  scorn  to  deceive  you,  the  answer  is 
MAHOGANY. 


The  Picture  of  the  Season. 

DURING  the  late  remarkable  weather,  the  thermometer,  for  several 
days  together,  standing  under  60°,  everyone  who  had  been  to  see  the 
R.A.  Exhibition  was  sensibly  reminded  of  MR.  MILLAIS'  Chill 
October. 
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"  POST    NATUS." 

Grandpapa.  "  GET  YOU  A  COMMISSION  BEFORE  THE  PUBCHASE  SYSTEM  is 
ABOLISHED  ?  CERTAINLY  NOT,  SIB.  You  'LL  HAVB  TO  MAKE  YOUR  WAY  JUST 
AS  YOUR  FATHER  AND  I  HAVE  DONE." 


THE  POLICE  IN  PARIS. 

WHY  is  the  Council  of  the  International  Working-Men's  Association  like  the 
POPE  ?— saving:  the  Pope's  Holiness.  Because  it  has  published  an  Encyclical ; 
only  its  Encyclical  is  an  Address  to  all  the  Social  Revolutionists  in  Europe  and 
the  United  States,  expressing  sympathy  with  the  Communists  who  martyred 
the  ARCHBISHOP  OF  PARIS.  This  Encyclical,  therefore,  differs  from  the  papal 
toto  caslo  and — toto  inferno. 

It  is  probable  that  the  International  Working-Men,  even  those  who  form 
the  Council  of  their  Association,  do  not  see  the  Morning  Pott  every  day. 
That  is  a  pity,  for  if  they  did,  they  would  have  had  the  pleasure  of  reading, 
in  a  late  letter  from  the  Post's  Own  Correspondent  at  Paris,  the  following 
account  of  the  present  state  of  that  Capital : — 

"  The  jrendarmes  have  resumed  their  old  posts  in  all  the  splendour  of  their  old  attire,  and 
the  familiar  cocked-hat  of  the  Parisian  public  officer  is  again  becoming  as  common  as  when 
Paris  was  in  the  height  of  her  glory,  and  all  the  crowned  monarchs  vied  with  each  othsr 
in  1867  in  the  splendour  of  their  visits.  Some  fifteen  thousand  gendarmes  and  gardiens 
do  la  paii  are  now  in  charge  of  Paris,  two  thousand  five  hundred  of  whom  are  mounted." 

Satisfactory  intelligence,  ODOER,  eh  ?  Good  news,  isn't  it,  LUCEAFT,  and  all  the 
rest  of  you  gentlemen  whose  names  have  been  published  among  the  signatures 
to  the  Encyclical  of  your  CEcumenical  Council?  The  Police  are  once  more 
supreme  in  Paris.  Friends  of  Order —  hooray  ! 


Good  Resolution. 

BY  telegram  from  Paris,  the  other  day,  we  learned  that : — 
"The  Acad£mie  Franc.aise  resumed  its  sittings  yesterday;  its  Dictionary  will  appear 
this  year." 

Is  it  true  that  the  French  Academy  has  determined  to  obliterate  from  its 
forthcoming  Dictionary  the  word  "  Gloire  f" 


A    HELPING    HAND   WANTED. 


As  a  rule  we  disapprove  of  Corporal  Punishment,  but  at  this  season  of  the  year 
we  should  not  be  sorry  if  every  poor  child  could  get  a  good  blow  in  the 
fresh  air. 


JOHNSON'S    JUMP. 

"  MAX  overboard  !"    A  rush — aery 

That  thrills  the  steamer's  crowded  freight ! 
He  rises— sinks — no  rope  is  nigh — 

The  life-buoy— save  him !    TTis  too  late  ! 
No  !     From  the  Bridge's  central  height, 

A  dark  form  flashes  through  the  air, 
Tin;  cloven  water  leaps  in  light — 

Thrru  was  but  one,  now  two  are  there ! — 
A  swimmer,  skilful,  swift,  and  strong. 

And  one  he  swims  with,  still  and  pale — 
From  boat  and  bridge  rise,  loud  and  long, 

The  shouts  that  saved  and  saviour  hail ! 

And  all  is  question  and  reply— 

And  scarce  at  length  the  truth  we  learn  : 
For  bravery  is  proud  and  shy, 

Slow  to  take  thanks,  as  quick  to  earn. 
'Tin  J.  B.  JOHNSON  death  has  braved — 

From  Leeds — he  lives  by  the  trapeze  : 
'Tis  CAPTAIN  PKTKKS  he  lias  saved, 

From  the  West  End — "There !  stow  your  praise- 
Next  time  be  readier  with  a  rope — 

What  if  to  save  life  be  his  whim  ? 
Reward  be  blowed !     For  that  he  '11  hope, 

Winning  the  match  he 's  here  to  swim." 

So  should  true  courage  waive  its  claim 

To  praise  and  pence,  and  go  its  way  ; 
'Tis  only  in  the  meed  of  fame 

The  hero  earns  the  hero's  pay. 
On  the  trapeze  when  "  IZA  "  swings— 

So  J.  B.  JOHNSON'S  name  is  "  billed" — 
What  wonder  if  a  house  he  brings 

With  curious  admirers  tilled  t 
If,  when  he  swims,  around  the  wave, 

Applauding  crowds  in  thousands  tell 
How  life  he  risked,  a  life  to  save. 

So  should  bear  oil'  both  cup  and  bell. 

Give  J.  B.  JOHNSON  cup  and  bell, 

But  cap  and  bells  keep  for  JOHN  BULL, 
Who  to  be  gulled  submits  so  well, 

Knaves  scarce  can  choose  but  make  him  fool. 
The  chorus  has  not  died  away 

That  rings  round  JOHNSON'S  gallant  deed — 
The  hero  still  pulls  in  the  pay, 

That  praise,  with  us,  is  apt  to  breed, — 
When,  to,  the  saviour  and  the  saved, 

'Tis  whispered,  both  bear  JOHNSON'S  name ; 
Fall,  leap,  life  rescued,  drowning  braved, 

Are  only  JOHNSON  Brothers'  game ! 

PETEH  and  J.  B.  both  can  jump, 

PETER  and  J.  B.  both  can  swim : 
What  if  P.,  overboard  should  plump, 

J.  B.  from  bridge  spring  after  him  ? 
How  J.  B.  JOHNSON'S  name  would  draw. 

How  PETER  JOHNSON'S  tap  would  fill ! 
Ducking  and  dive — an  eight  days'  jaw, 

And  a  year's  profit  in  the  till ! 
And  so  the  little  gome  was  planned. 

And  so  the  little  game  was  played : 
And  JOHNSON'S  name  rang  through  the  land, 

And  in  the  bills  sensation  made. 

Be  warned,  JOHN  BULL,  and  ere  again 

You  let  your  soft  old  neart  go  thump. 
At  some  deed  of  heroic  strain, 

Take  care  'tis  not  a  JOHNSON'S  Jump. 
There 's  many  a  Peter  over  goes, 

To  be  picked  up  by  bis  J.  B., 
Where  both  are  equal  shams  and  shows — 

The  peril  and  the  bravery. 
Where  though  no  hat  is  handed  round, 

A  heavier  shot  JOHN  BULL  must  stand ; 
His  praise  discounted  at  per  pound, 

And  Fame's  notes  changed  for  notes  of  hand. 


FREAKS  OF  NATURE  DISTINCT. — The  Swan  with  Two 
Necks  is  a  sign ;  the  Two-Headed  Nightingale  is  a 
wonder. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


: 


HE  fact  is,  that  when  LORD  RUSSELL  likes  to  speak,  he 
always  says  something  which  wise  men  like  to  hear. 
But  for  some  reason,  which  may  be  a  good  one, 
for  that  Earl  is  not  accustomed  to  act  unreasonably,  he  takes 
the  utmost  care  to  be,  for  the  most  part,  inaudible.  He  chose 
to  be  so  to-night,  Monday,  June  12,  but  he  was  understood  to  be 
strongly  objecting  to  the  American  Treaty.  It  was  defended  by 
LOED  GEANVELLE,  and  accepted  by  LORD  DERBY,  though  he  did 
not  hugely  admire  it.  LORD  DE  GREY  (who  is  to  be  made  a  marquis 
for  his  services  in  negotiating  it)  vindicated  the  course  of  the  British 
diplomatists,  and  complimented  MR.  FISH.  LORD  CAIRNS  thought 
that  the  Treatv  ought  to  be  ratified,  and  LORD  SALISBURY  thought 
that  all  we  had  got  by  it  was  the  advantage  of  calming  the  sensi- 
bilities of  the  American  people,  whom  our  Government  persisted  in 
treating  as  the  spoiled  child  in  the  nursery  of  nations.  An  impor- 
tant subject  was  discussed  in  a  befitting  manner,  which  is  to  be 
regretted,  as  no  scope  was  afforded  for  diverting  treatment  of  the 
debate. 

However,  the  Commons  made  amends but  first,  Mr.  Punch 

desires  to  call  attention  to  a  little  speech  by  the  Great  Master  of 
Language.  Sis  ROUNDELL  PALMER  had  put  on  the  paper  an  elabo- 
rate question  about  the  above-mentioned  Treaty,  a  question  that 
reads  like  a  Chancery  interrogatory,  and  contains  about  five-and- 
twenty  lines  without  a  full  stop.  To  which  MR.  GLADSTONE  an- 
swered : — 

"  I  observe  that  the  question  uses  words  selected  with  great  care,  and  those 
words  have  also  been  carefully  considered  by  us  in  order  to  avoid  entering  into 
any  details  in  replying  to  the  question,  because  I  can  assure  him  by  a  simple 
affirmative  that  the  understanding  expressed  in  that  question  is  the  under- 
standing which  Her  Majesty's  Government  attach  to  the  rule  inquired 
about." 

If  anything  can  be  neater  than  this,  or  if  anybody  ever  saved 
himself  trouble  more  elegantly,  Mr.  Punch  would  like  to  know  the 
instance. 

Then  came  the  eternal  Army  Bill.  But  there  was  deviation  from 
the  ordinary  dulness,  and  iterations  by 

"  Captain,  and  Colonel,  and  Knight  in  Arms." — Milton. 

Government  having  discovered  that  there  was  no  particular  chance 
of  carrying  the  Bill  in  its  entirety,  solemnly  Divided  it  in  two,  gave 
to  the  winds  the  Organisation  portion  (except  as  regards  the  taking 
away  the  power  of  Lords  Lieutenant),  and  announced  that  it  was 
only  absolutely  necessary  to  carry  the  Abolition  of  Purchase.  MR. 
]>isi!\ELi  was,  of  course,  suddenly  filled  with  impromptu  dismay, 
and  had  been  caused  a  certain  degree  of  humiliation  by  the  want  of 
candour  and  ingenuousness  on  the  part  of  the  Government.  Mi:. 
GLADSTONE  comforted  him  with  much  assiduity,  and  by  the  end  of 


the  debate  Mil.  DISRAELI  was  as  well  as  could  be  expected,  consider- 
ing that  he  had  been  suffering  all  day  from  the  knowledge,  shared 
by  everybody  else,  that  this  course  was  going  to  be  taken. 

There  was  a  deal  of  smart  talk,  of  course,  chiefly  at  the  expense  of 
the  Cabinet,  which  had  so  much  difficulty  in  getting  its  cart  uphill, 
that  it  had  thrown  out  nearly  all  the  luggage  taken  up  at  the 
beginning  of  the  Session.  "  Is  this  all  that  I  am  to  have  for  all  the 
money  I  am  to  ask  that  gentleman  for  ?  "  will  be  BRITANNIA'S  query, 
as  she  points  at  the  Income-tax  payer.  However,  we  must  take 
what  we  can  get,  and  ME.  GLADSTONE,  as  the  Pioneer  of  the  British 
Army,  must  now  hew  his  way  through  the  enchanted  forest  of 
.Military  Vested  Interests. 

After  an  announcement  by  Mu.  BEUOE  that  nothing  is  to  be  done 
about  the  Game  Laws  this  year,  we  had  more  Army  debates,  and 
divers  divisions,  whereof  Mr.  Pu/nch  means  to  say  only  that  the 
M.uwms  OF  LOENE,  M.P.  for  Argyllshire,  appeared  in  his  place,  was 
heartily  congratulated  by  friends,  and  voted  with  his  august 
mother-in-law's  Government. 

LOBD  JUSTICE  CHRISTIAN,  of  Ireland,  learned  Judge,  and  some- 
time Liberal  Minister,  has  astonished  divers  by  discovering  and 
giving  judgment  to  the  effect,  that  the  Irish  Land  Act— the  great 
work  of  a  recent  Session,  does  not  give  the  Ulster  Tenant  the  security 
which  it  certainly  was  intended  to  give.  He  would  recognise  no 
such  tenant-right,  and  described  the  intention  as  one  of  confiscation. 
He  is  stated  to  have  used  language  of  exceeding  severity  in  reference 
to  the  Act,  and  the  objects  of  its  authors ;  but  he  desires  it  to  be 
understood  that  he  is  incorrectly  reported.  Howe-ver,  so  important 
was  his  decision,  that,  long  before  the  week  was  out,  LORD  CAIKXS 
brought  in  a  Bill  for  declaring  the  Ulster  rig-hts  ;  and  perhaps  the 
Conservative  scoff  at  the  cleverness  of  those  who  did  not  frame 
their  statute  so  as  to  effect  their  intentions  may  be  pardonable. 
But  we  shall  never  have  good  laws  until  they  are  edited.  Editing 
is  the  greatest  invention  in  the  world. 

The  Army,  and  India,  occupied  the  Commons  ;  and  on  the  latter 
subject  MR.  FAWCETT  and  MR.  GRANT  DUFF  had  some  sharp  words, 
and  of  course,  on  another  night,  they  professed  the  utmost  regard 
for  One  another.  What  was  the  subject  ?  0 !  nothing  particular. 
MR.  FAWCETT  thinks  that  Indian  finance  is  abominably  managed, 
and  all  the  natives  groan  under  oppression  ;  and  MR.  GRANT  DUFF 
thinks  that  it  is  managed  admirably,  and  that  India  is  a  reproduc- 
tion of  Paradise,  with  improvements. 

Tuesday.  The  Dissenters  triumphed  over  LORD  SALISBURY.  The 
House  of  Lords,  by  a  large  majority,  too,  129  to  89,  agreed  with  the 
Commons  in  rejecting  the  Marquis's  new  University  Tests,  and 
LORD  SALISBURY,  like  a  gentleman,  gave  up  all  his  other  points, 
instead  of  contesting  them  against  the  feeling  of  the  House.  There- 
fore let  there  be  joy  in  Jireh,  shouting  in  Salem,  laughter  in  Little 
Bethel,  ecstasy  in  Ebenezer,  bumptiousness  in  Bethesda,  and  zest  in 
Zoar,  for  the  last  of  the  Dissenting  grievances  (save  one)  is  taken 
away,  and  the  young  Non-conformist  may  go  up  into  the  Universi- 
ties, and  crown  himself  with  all  carnal  glory.  Nor  shall  the  Dis- 
senters rejoice  alone,  for  Mr.  Punch  shall  partake  their  joy,  believ- 
ing that  the  abolition  of  such  Tests  is  a  right  and  wise  thing. 
Mourn  not,  dear  old  Mother  Church,  for  thou  shalt  thus  obtain 
many  new  children,  many  of  a  bright  sort.  Dost  believe,  dear  old 
lady,  that  those  who  have  dwelled  with  the  stately  Graces  of  thine 
old  Colleges  will  be  content  to  go  back  to  Dowdyism  ?  Thou'lt  see. 
"We  shall  have  a  Calvinistic  Eight  on  the  water  one  of  these  days, 
pulling  like  mad  against  High  Church  and  Broad  Church,  and  after- 
wards fraternising  with  the  orthodox,  and  drinking  pale  ale,  as  if 
CALVIN  had  never  burned  SERVETUS. 

Wednesday.  The  Commons  declined  by  222  to  64  to  interfere  with 
religious  education  in  endowed  schools,  and  the  Government  pro- 
mised, to  consider  during  the  recess,  a  scheme  for  improving  medical 
education.  And,  note,  the  Bill  for  Repealing  the  Ecclesiastical 
Titles  Act  was  passed.  Mr.  Punch  respectfully  salutes  the  ARCH- 
BISHOP OF  WESTMINSTER,  and  does  so  in  a  chivalrous  spirit,  because 
the  repeal  is  not  yet  Law. 

Thursday.  LORD  WESTBURY,  in  an  effective  speech,  called  atten- 
tion to  the  shameful  arrears  in  our  Great  Appeal  Court.  The  way  is 
choked  up,  and  Her  Majesty's  subjects  can  get  no  justice. 
Australia  is  angry,  India  is  indignant,  and  with  reason.  LORD 
WESTBUEY  insisted  in  having  a  remedy  in  ten  days,  which  demand 
took  the  CHANCELLOR'S  breath  away,  but  he  managed  to  promise  to 
do  Something. 

Thanks  to  MR.  W.  H.  Surra,  Member  for  Westminster,  the  Go- 
vernment has  come  to  a  sense  of  the  error  of  its  ways  in  trying  to 
prig— yes,  Prig — part  of  the  Thames  Embankment,  for  the  Crown. 
The  QUEEN  is  the  last  personage  to  wish  for  anything  which  is  not 
rightfully  hers,  and  when  we  say  the  Crown,  we  mean  an  Abstrac- 
tion, for  which  this  abstraction  of  land  was  intended.  The  Govern- 
ment cannot  exactly  say  that  they  were  going  to  do  a  wrong  thing, 
so  a  Select  Committee  is  to  be  appointed,  and  that  will,  we  hope, 
say  it.  ME.  SMITH  deserves  the  gratitude  of  London  for  his  exer- 
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lions,  but  Mr.  Punch  hereby  more  than  repays  them  by  taking  off 
his  hat  to  the  Honourable  Member. 

i  Mir  friend.  MK.  PKTKK  TAYI.OK,  if  he  will  allow  us  to  call  him  so 
(though  we  hardly  know  why  he  should),  has  "struck  ile"  this 
time,  and  has  hold,  not  of  a  doubtful  grievance  about  some  two- 
penny criminal,  but  of  a  real  grievance,  the  persecution  of  little 
tradesfolk,  byMit.  lii.i:  \V  IMUIIT.  for  selling  necessaries  on  Sunday. 
This  lii:i:  \Vidi, in  writes  himself  "Reverend,"  but  was  a  shoe- 
maker. [T<>  ('iirri'xfHinili'itls. — All  jokes  about  vexing  the  soles  of 
the  poor;  sticking  to  his  last;  robbing  the  helpless  of  their  awl; 
and  so  on,  are  rejected  in  advance,  and  the  addresses  of  the  senders 
will  be  given  to  the  Mendicity  Society,  with  a  view  to  investiga- 
tions.] The  Act  of  CII.UU.KS  THE  MKIUIY  legally  justifies  proceed- 
ings which  would  be  ludicrous,  wen?  they  not  oppressive.  ME. 
TAYLOR  desires  to  repeal  that  Act,  but  as  there  will  hardly  be  time 
for  that  in  a  wasted  Session,  he  proposes  to  suspend  the  law  for  a 
year.  One  ot  \Vi;n,M  i's  amiable  witnesses  was  fined  by  MB.  KNOX, 
the  other  day,  for  being  excessively  drunk,  but  wo  can't  have  all 
the  virtues  at  once,  and  if  we  are  good  Sabbatarians  we  maybe 
allowed  to  be  tipsy.  Kh,  Caledonia  ?  Your  health  in  a  dram. 

Army :  and— Prayer-Book,  that  is  to  say,  Table  of  Lessons  Bill. 
"  Who  asked  for  any  change  t  "  grumbled  M  K.  11  K.VI.KT,  who  further 
stated  that  when  we  go  into  certain  churches,  "we  don't  know 
whether  we  are  standing  on  our  head  or  our  heels."  We  have  not 
experienced  this  singular  ecclesiastical  sensation,  as  yet,  but  hope  to 
do  so.  There  was  some  unprofitable  talk  over  the  Bill,  but  it  went 
through  Committee.  Parents  of  god-ohildren  are  requested  to  con- 
tinue indulgent,  the  beautiful  Prayer- Books  will  come  in  time. 

Friday.  11 1:1;  MAJESTY  "willed "the  Westmeath  Outrages  Bill 
and  the  University  Tests  Bill — both  measures  for  abolishing  un- 
wholesome compacts. 

Touching  English  prisoners  'in  Paris,  nine  are  still  detained,  and 
the  evil  boy,  ROBKHT  LOWK,  has  been  set  free.  Let  his  incarceration 
be  a  warning  to  him  never  again  to  fight  a  whole  French  army. 

There  was  a  very  hot  squabble  over  the  Business  of  the  House, 
remarkable  only  for  MK.  HI:I:KSK<>IU>  HOPE'S  definition  of  a  Count 
Out.  He  said  that  it  was  a  sacred  thing,  which  gave  Members  the 
privilege  of  being  allowed  to  save  their  own  lives. 

In  Supply,  there  was  tight  over  a  vote  of  £1562  for  Queen's 
Plates  in  Ireland.  Some  Members  wished  these  done  away,  but 
even  MK.  BOCVEKIE  contended  that  they  did  good,  and  attracted 
farmers  and  others  to  harmless  meetings,  totally  unlike  the  assem- 
blage of  betting  men  and  other  blackguards  who  swarm  on  the 
English  race-courses. 

MR.  CHARLEY'S  Protestantism  boils  over  at  the  Catholic  lotteries 
in  aid  of  charity.  The  miscellaneous  lots  of  prizes  seem  sordid  and 
odd  enough,  but  the  proceedings  are  fair,  and  the  money  does  good. 
MB.  BBUCK  reserved  the  right  of  toleration,  and  the  House  supported 
him  by  60  to  33. 

Naturally,  towards  one  in  the  morning,  the  question  of  Drinks 
was  raised,  and  there  were  various  suggestions  offered  as  to  the  best 
way  of  preventing  the  vicious  from  sotting,  while  the  virtuous 
should  not  be  hindered  from  refreshing.  It  seems  that  there  are 
more  arrests  for  drunkenness  than  there  used  to  be,  but  this  is  be- 
cause the  drink-house  people  being  more  afraid  to  harbour  the  tipsy, 
hurl  them  into  the  street,  and  they  become  prizes,  and  are  bio- 
graphised  in  the  police-sheet. 


CRIMINAL  LITERATURE  AND  ART. 

THEBE  is  a  certain  newspaper  of  which  the  readers  appear  to  be, 
most  of  them,  persons  who  read  and  write  imperfectly,  and  are  in  a 
fair  way  to  get  themselves  entered  as  such  in  a  list  wont  to  be  made 
out  in  institutions  belonging  to  HEH  MAJESTY,  and  supported  by 
the  County  Hates.  This  publication  is  called  the  Police  News.  The 
news  which  it  contains  consists  chiefly  of  the  details  of  acts  which 
the  vocation  of  the  Police  is  to  prevent,  or  to  apprehend  those  who 
commit  them  ;  that  is  to  say,  criminal  acts  of  violence,  inclusive  of 
suicides.  These,  its  contents,  are  illustrated  by  a  sheet  of  wood- 
cuts adapted  to  the  very  meanest  capacity,  as  though  with 
intent  to  assist  savages  endowed  with  imagination  in  one  degree 
above  a  gorilla,  to  form  some  conception  of  the  physical  details  of  a 
horrid  murder,  a  brutal  assault,  or  some  other  atrocity. 

The  literature  and  art  of  the  Police  News  of  course  mainly  depend 
upon  the  facts  which  it  derives  from  the  Assize  and  Police  Reports 
and  the  Coroners'  Inquests.  In  a  dearth  of  extremely  revolting 
incidents,  it  is  sometimes  reduced  to  the  description  and  delineation 
of  very  commonplace  offences,  which  may  even  be  hypothetical. 
One  of  its  late  numbers  contained  a  print,  representing  an  "  Alleged 
Attempt  to  Shoot  an  Actress."  This  allegation  having  turned  out 
to  be  a  mistake,  the  picture  of  it  was  a  representation  of  a  deed 
which  was  never  done  at  all ;  an  illustration  ot  fictitious  intelligence. 
What  a  peculiar  order  of  minds  must  those  be  that  are  capable  of 
deriving  any  amount  of  satisfaction  from  the  rudest  of  designs, 
which,  even  when  the  crime  that  they  are  meant  to  signify  is  a 


matter  of  fact,  are  themselves  conjectural !  How  exactly  on  a  par 
must  be  the  imaginative  faculty  and  the  intellect  of  such  minds 
with  the  moral  sense,  and  the  taste ! 

Should  the  state  of  Society,  in  spite  of  the  Police  News  and  its 
kindred  literature,  undergo  such  an  amelioration  as  would  be  ,  vi- 
denced  by  the  general  occurrence  of  Maiden  Assizes,  still  that  pretty 
paper  would  be  enabled,  by  carrying  out  the  principle  on  which  it 
narrates  and  delineates  "alleged"  attempts,  to  go  on  entertaining 
the  vilest  of  the  remaining  vile.  l'»r  example,  it  could  present  its 
readers,  as  often  as  it  liked,  with  an  illustrated  narrative  of  & 
"Reported  Kxecution  of  a  Supposed  Murderer,"  or  a  "Whipping 
which  a  Garotter  was  Sentenced  to  Receive." 


BARLEYCORN    AND    BURNS. 

IN  a  letter  to  the  Times  on  "  Beer  Statistics,"  our  friend  D.vwsoN 
I!  no's  observes  that  comparatively  little  malt  is  used  in  this  country 
in  the  manufacture  of  ardent  spirits.  Too  true.  Potatoes  are  used, 
and  other  things  which  yield  spirits  of  an  impure  and  noxious 
quality.  MK.  BCRXS  would 'promote  the  caus,  <  ranee  by 

directing  agitation  on  behalf  thereof  towards  obtaining  a  statute  to 
secure  the  preparation  of  potable  spirits  from  proper  materials.  He 
would  then  make  a  name  for  himself  in  connection  with  sound  and 
wholesome  exciseable  liquors,  such  as  cheer  but  not  inebriate  in 
moderate  quantities,  and  publicans  would  advertise  "  Dawson 
Burus's  Pure  British  Brandy,  and  Genuine  Old  Tom."  Even  the 
produce  of  John  Barleycorn  in  the  land  of  Briixs  himself  would  be 
commended  to  customers  under  the  denomination  of  "  Brass 
(Dvwsow)'s  Whiskey."  People  who  drank  the  real  "  barley  bree  " 
would  be  "na  that  fou"  after  any  amount  of  it  that  they  make 
themselves  by  drinking  a  very  little  base  and  counterfeit  whiskey. 


With  Compliments  to  Hawarden  Castle. 

A  WELSH  Grammarian  sends  us  a  conundrum.    As  a  Scotch  lady 
said  of  a  sermon,  "  Wad  we  hac  the  presumption  to  understand  it  ? 
It  is  this.    Why  is  MB.  GLADSTONE  like  a  Welsh  Apposition  Pro- 
noun '?    "Because  when  he  is  marked  by  emphasis,  he  retains  his 
Radical  and  strong  form." 


The  Fruit  Market. 

Ix  the  time  of  Louis  PHILIPPE,  it  was  a  question  of  about  "the 
Pear  not  being  ripe  yet."  But  we  suppose  this  coming  summer  (if 
ever  it  does  come  ?)  will  prove  what  kind  of  a  show  will  be  made 
this  year  with  the  Orleans  Plum. 

THE  COMPANY  THAT  FREQITENTLY  FILLS  A  THEATRE  BETTEB  THAN 
A  DRAMATIC  ONE. — The  Stationers'  Company. 
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NOVEL    IDEA    FOR   A    STIFF    DINNER-PARTY. 

EVERY  GUEST  PROVIDED  WITH  SOMETHING  so  EXQUISITELY  PLEASANT  TO  LOOK  AT,  THAT  BOREDOM  is  IMPOSSIBLE,  AND  FORCED 

CONVERSATION  UNNECESSARY. 


A  HEALTH  TO  HIS  HOLINESS. 

(On  the  Strength  of  his  Constitution  and  Jubilee.} 

A  HEALTH  drink,  WILFRID  LAWSON.  to  the  POPE, 
Lo,  the  Ninth  Pius  PETER'S  years  hath  seen ! 

And  will  as  many  more  see,  let  us  hope, 
As  hope  we  could  were  he  an  English  Dean. 

For  now  as  happy,  if  he  only  would, 

As  any  Dean  nis  Holiness  might  he ; 
Viewing  his  Temporal  Crown  as  gone  for  good ; 

Ruling  as  PETER  ruled  in  PETER'S  See. 

But  more  than  PETER'S  rule  in  fact,  hy  right 
Although  from  PETER  claimed,  the  POPE  demands  ; 

And  for  his  kingdom  would  his  servants  light, 
If  France  again  could  only  spare  him  bands. 

Long  live  the  POPE,  however,  to  display. 
Scornful  of  compromise,  in  word  and  deed, 

(No  Inquisition  works  his  will  to-day), 
The  courage  of  his  principles  and  creed. 

A  Brand  old  POPE,  he,  with  intrepid  soul, 
Fixed  on  a  faith  above  the  sphere  of  doubt, 

Swallows,  and  will  have  swallowed  Dogma  whole, 
He 's  every  inch  a  POPE,  right  out-and-out. 

Tenacious  of  his  point  as  GEORGE  THE  THIRD, 
He  puts  to  shame  the  trimmers  of  this  time ; 

His  stand  against  all  Reason,  if  absurd, 
Is  so  tremendous  as  to  be  sublime. 

Ernoying,  whilst  bemoaning,  unrestrained, 
In  PETER'S  Chair,  a  lot  from  PETER'S  far, 

May  Pius,  who  has,  first  of  Popes,  attained 
To  PETER'S  years,  exceed  the  years  of  PARR.» 

*  Of  course  it  will  be  remarked,  at  least  on  the  Stock  Exchange,  that,  in 
respect  of  age,  the  Holy  Father  is  above  par  already. 


COMPULSORY  DROUGHT. 

MR.  THOMAS  HUGHES,  M.P.,  in  a  lecture  lately  delivered  to  work- 
ing-men on  the  subject  of  America,  spoke  favourably  of  the  stringent 
but  not  absolutely  prohibitory  liquor  laws  of  Massachusetts.  He 
remarked  that : — 

"  The  practical  result  of  these  stringent  laws  was,  that  a  drunken  man  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen,  and  that  a  thirsty  one  would  have  to  travel  through  many 
streets  before  he  came  to  a  liquor  shop." 

Here  are  good  and  ill ;  but  more  ill  than  good.  It  is  good  to  see 
a  drunken  man  nowhere  ;  it  is  ill,  being  thirsty,  not  to  be  able  to 
get  beer  anywhere.  A  just  liquor  law  would  repress  drunkenness 
by  some  means  not  necessitating  sober  people  to  faint  for  thirst. 


FUIT. 

ME.  LUCBAFT'S  name  is  signed  to  a  document,  emanating  from  the 
International  Association  Council,  and  defending  the  murder  of  the 
ARCHBISHOP  OP  PARIS,  and  the  arsons. 

MB.  LUCHAFT  is  a  Member  of  the  London  School  Board. 

We  do  not  follow  up  the  subject,  as  the  next  Meeting  of  the 
School  Board  will  have  taken  place  before  we  publish,  and  we  may 
fall  under  the  censure  of  the  grammatical  department  of  that  tribunal 
for  using  (as  in  the  above  second  paragraph)  the  verb  in  the  present, 
instead  of  in  the  preterite. 

Awful  Warning. 

AT  an  Exam,  a  small  Yorkshire  boy  who  had  been  attending 
more  closely  to  Ainsworth's  Novels  than  to  Ainsworth's  Dictionary, 
was  desired  to  construe  Nemo  repents  fait  Turpissimus.  _  The  mis- 
guided child  translated  it,  No  one  repents  of  flying  with  Dick  Turpin. 
He  fidgeted  a  good  deal  during  his  own  Ride  to  York  next  day. 


To  CRICKETERS. — What  would  you  give  a  thirsty  batsman  ?  Why, 
a  full  pitcher. 

A  SOVEREIGN  BET.— QUEEN  ELIZABETH. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

Y  Cousin  JOHN  From 
Sea  has  arrived,  and 
we  've  had  a  day  of 
him.  I  retire  to  my 
room  to  meditate, 
principally  on  Cou- 
sin JOHN  From  Sea, 
and  make  this  note. 
JOHN  is,  undoubt- 
edly, I  am  obliged 
to  own  it,  a  success. 
1  mean  as  regards 
my  Aunt  and  DOD- 
DRIBGE.  Not  with 
nti1 :  because  though 
1  admit  that  he  is 
tall,  handsome,with 
a  genial  manner,  yet 
1  (In  /c^likeboister- 
osity,  by  which  I 
mean  a  person's 
being  perpetually 
boisterous.  This  is 
the!  very  last  thine 
I  should  have  tried 
•with  my  Aunt. 
JOHN  doesn't  try  it; 
he  comes,  does  it, 
and  conquers.  Here 

have  I  been  with  my  Aunt  for  weeks  at  Ramsgatc,  during  the  most 
unfashionable  and  unseasonable  time,  adapting  myself  not  only  to 
her  peculiarities  but  to  those  of  DODDBIDGE,  her  maid,  her  Ting-dove 
and  her  lap-dog  with  bells,  listening  sympathetically  to  her  music, 
trying  to  weep,  nay,  sometimes  weeping  when  she  wept,  controlling 
my  temper  and  reducing  myself  to  a  fearfully  nervous  state  or 
repressed  irritability,  refusing  to  drive  out  with  Btrpn  (except  once), 
and,  in  fact,  making  myself  in  a  general  way,  as  it  were,  one  of 
themselves,"  and  at  the  end  of  the  time  I  feel  that  there  is  a  gulf 
between  my  Aunt  and  myself ;  that  we,  as  it  were,  form  two  com- 
paratively hostile  camps,  one  containing  my  Aunt  (generalissimo), 
DODDKIDGE,  Dove  and  Dog ;  and  the  other  myself,  in  anything  but 
full  force.  I  have  tried  to  suit  my  conversation  to  my  company  ;  I 
have  been  mildly  cheerful,  I  have  been  serious,  I  have  been  quaker- 
ishly  gay,  I  have  suppressed  anything  like  untimely  mirth,  and  am 
evidently  quite  unappreciated,  perhaps  regarded  as  a  nuisance. 
JOHN  arrives.  Tremendous  knock.  Hushes  down  the  passage. 
Runs  into  sitting-room,  gives  my  Aunt  a  slap  on  the  back  and  a  kiss, 
and  says  "  Hallo,  old  gal !  " 

She  doesn't  jump,  scream,  kick,  nor  indeed  appear  the  least  sur- 
prised. If  /had  donesunh  a  thing,  she'd  have  burst  into  lavish  tears 

and but  there 1  couldn't  have  done  it. 

(jiifry.  Shall  I  begin  a  new  line  now  and  try  ? 
"  Hallo,  old  DODDY  !  "  he  cries,  on  the  appearance  of  that  respect- 
able maiden,  DODDEIDO'E,  who  quite  beams  under  the  salutation  and 
replies,  "  0,  MASTER  JOHN,  you  re  just  as  bad  as  ever,  I  do  declare." 
My  Cousin  JOHN  From  Sea  addresses  both  my  Annt  and  DODDRTDGE 
as      old  gal,"  and  has  a  great  deal  to  say  about  flagships,  the 
Mediterranean,  Gibraltar,  the  fellows  at  mess,  and  has  apparently 
endless  stories  of  the  fun  they  had  wherever  they  were  stationed. 

Getting  JOHN  quiet,  I  try  to  obtain  from  him  some  information 
as  to  naval  matters,  as  for  instance,  watches  at  sea,  keeping  look- 
out, to  what  rank  in  the  Army  a  boatswain  is  equivalent,  also 
questions  concerning  hammocks,  cabooses,  and  the  general  domestic 
economy  of  a  ship,  with  which  as  a  landsman  I  confess  myself  totally 
unacquainted. 

Strange  to  say  that  if  there  is  one  thing  about  which  Cousin  JOHN 
From  Sea  appears  to  know  nothing,  it  is  about  ships,  shipping,  and 
naval  and  marine  affairs  generally.  He  has  no  stories  about  Satur- 
day night  at  sea,  and  how  they  sit  round  the  galley  fire  and  sing 
and  dance  to  the  music  of  the  black  cook's  fiddle.  He  (Cousin  JOHN, 
I  mean),  has  not  been  all  over  the  world,  and  lived  a  roving  seafaring 
life,  hut,  on  the  contrary,  all  his  stories  of  the  fun  he  has  had  might 
be  told  by  a  country  squire  who  has  never  gone  out  of  his  own 
inland  county,  or  by  a  Londoner  who  has  invariably  kept  within 
hearing  of  Bow  bells.  (Query.  Can  Bow  bells  be  heard  in  St.  James's 
St  ivet ,  1  !ond  Street,  or  Belgravia  'f  If  not,  what  are  the  exact  limits  ?) 
Cousin  JOHN  's  being  at  sea,  is  to  my  mind,  a  humbug.  He 's 
always  been,  by  his  own  showing,  on  shore. 

lie"  begins  a  story  with,  "When  we  were  in  the  Mediterranean." 
Then  he  turns  towards  me,  and  explains,  "  Wo  were  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean for  three  years  " — and  I  nod  encouragingly,  as  much  as  to 
say,  "  Proceed ;  your  story  interests  me  much ; "  for  I  am  expecting 
to  hear  some  fearful  tale  of  shipwreck,  or  some  gallant  adventure 


with  pirates,  or  large  fish,  or  whatever  there  may  be  unusual  or 
startling  during  a  three  y<  about  the  Mediterranean.  But 

not  a  bit  of  it.  His  story  (addressed  to  my  Aunt,  who  is  much  in- 
terested, and  quite  sprightly)  generally  continues  in  this  style :  "  I 
met  the  C'CK/O.VS."  Not  shot  an  albatross,  or  engaged  with  bucca- 
neers, or  suppressed  a  mutiny  by  craftily  securing  all  the  ruffians 
under  hatches,  and  then  steering  the  ship  by  himself  for  nights  and 
days,  until  she  came  safely  into  port,  where  he  had  all  the  crew  hung. 
No,  nothing  of  that  sort,  but  simply,  "  When  he  (Cousin  JOHN  From 
Sea)  was  in  tin;  Mediterranean  ...  ho  met  the  Cl'RZONS  !  !  "  Just 
as  he  might  have  done  in  Hyde  Park  or  Pall  Mall  on  any  one  day, 
that  is,  provided  always  that  the  CriizoNSwere  there,  and  not  in  the 
Mediterranean.  My  Aunt  is,  however,  quite  delighted,  and  imme- 
diately asks  after  various  members  of  the  CUBZON  family. 

As  I  can't  believe  that  this  sums  up  the  entire  events  of  three 
years  in  the  Mediterranean — (Xnlr.,  because,  if  so,  Cousin  JOHN  had 
better  write  Annul*  <>f  an  I'uri-fiitfitl  Life,  in_  one  very  small 
volume,  price  sixpence  at  most) — I  try  to  draw  him  out,  when  my 
Aunt  has  finished  her  examination  about  the  CUH/ONS,  and  remind 
him  that  "  In  was  saying  '  When  he  was  in  the  Mediterranean' — 
well,  what  then  ?" 

"It  became  rather  slow  at  last,"  he  replies,  "but  we  had  some 
good  fun.  Of  course  we  were  rather  hard  up  for  hunting  in  the 
winter,  but  we  pot  some  good  shooting,  and  there  wore  dinners  and 
balls  and  parties  i  very  day  in  the  week,  until  one  was  really  quite 
siok  of  them." 

"You  hunt  much  ?  "  1  hazar  I  had  always  thought  that 

a  sailor  on  horseback  was  ;m  impoarfbilitv  or  an  utter  absurdity. 

"Yes,"   he  replies  in  :  v  iv,  "J  had  :  of  it 

last  season,  because  I'd  sold  Old  Tant'rum.  Yon  WMMMt  did 
Tantrum  '-  "  he  says,  turning  to  my  Aunt.  She  does,  and  smiles  as 
if  much  gratified  at  li  led  In  on  such  a  question. 

"  I  say,  old  gal,"  he  suddenly  exclaims,  jumping  up,  "let 's  have 
a  drive  this  afternoon.  I'll  get  a  trap,  and  take  yon  out.  You 
want  a  jolt,  it'll  do  you  good.  We '11  nave  a  dog-cart,  and  you  " 
(to  me)  "  can  hold  DODDT  on  behind." 

Whereat  DODDT  simpers,  and  says,  "Lor!  how  you  do  .go  on, 
M  \STKK  JOHN  !  " 

The  next  thing  Jon\  wants  to  know  is  "  If  there  ain't  any  nice 
•young  women — present  company  always  exeepted,"  he  savs,  winkiii" 
at  me  (more  simpers  from  my  Aunt  this  time,  and  l)o7>i>KnwiK 
chuckling) — "  who  'd  like  to  have  a  hop  in  the  evening  ?  I  say,  old 
gal,"  he  continues,  sitting  down  on  the  sofa,  and  putting  his  arm 
round  my  Aunt,  "  we  must  have  a  hop,"  and  he  actually  induces 
my  Aunt  to  enter  into  a  discussion  on  the  subject. 

He  pretends  to  run  up-stairs  after  DODDEIDGE  in  order  to  give  her 
a  kiss.  He  asks  my  Aunt  for  a  song,  and  she  "obliges"  with 
Longing  to  Die,  which  Cousin  JOHN  immediately  characterises  as 
"  a  cheery  sort  of  ditty,"  and  asks  her  if  she  doesn't  know  anything 
a  trifle  more  dismal.  She  is  not  in  the  least  annoyed  ;  on  the  con- 
trary, she  tries  to  recollect  something  lively,  but  fails.  He  asks  her 
to  accompany  him  in  a  nigger  song  with  some  such  inane  chorus  as 
"  Flip  np  in  de  Skidamajink,  jube  up  in  de  juben  jnbe,"  and  pro- 
poses to  teach  DODDUTDGE  the  bones.  Charlie,  hearing  the  music, 
begins  howling,  whereupon  Cousin  JOHN'S  attention  being  thus 
attracted  to  him,  he  takes  him  suddenly  up  by  the  tail,  to  see,  he 
says,  if  he 's  thoroughbred ;  as  if  he  is,  he  won't  squeal.  He  is 
evidently  not  thoroughbred.  All  my  Aunt  says  to  him  is,  "0, 
JOHN,  yon  '11  hurt  him,"  whereas  if  I'd  touched  a  hair  of  his  tail, 
or  had  refused  to  give  him  a  tit-bit,  my  Aunt  would  have  hurst  into 
tears,  perhaps  had  a  fit,  DODDRIDGE  would  have  sobbingly  reproached 
me  with  nnkindness  to  my  Annt,  and  I  should  have  been  made 
nervous  and  wretched  for  an  hour  at  least,  but  Cousin  JOHN  From 
Sea  may  smoke,  vault  over  the  table  (he  actually  does  so),  play  leap- 
frog over  the  chairs  (which  he  also  does  whenever  he  says  he  thinks 
we  re  a  little  dull,  and  want  waking  up,  generally  inviting 
DODDBIDGE  to  give  bim  a  back),  smack  my  Aunt,  punch  my  Aunt, 
laugh  at  her  songs,  make  her  pet  dog  squeak  with  rage,  let  the 
dove  out  of  the  cage  to  walk  about  (when  it  flies  to  the  mantel-piece 
and  breaks  an  ornament),  and  not  only  is  nothing  said  to  him  by 
way  of  remonstrance,  but  he  is  absolutely  encouraged  by  my  Aunt  s 
smiles,  and  DODDHIDGE'S  admiring  exclamations  of  "  Ain't  he 
lively,  Mum  f '  "  0,  MASTER  JOHN,  how  you  do  go  on !  " 

I  am  certainly  in  the  back-ground.  I  at  once  take  rank  as  it  were 
after — or  rather  some  way  below — Cousin  JOHN,  and  begin  looking 
np  to  him.  He  is  bent  upon  taking  the  "Old  Gals"  out  for  a 
drive,  and  so  I  accompany  him  into  the  town  to  the  Livery  Stables, 
to  ask  for  a  trap  and  two  ponies. 

Thoughts  as  I  walk  along  by  the  side  o/Consin  JOHN. — Odd.  He 
was  so  noisy  in  the  house,  that  I  thought  he'd  be'a  charming  com- 
panion here,  when  he  had  dropped  his  nonsensical  humour,  which  I 
take  for  granted  he  has  assumed  just  to  enliven  my  Aunt  with  a 
little  buffoonery.  Now  we  are  alone,  he  will  be  sensible.  He  can 
inform  me  what  the  ships  are  out  at  sea.  [N.B.  That's  the  beauty 
of  Kamsirate,  such  a  heap  of  shipping.  There's  always  a  steamer 
or  two  going  out  or  Coining  in  on  its  own  account,  or  assisting  other 
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MR.    PUNCH    IN    THE    HIGHLANDS. 

HE  IS  AT  PRESENT  ON  A  BOATING  EXCURSION,  AND  DESCRIBES  THE  MOTION  AS   EXTREMELY  PLEASANT,  AND  HAS  NO  DKEAD  OF  SEA-SlCKNESS. 


vessels  to  come  in  or  get  out ;  then  there 's  the  Life  Boat,  gallantly 
manned,  and  always  ready  for  action  in  the  direction  of  the  fatal 
Goodwins :  also  fishing  boats  and  yachts,  and  little  boats  for  rowing, 
or  little  boats  for  sailing,  and  so  on.  But  it  greatly  adds  to  the 
interest  if  you  've  got  some  one  to  explain  all  this  to  you, — like,  for 
instance,  my  Cousin  JOHN,  who  being  from  sea.  I  may  look  upon  as 
a  professional  person  with  peculiar  knowledge.] 

He  is  quite  silent.  I  ask  him,  "  What  is  that?"  pointing  to  a 
vessel  which  has  just  come  in.  He  doesn't  know  what  she  is.  He 
can't  make  her  out,  he  says,  and  then  relapses  into  silence,  and  we 
walk  on.  "I  suppose,"  I  say  presently,  "  that  the  Mediterranean 
is  very  beautiful  ( '  "  Yes,"  he  replies,  doubtfully,  as  if  he'd  never 


any  i 


He  continues,  "I'm  not  much  of  a  bookist,  so  I'll  just  pop  into 
the  stables  close  by,  and  you  come  on." 

We  part.  On  the  steps  of  the  library  I  suddenly  feel  a  sort  of 
shooting  pain  from  my  snoulder  to  my  elbow,  and  an  ache  in  my 
knee.  By  the  way,  Cousin  JOHN'S  visit  has  brought  under  my 
notice  something  which  I  have  not  remarked  in  myself  before.  He 
can  run  up  the  steps  of  our  cliff  without  stopping  once,  and  then 
walk  briskly  on.  I  can't.  I  have  to  pause  three  times,  (generally 
on  pretence  of  admiring  the  view,)  and  rather  feel  as  if  I  'd  swallowed 
a  new  loaf  whole  when  I  get  to  the  top.  And  yet  I  am  thinner — I 
must  be  thinner. 

turn, 
my 

looking  well." 

In  ten  minutes  it  is  settled  that  change  of  air  will  do  me  good — 
that  a  blow  on  "  the  briny  "  will  be  the  thing  for  me,  in  WETHERBY'S 
yacht.  An  opportunity  for  gracefully  taking  leave  of  my  Aunt  and 
Ramsgate,  and  leaving  her  andDoDDUiDGE— the  "Old  Gals,"— to 
my  Cousin  JOUN  From  Sea. 


NOT  TO  BE  SOLD. 

Do  the  Germans  expect  to  have  Heligoland 

Any  sum  to  be  named  by  out-forking  ; 
Which  would  be,  they  may  fancy  we  don't  understand, 

Their  first  step  to  the  Battle  of  Dorking  ? 

What 's  the  next  place  our  friends  will  invite  us  to  sell, 

In  resolve  to  keep  that  if  we  falter  ? 
Very  likely  they  '11  want  to  buy  Malta  as  well ; 

Having  bought  it,  to  purchase  Gibraltar. 

The  best  fleet  they  can  they  've  a  right  to  create ; 

We  have  none  to  withstand  their  endeavour. 
But  to  help  them  become  a  great  Maritime  State 

Were  magnanimous  rather  than  clever. 

Though  to  rule  the  waves  we  may  believe  they  aspire, 
If  their  navy  grow  great,  we  must  let  it ; 

But  if  one  British  Island  they  think  to  acquire, 
Bless  their  hearts,  don't  they  wish  they  may  get  it  ? 


"The  Patron  and  the  Gaol." 

GOOD  FATHEE  HYACINTHE  says  that  "  France  defends  the  cause 
of  society  at  large."  One  wouldn't  so  much  object  to  this  (though 
she  had  better  mind  her  own  business),  but  for  some  time  the  capital 
of  France  has  been  defending  the  cause  of  the  society  that  ought 
not  to  be  at  large. 

Proverb  for  Ears  Polite. 

THE  Pavement  of  Paris  is  said  to  consist  chiefly  of  Asphalt. 
Another  account  of  it  is  the  more  correct — Paris  is  paved  with  good 
intentions.  

THE  BEST  PLACE  FOR  "  LA  COMMUNE."—"  La  Fosse  Commune." 
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QUITE    ANOTHER    THING. 

Major  Blazer.  "  BUT  YOU  WON'T  OB.TECT  TO   TOTTR  DATTGHTWW  comso  TO  OUR   KACES,  Mits.  HOODWINK?      QUITE  A  PRIVATE 
AFFAIR,  AND  CLOSE  AT  HOME." 

Urs.  Hoodwink.  "An!  THAT  is  IT,  MAJOR.    I  SHOULD  NOT  MIND  so  MUCH  IF  IT  WERE  NOT  in  THEIR  own  Ntionsoujtaooor" 


THE  "  DRUID  "'8  BALLAD  OF  THE  EOAD. 

WE  pulled  our  hand-cart  up  the  hill, 

Did  VILLIAM  and  me  ; 
The  vork  was  fit  an  'oss  to  kill, 

Let  alone  poor  coves  like  we. 

Says  VIT.LIAM  as  he  mopped  his  nob, 
"  CABBWELL,"  says  he,  "look  'ere  ! 

With  this  'ere  load  to  pull,  I  'm  blowed 
If  we  gits  'ome  this  year. 

"  Of  all  the  blessed  years  I  've  worked 

Along  this  blessed  road, 
This  year 's  the  wust  to  get  along 
As  ever  I  'ave  knowea. 

"  Most  years  us  Commons-carriers, 

'Owever  sharp  we  look, 
Has  something  to  pitch  overboard, 
We  didn't  ought  to  've  took. 

"  And  this  year  for  to  ease  our  load 

Wr  've  made  uncommon  free  ; 

If  you  look  back  along  the  road, 

Our  dropped  lots  you  may  see. 

"  There  was  Bon  LOWE,  as  ought  to  know 

A  Budpet  how  to  pack, 
Had  to  undo  the  fust  he  made, 
Or  he  'd  have  broke  our  hack. 
"  There's  BRUCE  a  sittin',  grim  and  glum, 

By  an  upset  Licence  Bill : 
With  the  Beer-shop  Keepers  a-chaffin'  him, 

Both  down  dale  and  up  hill ! 
"  There 's  Local  Rates  Bill  not  far  off— 

\Yich  (iiWiiKN  ma;/  look  'urt, 
T(|  MC  the  big  load  be  got  up, 
Throwed  over  in  the  dirt. 


"  There 's  the  London  "VVater  and  Charities, 

And  Mines'  Regulation  too — 
All  we  can't  carry,  as  we  've  pitched  out, 
The  rest  we  must  shove  through. 

"  I  thought,  with  the  cart-load  made  so  light, 

We  sJinuld  a'  got  up  the  hill ; 
But  the  farther  we  goes  the  'earier  it  grows, 
Your  precious  Army  Bill ! 

"  We  've  all  on  us  tried  all  we  knowed, 

To  make  it  easy  ride  : 
We  'ye  shifted  it  end  up  and  down — 
Trimmed  it  to  either  side — 

"  But  the  more  it's  handled,"  s«ys  VILLIAM, 

"  The  awk'arder  it  sets  ; 
The  more  room  we  tries  to  make  for  it, 
The  tronblesomer  it  gets. 

"  Till.  I  think,  if  we  means  to  carry 

The  aggrawation  through, 
Our  only  chance  of  doin'  so 
Is  to  cut  it  clean  in  two. 

"  One  half  on 't  we  may  git  'ome  now, 

And  the  other  half  next  year ; 
And  by  that  time,  perhaps,    says  VmiAir, 
"  We  '11  see  our  way  more  clear. 

"  So  clap  on,  CARDWELL,  to  the  cart ; 

And  you  clap  on,  BOB  LOWE  ; 
A  long  pull  and  a  strong,"  says  VULIAJI, 
id  up  the  hill  we  go!"' 

"  With  the  wust  half  of  an  Army  Bill, 

A  Ballot-box,  and  no  more, — 
If  we  can't  carry  this  lot,"  says  VILLIAM, 
"  Best  show  ourselves  the  door ! " 
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PUNCH'S  OWN  CROSIER. 

WITH  reference  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Courts  Bill  proposed  by  the 
EAKL  OP  SHTAFTESBUEY,  - 
the  Post  remarks  on  the 
imi>ortanceof  the  question, 
"how  far  LOED  SHAITES- 
BUKT'S  Bill  may  be  im- 
proved by  carrying  out  the 
BISHOP  OF  WIKCHESTEE'S 
suggestion  to  strengthen 
the  hands  of  the  Bishops 
in  dealing  with  the  most 
painful  cases  of  breaches 
by  Clergymen  of  the  moral 
law."  When  BISHOP  WTL- 
BEEFOBCE  desires  the 
Bishops'  hands  to  be 
strengthened,  of  course  he 
wishes  more  power  to  their 
elbows.  At  present  a 
Bishop's  crosier  is  no  better 
than  a  beadle's  staff;  it  is 
simply  what  CEOMWELL 
called  the  SpEAKEB'smaee. 
The  painful  breaches  of 
the  moral  law,  of  which 
some  Clergymen  are  some- 
times culpable,  would 
doubtless  in  some  cases  be 
most  suitably  corrected  by 
the  infliction  of  a  corre- 
spondingchastisementwith 
such  an  instrument  as  a 
Bishop's  crosier,  wielded  by 
a  Bishop  whose  hands  had 
been  strengthened  suffi- 
ciently to  enable  him  to  lay 
it  on  with  a  will.  Then 
the  crosier,  ceasing  to  be  a 
bauble,  would  assume  the 
character  of  a  consecrated 
cudgel,  which  is  what  it 
may  be  supposed  to  have 
formerly  had  by  those  who 
consider  the  manner  in 
which  mediseval  Bishops 
are  represented  in  many 
contemporary  illumina- 
tions as  holding  it,  and 
compare  that  with  the  way 
in  which  another  kind  of 
staff  is  held  by  the  Hero 
of  a  popular  hypssthral 
drama.  There  was,  you 
know,  a  certain  disci- 
pline in  primitive  times  for 
the  open  correction  of  no- 
torious offenders;  and  if 
the  hands  of  Bishops  were 
so  strengthened  that  a 
Bishop  could  apply  his 
crosier  to  that  purpose,  the 
said  discipline  would  effec- 
tually be  restored  again ; 
"  which,"  not  a  few  people 
may  now  and  then  be  in- 
clined to  think,  "ismuchto 
be  wished."  Rooi-too-ooi ! 


Portable  Pillow. 

•  AMONGST  the  particulars 
of  "  Fashions  for  June,"  Le 
.FoWeispecifies  "Hair rolled 
back  over  a  cushion ."  Your 
cushion  to  its  right  use — 
but  is  that  for  the  head  ? 
A  cushion  at  the  poll  in  ad- 
dition to  a  chignon  would, 
one  imagines,  seriously 
augment  top  -  heaviness ; 
though,  to  be  sure,  it  might 
serve  to  break  a  fall.  But  a 
cushion  so  situated  is  a  mis- 
nomer— call  it  a  pillow. 


THE  SERVANTS. 

Hannah  (our  New  Country  Girl,  bursting  in  just  after  breakfast).   "  0,  'M', 

PLEASE    'M',    THIS  'ERE    NEW    TAP    MASTER    PUT     IN    YESTERDAY  *LL  NEVER 
DO  'M1,    IT'S   BEEN  A  DRIP-DRIPPIN*   ALL  NIGHT   'M'  !"      {Produces  it /) 

Eldest  Son  (addicted,  in  a  gentlemanly  way,  to  Beer).  "  BY  GEOBGE  !  SHE  's " 

[Seizes  the  Cream-Jug,  and  bolts  like  a  shot.     Fears  t/ie_wor st  I 


A  PHOTOGRAPHIC  THIEF-TRAP. 

A  EESPECTED  Contemporary  thus  enables  us  to  wish  success  to 

"  PHOTOOIIAPHT  AS  A  DE- 
TECTIVE. —  Certain  photo- 
graphs exist  of  the  ruins  of 
the  Vend 6me  Column,  in  which 
the  portraits  of  a  number  of 
National  Guards,  in  triumphal 
attitudes,  are  plainly  recog- 
nisable. Each  of  those  heads, 
after  having  been  enlarged, 
has  now  been  placed  in  the 
hands  of  the  detective  police. 
A  series  of  views  of  the  prin- 
cipal barricades  also  were  pub- 
lished just  before  the  troops 
entered  Paris,  and  several 
hundred  portraits  of  insur- 
gents are  given.  The  like- 
nesses will  in  many  cases  lead 
to  the  condemnation  of  the 
men  so  depicted." 

Is  it  not  possible  to  con- 
struct a  photographic  trap 
so  contrived  that,  when  a 
spring  connected  with  it  is 
trodden  on,  a  screen  shall 
be  raised  and  lowered  after 
an  interval  long  enough  to 
admit  the  formation  of  an 
image  on  the  camera  ? 
That  image  might  be  the 
image  of  a  thief,  who, 
coming  to  steal  where  the 
trap  had  been  set,  had  un- 
consciously trodden  on  the 
spring,  and  so  got  photo- 
graphed. An  addition  to 
this  trap,  striking  a  mag- 
nesium light  simulta- 
neously with  the  rise  of 
the  screen,  would  render 
it  available  by  night  as 
well  as  by  day,  generally 
with  the  advantage  of 
arresting  the  thief  for  a 
moment  in  a  striking  atti- 
tude of  terror,  before  he 
made  off.  Should  any  in- 
genious mechanist  reduce 
this  idea  of  a  Photographic 
Thief-trap  to  a  practical 
shape,  he  will  contribute 
towards  furthering  the 
ends  of  justice. 


Tnr.ows  HIMSELF  DOWN  THE  CELLAR  STEPS.     TABLEAU  I    Too  LATE- 
THERE  WASN'T  ENOUGH  LEFT  FOR  HIS  "MORNING"  ! 


Street  Literature. 

"LITERARY. — To  Authors.— 
1ISS.  of  every  description  can 
be  forwarded  for  inspection, 
and,  if  suitable,  will  be  placed 
in  a  Channel  for  publication." 

WIIAT  a  strange  place  to 
deposit  manuscript  works 
in — a  channel  !  Let  us 
hope  some  useful  informa- 
tion will  be  picked  up. 
Matter  now  and  then  gets 
into  print  which  if  it  were 
left  m  a  gutter  and  never 
published  at  all,  the  world 
would  be  gainers  rather 
than  losers. 


GEEAT   SAVING  OP  LABOCB. 

THE  International  Ex- 
hibition contains  a  ma- 
chine which  will  be  in- 
valuable to  stenographers, 
penny-a-liners,  ladies  who 
write  long  letters,  and 
some  of  our  very  produc- 
tive novelists — it  is  called 
a  "  Scribbler." 


of  No.  M  Holford  Bqu.re   in  the  P.rtih  of  St.  Jamei,  Clerkenwell.  In  the  "ounty  of  Middlesex,  .t  the  Pr.ntln*  -Ifflce,  of  M«nm.  Bradbury.  Bv»n,.  &  Co..  Lombard 


JULY  1,  1871.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


205 


MR.    PUNCH    IN    THE    HIGHLANDS. 

HE  DOES  ON  BOARD  THE  /o.v.i.     THE  ONLY  DRAWBACK  TO  HIS  PERFECT  ENJOYMENT  is  THE  JEALOUSY  CAUSED  AMONG  ALL  THE 
GENTLEMEN  BY  THE  LADIES  CLUSTERING  ROUND  HIM  ON  ALL  OCCASIONS. 


SABBATARIAN  PROGRESS. 

THE  Sunday  Closing  Bill 's  referred 

To  a  Select  Committee. 
We  view  concession  to  absurd 

Fanaticism  with  pity. 
The  Sabbatarian  votes  are  some 

Vital,  upon  occasion, 
To  those  who,  therefore,  must  succumb 

To  Liberty  s  invasion. 

But  is  that  snuffling  Sect  to  stop 

The  citizen's  excursion 
On  Sundays,  his  refreshment-shop 

Through  closing  by  coercion  '' 
Nay ;  when  the  Innocents  fall  Hat 

In  massacre,  much  rather 
Perish  must  that  vexatious  Brat 

Which  calls  a  RYLANDS  father. 

Dog-Bills  and  Sunday-Bills  to  rule 

A  tutored  British  nation ! 
As  though  for  little  boys  at  school 

Is  that  your  legislation  ? 
On  things  of  moment,  moon  by  moon, 

Whilst  you  're  in  vain  debating : 
You  '11  have  the  school  in  uproar  soon, 

And  then  you  '11  get  a  slating. 


Our  Divided  Enemies. 

THE  Communists  of  Clerkenwell  and  the  Irish  Fenians  are  at  odds. 
Their  difference  is  a  mighty  pretty  quarrel  as  it  stands,  but  might 
be  much  prettier.  It  would  be  the  prettiest  quarrel  in  the  world  if 
they  were  only  to  fight  it  out  like  the  Kilkenny  Cats. 


A  FEATHER  IN  THE  CIVIC  CAP. 

ROXANCS  svu  avis  was  a  proud  boast ;  but  that  of  being  a  citizen 
of  London  is  a  prouder.  Tne  LORD  MAYOR  and  Corporation  have 
caused  Mr.  Punch  to  exult  in  the  habitation  of  85,  Fleet  Street. 
The  newspapers  have  announced  that,  both  the  Government  and  the 
House  of  Commons  having  failed  in  taking  any  practical  steps 
towards  arresting  enclosures  of  Epping  Forest,  the  aid  of  the  Corpo- 
ration of  London  has  been  invoked  when  other  aid  there  was  none ; 
and  that : — 

"The  result  is  that  the  Corporation,  as  copyholders  of  Wanstead,  hare 
through  their  Commissioners  of  Sewers  served  notice  upon  LOUD  COWLBY'S 
trustees,  his  steward,  and  agents,  in  reference  to  the  present  attempted 
enclosure  of  30  acres  on  Wanstcud  Flats,  requiring  that  all  the  fences  and 
gates  recently  erected  be  forthwith  removed.  This  is  the  commencement  of 
proceedings  to  test  the  right  of  the  lord  to  enclose  without  the  sanction  of 
Parliament." 

Goo  and  MAOOO  to  the  rescue  of  Epping  Forest !  The  City  giants 
have  nobly  answered  that  appeal.  Their  clubs  are  about  the  ears  of 
LORD  COWLEY  and  his  creatures  :  let  us  hope  to  their  confusion.  If 
they  triumph,  the  Mayoralty  of  LORD  MAYOR  DAXIN  will  have  been 
made  glorious  for  ever.  The  Chief  Magistrate  of  the  City  of  London 
and  his  brother  magistrates  will  have  shown  themselves  capable  of 
dealing  with  offenders  who  had  defied  both  the  Cabinet  and  the 
Legislature.  The  Corporation  will  have  afforded  a  reason  for  its 
perpetual  existence.  As  it  is  it  has  undertaken  a  public  service  of 
which  the  performance  could  be  obtained  neither  from  Ministers 
nor  Parliament.  Thank  Jupiter  we  have  a  Corporation  of  London ! 


Seasonable. 

A  CORRESPONDENT,  whose  name  and  address  we  withhold,  because 
his  mental  condition  is  evidently  seriously  affected  by  the  weather, 
writes  to  ask  us  to  tell  him  of  any  quarter  or  street  in  London,  called 
after  one  of  the  months  of  the  year,  beside  Mayfair,  and  suggests  as 
another  suitable  name  of  the  same  sort — Junewet. 


VOL.   LI. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


ONDAY,  June  19th.  Mr.  Punch  is  not  in  the  habit  of 
making  apologies,  for  any  apparent  eccentricity  in 
his  conduct  merely  indicates  Genius,  and  if  people  do 
not  at  first  understand  it,  they  do  •well  to  meditate 
and  ponder  Until  comprehension  arrives.  But  this 
week  something  induces  him  to  depart  from  his  usual  loftiness ;  perhaps 
the  E.  winds  of  so-called  June  are  too  much  for  him.  lie  begs — no, 
takes  leave  to  state  that  having  heard  of  nothing  for  the  last  month 
but  the  Great  Tichborne  Case,  the  details  of  that  investigation  have 
so  saturated  his  brain,  that  he  brings  them  in  upon  all  occasions, 
fitting  or  not.  Wife,  children,  governess,  secretary,  neighbour  at 
dinner,  partner  at  the  gay  and  festive  dance,  friend  coming  out  of 
church,  companion  in  railway,  enemy  in  club  window,  acquaintance 
in  smoking-room,  fellow-critic  at  picture  exhibition,  bore  at  the 
Handel  Festival,  delightful  young  lady  at  the  Rose  Show,  disagree- 
able ditto  at  the  classical  concert,  and  everybody  else  with  whom 
Mr.  Punch  comes  in  social  contact,  "talks  Claimant."  Vox 
Clamantis  everywhere.  Therefore,  if  with  his  Parliamentary  history 
he  mixes  up  echoes  of  this  intolerable  case,  he  does  not  mean  to  be 
irrelevant,  but  really  the  circumstances  must  be  their  own  excuse. 

On  this  Monday  night  LOHD  DENBIGH  objected  to  the  Declaration 
of  Paris.  He  wants  BRITANNIA  to  rule  the  waves  a  good  deal  more, 
and  search  neutrals  for  enemies'  goods.  LORD  GBANVILLE  said  that 
if  we  had  exercised  such  a  right — to  which  we  have  no  right — we 
should  have  had  our  own  vessels  perpetually  overhauled  by  the 
French  during  the  late  war.  Still,  if  the  Claimant  could  not  say 
what  a  quadrangle  was,  and  did  not  know  the  meaning  of  the  Potis 
Asinorum,  that  is  no  reason  why — there  we  go !  Well,  nothing  was 
done  ;  but  there  seems  a  sort  of  irregular  idea  that  if  we  find  our- 
selves m  war,  and  it  is  too  hot  to  be  pleasant,  we  shall  resume  our 
old  rights,  Declaration  notwithstanding :  a  most  objectionable  way  of 
looking  at  the  matter. 

MB.  TORBENS  thinks  that  no  recruit,  cavalry  or  line,  should  go 
abroad  till  he  is  20.  If  SIB  ROGER  TICHBORNE  had  not  gone  abroad 
——pardon— the  Government  promised  that  no  one  under  that  age 
should  go  to  India,  so  the  proposal  was  negatived  in  a  house  of  18 
Members.  There  was  debate  about  Militia  Barracks,  and  the 
Claimant  stated  that  he  knew  the  duties  of  an  orderly  officer,  and 
the  Government  got  only  176  to  174.  The  Commons  agreed  with 
the  Lords  Amendments  to  the  Trades  Unions  Bill,  which  is  made 
more  stringent,  forbidding  picketting.  The  Claimant  complained 
that  he  had  been  a  good  deal  spied  upon,  but  the  SOLICITOR-GENERAL 
declined  to  be  offended  at  the  allegation. 

Tuesday.  There  was  discussion  over  the  Burials  Bill,  and  the 
BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER  spoke  very  well  on  this  last  Dissenting 
pevance.  If  the  Claimant  was  really  educated  as  a  Catholic,  as 
isserts,  there  would  be— the  Bill  was  forwarded,  and  noble  Lords 
do  not  seem  to  share  the  apprehensions  of  noble  Commons  that 
English  mourners  would  behave  indecorously  in  a  churchyard. 

A  good  many  Civil  Service  votes  were  taken.    As  to  the  photo- 
Tapns  sent  home  by  the  Claimant  to  the  ORTONS,  no  doubt  there  is 

room  for  considerable MR.  FAWCETT  carried  a  motion  to  prevent 

more  telling  of  timber  in  the  New  Forest. 

Wednesday.   MR.  RYT.ANDS,   the  Didactic,    wished  to  shut  up 


public-houses  on  Sundays,  and  perhaps  it  would  have  been  better 
for  the  Claimant's  health  if  all  public-houses  had  been  shut  up  in 
Australia  on  that  sacred  day  and  all  other  days,  but  the  House 
rejected  the  proposal  by  147  to  119.  But  MB.  BRUCE  intends  to  try 
another  fall  with  a  Pensive  Public,  and  to  limit  the  hours  on  Sunday 
to  those  between  1  and  3  and  5  and  8.  There  will  be  much  discon- 
tent about  this,  and  the  barristers  in  court  evinced  much  discontent 
that  people  crowding  to  see  the  Claimant  made  entrance  for  the 
Profession  difficult. 

Thursday.  LOED  SHAFTESBUEY  withdrew  his  Ecclesiastical  Courts 
Bill,  which  seems  to  be  a  pity,  as  it  contained  some  useful  things. 

Ballot  was  introduced  in  the  Commons,  by  the  Government.  It 
is  used  in  Australia,  where  the  Claimant  comes  from,  but  does  not 
appear  to  work  particularly  well  there.  Before  the  regular  debate, 
ME.  LOWTHER  wanted  the  Committee  to  redistribute  four  vacant 
seats,  but  MB.  GLADSTONE  opposed  this,  and  managed  to  say  some- 
thing which  gave  ME.  DISEAELI  a  chance  of  attacking  him.  declaring 
that  the  PREMIER  wanted  to  reopen  the  question  of  the  Franchise. 
This  sort  of  thing  MR.  DISEAELI  compared  to  the  giving  the  Liberals 
a  dram  to  revive  their  spirits,  and  he  warned  folks  against  the  evils 
of  dram-drinking,  to  which  the  Claimant  was  at  one  time,  he  says, 
too  much  addicted.  MR.  HABDY  saw  a  "visible  shudder"  in  the 
Liberal  ranks  at  the  idea  of  new  reforms.  MR.  LOWTHER  was  beaten 
by  254  to  145,  and  ME.  CROSS  then  opened  fire  on  the  Ballot  Bill, 
and  debate  was  adjourned,  as  the  Claimant's  case  will  be,  if  not 
ended  in  a  few  days. 

Friday.  There  were  desultory  debates  on  Civil  Estimates,  but  our 
friend  MB.  WHALLEY  was  as  much  the  hero  of  the  House  as  the 
Claimant  is  the  hero  in  the  C.P.  The  honourable  anti-Catholic 
began  by  demanding  whether  the  QUEEN  had  sent  a  congratulation 
to  the  POPE  on  his  jubilee.  Being  informed  that  it  was  so,  he  pon- 
dered for  some  time,  and  later,  when  the  House  got  on  artillery,  he 
began  again  about  the  POPE,  and  there  was  a  good  deal  of  fun,  until 
the  Members  (who  are  luckier  than  the  jurymen  in  the  Claimant's 
case,  and  can  get  away  when  they  please,  or  are  displeased)  observ- 
ing MB.  WHALLEY  rise  once  more,  made,  says  the  Daily  News,  "  a 
sudden  rush  out  of  the  House,"  leaving  only  about  31  present.  So 
there  was  an  end  of  that  matter.  As  the  gentlemen  went  up  the 
street,  they  were  all  heard  to  be  discussing  the  Claimant's  case,  and 
offering  bets  as  to  the  result.  Mr.  Punch  rushed  home  to  bed,  and 
found  that  his  valet  had  laid  the  P.  M,  Gazette  on  the  pillow,  and 
had  opened  it  at  the  page  containing  the  latest  news  of  the  Claim- 
ant's case.  He  went  to  sleep  and  dreamed  that  he  was  a  Kangaroo. 


MY  HEALTH. 

THE  time  approaches  when  I  must  take  leave  of  my  Aunt. 

I  regret  this,  as  SAMUEL  informs  me  that  "  Now  de  season  come 
on,  Sar,  it  just  de  very  weather  for  a  bath.  Never  is  such  a  time  for 
Naytchar  as  de  summar,  Sar.  But,  dar,"  he  adds,  resignedly,  "  dat's 
just  de  way  wid  you  genelmen — eddicated  genelmen,  as  I'd  ha' 
thought  'ad  known  better — they  go  away  just  when  de  bath  begin 
to  do  'em  good.  Don't  say,"  he  concludes,  with  most  impressive 
earnestness,  "  don't  say  when  you  go  away  and  get  ill,  and  have  de 
cold  and  de  cramp  and  de  rheiunatiz — don't  say  that  it 's  SAJIUEL'S 
fault ;  that 's  all.  This  condition  is  a  sort  of  stipulation  which  he 
insists  upon,  in  order  to  bring  himself,  as  it  were,  to  even  the  most 
unwilling  agreement  to  my  departure. 

I  foresee  that  saying  farewell  to  my  Aunt  will  be  painful.  There 
will  be  a  scene.  Perhaps  she'll  regret  me  when  I'm  away.  If 
Cousin  JOHN  From  Sea  only  stops  long  enough,  and  slaps  her  suffi- 
ciently on  the  back,  I  'm  sure  she  will.  To  be  slapped  on  the  back 
may  be  all  very  well  for  a  few  days,  as  a  novelty,  but  I  think  she  '11 
tire  of  it  in  a  fortnight. 

I  am  particularly  kind— making  a  point  of  it — to  Charlie,  the  lap- 
dog,  during  my  last  hours  here.  I  give  him  almond-biscuits  and 
cream.  He  immediately  acquires  a  taste  for  these  luxuries,  and  in 
our  absence  he  makes  himself  master  of  the  contents  of  the  biscuit- 
tin  and  cream-jug  on  the  table.  The  consequence  is,  that  he  is 
seized  with  a  dreadful  attack  of  biliousness ;  he  lies  on  the  sofa 
(when  I  enter  to  say  good-bye)  gasping,  and  my  Aunt  and  DOD- 
DBIDSE  are  kneeling  by  his  side. 

"  0  MASTER  GEORGE  !  "  exclaims  the  handmaiden — I  swear  there 
never  was  such  a  sycophant  as  Old  DODDBIDGE,  for  I  believe  she 
really  hates  the  dog,  as  Tier  rival  in  my  Aunt's  affections,  and  I  dare 
say  is  now  secretly  hoping  that  she  is  witnessing  the  last  of 
Charlie — "  How  could  you  be  so  cruel !  " 

Cousin  JOHN  coming  in  by  the  window — (Note  on  Cousin  JOHN — 
if  there  is  any  mode  of  entrance  except  the  door,  I  observe  he  will 
always  enter  by  it — here  he 's  got  a  choice  of  three  windows,  and 
my  Aunt  is  never  startled  by  his  unexpected  appearance,  as  she 
would  be  by  mine) — has  a  remedy  for  Charlie  at  once.  He  '11  "  set 
him  all  right,"  he  says,  "in  two  twos.  Come  up,  you  little  war- 
mint  !"  With  which  he  takes  up  the  little  "  warmint "  by  the  scruff 
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of  liia  nock  (whiti  must  bo  most  unpleasant,  yet  neither  of  the  "  Old 
Gals"  remonstrate),  and  carries  him  out  on  to  the  lawn. 

1  take  this  opportunity  to  observe  that  I  am  sorry  to  say  my  train 
goes  in  an  hour  t  time,  and  that  I've  sent  for  a  fly. 

"  0 !  "  says  ny  Aunt,  quite  cheerfully,  smiling  (a  week  ago  she 
would  have  cri«d),  "we're  going  out  for  a  drive  with  JOHN  in  a 
quarter  of  an  hair,  so  perhaps  we  shan't  be  here  when  you  start." 

This  grates  UTOII  nn-  :  y  s,  although  I  don't  want  a  scene  (because 
it  would  be  so  crying  fur  my  n<  m  ,  and  make  me  so  feverish  for 
travelling),  yet  this  tines  grate  on  me. 

I  tell  her  I  am  going  yachting  with  Wr.Timtnv.  The  word 
"yachting,"  1> 'sides  having  an  aristocratic  smack  about  it,  must 
bring  to  the  mhd  of  any  old  lady  who  lives  "  at  home  at  case  "  (as 
•  says)  he  tact  that  she  is  accustomed  to  trouble  herself  Tery 
little  about  the  dangers  inenrred  by  those  who  venture  upon  the  seas, 
"  when  the  sto.-iiiy  winds  dn  blow."  [It  occurs  to  my  mind,  for  one 
second,  to  wonder  whether  WKTIIKHISY  goes  to  sea  in  snch  a  state  of 
things,  or  not.  Not,  I  should  say.] 

My  Aunt  is  rnpassive.  She  is  not  a  good  sailor  herself,  but  hopes 
that  I  am.  Hate  I  eyer  Been  to  BM  before  f  No,  I  've  not.  Oh!  Knd 
of  that  topic,  Charlie  brought  in  quite  lively  and  frisky,  but  very 
damp.  The  means  resorted  to  a  [.pear  to  have  been  vi  IT  simple. 
JOHN,  by  his  OTTO  account,  "held  the  little  beggar  by  the"  tail  and 
dipped  him  in  the  sea."  Result  satisfactory,  with  a  craving  for 
more  biscuits  apparently.  I)oiuu:i  I'M  embraces  him,  "  O,  de  poo 
little  f 'harlywarley,  then  !  did  they  (meaning  me—  so  kind  of  her, 
just  as  I  'm  going  away)  give  it  nasty  almond-biscuits  and  cream,  a 
little  mannikin.  then!"  DODDKIIH.I:  is  ordered  off  to  dry  him.  I 
look  at  my  watch— so  does  JOHN. 

"  I  say,  Old  Gal,"  this  to  my  Aunt  from  JOHN,  "  it 's  time  for  you 
to  get  on  your  go-to-meeting  bonnet,  as  the  one-horse  shay  will  be 
round  here  before  y>u  '..  yourself,"  and  he  finishes  off  with 

a  wink  at  me,  as  if  I  had  suggested  this  style  of  address,  and  was 
quietly  entering  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing. 

My  Aunt,  who  has  sat  herself  down  at  her  writing-table,  only 
remarks,  "  How  absurd  you  are,  Jnrr.y,"  and  then  asks  him  "  Who's 
coming  here  to-morrow'' " 

"  O,"  he  replies,  "  there  aro  the  TINTON  girls  and  WAYDE." 

"Will  they  come  to  the,  pic-nie  on  Thursday  ?  "  asks  my  Aunt. 
(My  Aunt  going  to  a  pie-nic  !  !)  .IOIIN  isn't  quite  certain,  but  he 
hopes  so,  and  he  adds,  "  I  've  got  JCPKIX  to  bring  liis  drag  for 
Saturday,  when  we  can  all  drive  over  in  it  to  Canterbury  ;  only  he 
wants  to  know,  if  he  comes  baek  with  us,  can  yon  bed  him  ?  " 

My  Aunt  pauses  for  an  instant,  then  quietly  answers,  "  Of  course 
we  can,  as  GKOROK  will  be  away  then,  and  he  can  have  his  room." 

Now,  I  should  like — for  this  has  roused  me — I  should  like  to  dash 
my  hat  down,  jump  up,  hit  the  table  with  my  clenched  fist,  and 
exclaim,  "  No,  confound  it,  I  'm  not  going."  But  I  don't,  I  merely 
smile,  and  reply  upon  the  observation  with  assumed  indifference, 
"  Yes,  I  shall  be  away  then,"  for  I  'm  not  going  to  flatter  my  Aunt 
and  JOHN,  who  is  almost  a  bully  in  his  manner,  by  showing  any  sort 
re  to  stay. 

"Why  should  they  have  put  off  all  their  amusements  until  my 
departure:'  True  that  I  have  said  to  my  Aunt  how  much  I  love 
quiet,  how  I  prefer  Ramsgate,  at  hrr  un-seasonable  time,  to  Rams- 
gate  in  full  bloom;  but,  hang  it,  I  do  like  to  be  asked.  There's 
something  so  melancholy,  too,  in  hearing  arrangements  made  in 
one's  presence  for  gaieties  to  come  off  when  (it 's  a  sad  phrase) 
one  will  be  no  longer  here  to  witness  them.  It  makes  one  feel 
as  if  the  future  were  a  blank.  It  seems  to  me  (for  having  nothing 
to  do  with  them  while  they  are  still  continuing  their  conversa- 
tion on  the  same  subject,  I  can  only  sit  and  think),  suddenly,  a 
melancholy  notion  that  Ramsgate  will  wake  up  to-morrow  morning 
and  I  shan't  be  there.  That  my  Aunt  and  JOHN  and  their  party 
will  be  gay,  and  not  so  much  as  a  reference  made  to  myself.  Will 
any  of  them  say,  will  either  of  these  two  here  say,  at  the  height 
of  their  revelry  (fancy  my  Aunt's  and  DODDRIDGE'S  revelry,  bah !), 
"I  wish  Gr.oRiiK  were  here?"  No,  they  won't,  I  feel  they  won't, 
and  that 's  what  touches  me,  and  almost  brings  tears  into  my  eyes. 

At  this  instant  the  grenadier  in  petticoats  announces  "  The  car- 
riage. Mum  !  "  and  DODDBIDGE  appears  with  my  Aunt's  bonnet  and 
shawl,  which  she  puts  on  before  the  glass,  while  my  Cousin  JOHN 
bustles  into  the  hail,  and  I  hear  him  ordering  the  grenadier  to  take 
heaps  of  rugs  and  wraps  to  the  trap. 

Another  Xote. — I  thought  a  sailor  was  always  a  rough,  hardy  sort 
of  chap,  ready  for  all  weathers,  and  rather  preferring  bad  to  good. 
But  Cousin  JOHN  From  Sea  (if  he's  a  specimen,  and  not  an 
tion)  seldom  goes  out  without  a  greateoat,  never  walks  a  step  farther 
than  he  can  help,  always  carries  an  umbrella,  never  appears  without 
the  latest  invented  scent  on  his  pockethandkerchief,  and  the  best- 
fitting  gloves  ;  and  if  there  's  the  slightest  sign  of  rain,  or  if  it 's 
blowing  ever  so  little,  catch  him  going  out !  Not  a  bit  of  it.  He 
has  wraps  on  his  bed,  a  wadded  dressing-gown,  a  fire  in  his  bed- 
room nearly  all  day,  and  seldom  gets  up  till  past  ten,  my  Aunt 
allowing  him  to  breakfast  at  whatever  time  he  chooses.  If  our  Navy 
is  composed  of  Cousin  JOHNS,  then  I  don't  believe  in  our  Navy.  He 


hasn't  got  a  single  sea-phrase — not  a  word  about  marlingspikes, 
bunting,  gaffs,  belay,  and  so  forth.  While  I  'm  away  out  yachting, 
I  shall  be  able  to  compare  him,  in  my  mind's  eye,  with  real  sailors, 
and  shall  write  to  my  Aunt  about  him,  and  expose  him  as  a  naval 
impostor. 

While  I  am  thinking  this  out,  my  Aunt  is  getting  herself  ready. 
She  is  ready.  Quite.  So  "  Good-bye  !"  to  me,  from  her.  Nothing 
more.  Not  a  purse  of  gold — the  tip  that  I  used  to  receive  from  her 
on  my  going  to  school  multiplied  now  by  as  many  times  as  I  have 
increased  in  years.  No — no  memento.  No  hope  expressed  of  ever 
seeing  me  again.  1  venture  to  throw  this  in,  on  my  own  account, 
in  an  off-hand  manner,  thus:  "I'll  try  and  run  down  during  the 
season."  My  Aunt  to  this  only  replies,  "  You  will  no  doubt  find  us 
here." 

Cousin  JOHN  puts  her  into  the  wagonette,  and  muffles  her  up  with 
tiger  skins,  rough  rugs,  and  a  big  cloak.    To  all  intents  and  pur- 
•ir  as  1  am  concerned,  he  has  buried  my  Aunt  away  out  of 
my  sight.     That's  what  I've  got  to  thank  him  for  at  present.    An 
impostor  sailor!     lie  is  going  to  drive!     A  sailor  going  to  <li 
My  Aunt,  who  clutches  at  my  arm  spasmodically,  and  squeaks  and 
ms,  in  a  fly  with  me,  sees  him  take  the  reins  unmoved.    "  Good- 
bye, GEOR<, i:.  old  boy,"  says  he  to  me  from  the  box  ;  "keep  your- 
self dry,  and  don't  get  very  siek  when  you're  out  on  the  ocean 
."     I  do  believe  my  Aunt,  under  her  covers,  h  laughing  at  this 

brutality;  and  as  to  DODBRIDOE upon  my  word  and  honour,  I'm 

not  a  vindictive  man.  but  if  I  could  just  put  DonimnxiF,  into  a  pan- 
tomime scene  with  the  Clmm  and  Pantaloon  to  make  love  to  her 
after  their  peculiar  fashion,  ending  with  knocking  her  into  a  flour- 
tub,  or  waking  her  up  with  a  hot  poker,  I  should — I  really  should — 
like  to  see  it  done,  and  assist  in  doing  it  myself. 

So  they  drive  away. 

I  turn  back  to  the"  hall.  "  Coo-coo-grrr ;  coo-eoo-grrr !  "  says  the 
•  I  love,  bowing  at  me  ten  times  to  half  a  minute.  I  wish  my 
fly  would  come.  I  feel  moped,  wretched,  hipped.  Why  P  Such 
small  things  oughtn't  to  affect  a  good  constitution.  No.  Then 
is  it  the  fact  that  I  've  got  a  bad  constitution  ?  Is  it  the  .... 
From  a  dreamy  state  I  am  aroused.  The  fly  ! 

Once  more  over  the  uneven  roads,  once  more  down  Ramsgate's 
narrow  streets  (built  for  sociability's  sake,  probably,  and  with  the 
small  'le  amount  of  pavement,  suggesting  tight-rope  practice 

for  beginners',  towards  the  Station  on  the  sands.  Of  course,  a  waggon, 
large  enough  to  make  ten  of  my  fly  (fly-horse  included),  meets  us  at 


course  other  carts  are  behind  the  waggon,  and  other  flys  and  carts 
behind  us,  and  all  trade  in  this,  one  of  the  main  streets,  is  suddenly 
paralysed.  Of  course  all  the  drivers  of  all  the  carts  and  flys  are 
excessively  polite  and  civil  to  one  another.  Foot-passengers  retire 
into  shops  on  either  side,  and  watch  the  proceedings,  or,  rather, 
as  we  don't  proceed  at  all,  the  dead-lock. 


that  ....  Shouts  from  behind  ....  Waggoner  gives  way  to  the 
extent  of  about  a  quarter  of  an  inch,  by  nearly  emptying  his  load 
into  a  fishmonger's  window.  The  quarter  of  an  inch  does  it;  re- 
leased, we  rush  by  him — Afazeppa,  in  a  fly,  tied  to  time,  catching 
the  train — imperfect  simile,  but  thought  of,  hurriedly,  in  connection 
with  "Again  he  urges  on  his  wild,  &c.  We  round  the  market- 
place— the  flyman  defying  the  laws  of  centrifugal  force  by  trying  to 
keep  himself  straight  on  the  box— down  High  Street,  in  sight  of  the 
sea,— On  !  On ! — The  train  starts  at  three— my  watch  is  just  three — 
The  bell!  .  .  .  "Now,  Sir!"  ...  I  feel  it's  an  affair  of  shillings. 
.  .  .  Shilling  to  Porter.  He  flies  away  with  trunk— myself  after 
him,  giving  directions.  .  .  .  Shilling  to  Guard,  to  get  my  ticket 
(which  will  delay  him,  too — Aha !)  .  .  .  Shilling  to  Railway  Book- 
stall Man — I  could  give  a  shilling  to  anyone  now  who  'd  guarantee 
me  in  time  for  train. —  Any  papers?  Quick!  All  papers!  .  .  . 
Just  one  second — shilling  to  refreshment  girl  .  .  .  What  '•  (iuick  ! 
Buns? — No.  Sponge-cakes— sherry  in  a  flask.  .  .  .  "Another  six- 
pence, Sir.  please."  ...  No  time  to  argue  ..."  Take  shilling."  .  .  . 
Away ! — Carriage.  Another  shilling  to  Porter  who  opens  door  .  .  . 
Flyman  is  pursuing  me.  "  Will  I  ...  Shall  he  ...  We  are  off. 
Flyman  trots  along,  with  hand  on  carriage-door.  No  change.  Flash 
of  "thought,  sudden,  decisive,  and  satisfactory  for  all  parties : — 

"  The  lady  at  the  house  will  pay  you.  Drive  back,  and  ask  her. 
It 'sail  right." 

Ha !  ha !  The  lady  of  the  house  is  My  Aunt.  I  tTtall  be  recalled 
to  her  memory. 

In  carriage.    After  excitements— Reaction. 


NOTE  FOU  Tin:  Xosi:.— A  Perfumer's  business  ought  to  be  very 
lucrative.   Of  all  businesses  it  brings  in  the  best  per-scenfnge. 
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A    SUGGESTION. 

WHY  SHOULD  NOT  PEOPLE  AT  EVENING  PARTIES  BE  PROPERLY  LABELLED  WITH  A  NUMBER  is  SOME  CONSPICUOUS  BUT  CON- 
VENIENT PLACE,  AND  DESCRIBED  IN  A  CATALOGUE,  so  THAT  ONE  MIGHT  KNOW  WHO  THEY  WERE,  AND  ALL  ABOUT  TUEM,  WITHOUT 
TROUBLING  TUB  HOST  OR  HOSTESS  ? 


HAPPY  TIMES  IN  PEOSPECT. 

YOTOO  JOHNSTONE,  that  Boanerges  of  Bunkum,  whose  eloquence 
over  and  anon  makes  Sussex  HaU  shake  from  attic  to  area,  and 
Clerkenwell  Pump  palpitate  to  the  lowest  inch  of  its  piston-rod,  has 
lately  given  us  a  sketch  of  what  we  are  to  expect  when  the  Inter- 
national has  swamped  the  National  all  over  the  world,  and  Kings 
suppressed,  Priests  squenched,  and  Capital  made  away  with — the 
Commune  rules  the  roast,  while  rotten  old  Society,  like  .<Eson  cut 
up  and  sent  to  pot  by  his  daughter  Medea,  is  hashed  and  broiled, 
stewed  and  boiled,  young  and  strong  again,  not  without  some  expen- 
diture of  fire,  and  some  bubbling  and  seething  of  the  European 
kettle.  JOHNSTONE'S  sketch  only  extends  to  London,  it  is  true,  but 
the  war  of  the  Commune  with  Capital  extends  to  all  capitals,  and 
we  may  judge  by  the  fate  from  which  Paris  was  scarce  saved,  that 
JOHNSTONE'S  burning  eloquence  has  not  overdrawn  or  over-coloured 
the  picture  of  the  London  of  the  future  in  the  Millennial  times  of 
the  Social  and  Democratic  Republic — not  one  and  indivisible  as  it 
used  to  be  a  hundred  years  ago,  but  a  million  and  infinitely  divi- 
sible, as  Communal  arrangements  proposes  to  make  it  now-a-days. 

Here  in  JOHNSTONE'S  programme  of  his  Troynovant — his  Lonuinia 
Renovata — or  rather,  his  New  Jerusalem,  to  be  founded  where 
London  was.  Imprimis,  the  public  monuments — in  particular  the 
statues  and  columns  of  the  West  End,  are  to  be  overthrown.  Well, 
by  help  of  philosophy,  we  think  we  could  get  over  that.  Indeed,  we 
are  not  sure  that,  if  ever  JOHNSTONE  stands  at  the  bar — in  other 
words,  if  ever  folly  becomes  criminal  by  attempting  to  reduce  its 
wild  talk  into  wicked  act — he  will  not  be  able  powerfully  to  plead  in 
mitigation  of  punishment,  that  he  did  his  best  to  have  the  DUKE  OF 
YORK'S  column  and  NELSON'S  pillar  pulled  down,  and  NAPIEH  and 
HAVELOCK  coined  into  coppers. 

Then,  the  clubs  are  to  be  turned  into  hospitals,  and  the  churches 
into  social  and  democratic  clubs,  on  the  principle,  we  presume,  of 
turn  and  turn  about,  and  to  keep  up  a  kind  of  parallelism  between 
change  of  functions  in  our  buildings,  and  changes  of  status  and  style 


among  our  rulers,  when  JOHNSTONE  shall  sit  as  DISKAELI,  ODGEB 
beam  on  us  from  the  place  of  GLADSTONE,  and  LUCEAFT  rule  the 
Committee  of  Council  instead  of  FORSTEK. 

Happy  times !  with  Labour  planting  its  foot  on  the  neck  of  Capital, 
and  emancipated  Industry  taking  Wealth  by  the  throat,  and  Society 
blessing  its  new  benefactors,  and  nobody  working,  and  everybody 
playing,  and  the  larks  falling  ready  roasted  into  our  months,  and 
the  rivers  running  with  bottled  porter  and  draught  stout,  and 
tobacco-pipes,  ready  charged,  springing  spontaneously  by  the  way- 
side, and  JACK  being  as  good  as  his  master — rather  a  tarnation  sight 
better,  and  the  great  new  ZEUS,  Happy-go-Lucky,  being  installed 
as  ruler  of  the  Universe,  with  the  Chiefs  of  the  Commune  for  his 
vicegerents,  Saturn  runs  back  and  brings  the  Age  of  Gold!  0, 
happy  times,  come  quickly  ! 


AN  AWFUL  LOOK-OUT 
(For  a  certain  School  of  Sabbatarians'). 

SHUT  up  the  public-houses  on  a  Sunday  ! 

Why,  then,  we  shall  have  to  open  harmless  places  of  recreation — 
Public  Gardens,  Museums,  Picture-Galleries,  the  Crystal  Palace ! 
Goodness  gracious ! 

Commemoration  and  Cads. 

Do  Undergrads  behave  like  Cads 

At  each  Commemoration  ?    Fie  ! 
For  Oxford,  then,  and  self,  may  men 

Of  Oxford  say  "  A-cad-am-I." 


To  Sir  Francis. 

MOTTO  TO  BE  PLACED  OVER  THE  DOOK  OF  THE  NEW  ST.  THOMAS'S 
HOSPITAL. — "  Bravo,  HICKS  !  " 
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THE    CROPS. 


EICESIKR  SQUARE  this  year  promises 
to  yield  but  a  very 
small  crop — in  fact, 
so  small,  that  it  is 
expected  it  will 
scarcely  be  worth  col- 
lecting. It  has  been 
offered  to  several  en- 
terprising farmers, 
but  they  nave  all  in- 
dignantly declined 
the  offer,  declaring 
that  it  would  not 
even  pay  for  the  cut- 
ting. Whether  this 
pitiable  deficiency  is 
owing  to  the  absence 
of  sun,  or  the  long 
prevalence  of  the 
easterly  winds,  or 
the  unusual  pre- 
ponderance of  brick- 
bats, which  have 
fallen  this  season  in 
swarms  more  than 
sufficient  at  once  to 
create  a  blight  on  the 
most  luxuriant  soil, 
or  whether  it  is  to 
be  attributable  to  the 
withdrawal  of  the 
dancing-licence  from 
the  Alnambra,  it  is 
impossible  to  tell ; 
but  the  calamity  is 
to  be  a  thousand  times  regretted,  inasmuch  as  the  close  proximity 
of  the  Square  to  the  neighbouring  Haymarket  would  have  rendered 
the  sale  of  the  produce  of  the  very  easiest  description,  and  the 
result,  if  at  all  favourable,  might  have  been  a  golden  harvest, 
such  as  this  highly-devastated  district  has  not  known  for  years.  As 
it  is,  "the  Headless  Horseman"  (the  original  of  CAPTAIN  MAYNE 
UEID'S  thrilling  romance),  who  represents  fallen  Royalty  in  the 
centre  of  the  enclosure,  looks  knocked  all  of  a  heap  in  consequence. 


,.,-J 


CONUNDRUM. 
DEAR  PUNCH, 

My  first  is  called  JACK,  my  second  is  what 
The  Conqueror  was,  and  what  I  am  not. 
My  whole  is  a  creature  that  walks  about 
On  a  couple  of  legs.     Can  you  find  it  out  ? 

Would  you  be  surprised,  Mr.  Punch,  to  hear  that  the  answer  to 
this  is  l)ni--l;inij  f  My  first,  Jack-7>n?t'.  My  second,  WILLIAM,  the 
first  King  of  Kn.irlaud.  My  third,  a  Dorking.  If  you  are  surprised, 
say  so,  and  make  no  stranger  of 

Yours,  conundrumically, 

COUNT  FARRAGO  THE  FIRST. 


A  CAUTION  TO  THIEYES. 

THE  converse  of  the  adage  N«  stitor  ultra  crepiilam  is  observed  at 
the  Home  Office.  As  a  contemporary  justly  remarks : — 

"The  police  are  indefatigable  in  their  care  of  the  street  side  of  the  base- 
ment of  inhabited  houses— more  indefatigable,  perhaps,  than  is  necessary, 
considering  that  the  tramp  of  the  constable,  whom  officialism  refuses  to  ahoe 
in  noiseless  india-rubber,  is  generally  heard  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off." 

If  MR.  ODGEB  had  got  into  Parliament,  if  he  had  succeeded  there 
insomuch  as  to  have  obtained  a  place  in  the  Ministry,  and  if  that 
place  were  the  office  of  Home  Secretary,  it  would,  in  one  particular, 
be  very  much  more  ably  filled  than  it  is  now.  Shoes  are  beyond 
ME.  BBITCE,  but  Mu.  ODGEB  could  take  care  that  the  Police  were 
shod  properly,  with  a  view  to  their  increased  efficiency.  At  any 
rate  he  would  be  able  to  make  arrangements  for  that  purpose,  and 
we  trust  that  he  would  make  them,  notwithstanding  his  connection 
with  the  "  International"  Association. 

As  it  is,  one  would  think,  not  knowing  better,  that  the  Police  were 
supplied  with  boots  by  parties  in  the  pay  of  the  predatory  classes, 
and  that  those  boots,  wnich  cause  Policemen  to  tramp  so  heavily  as 
to  give  timely  warning  of  their  approach  to  thieves,  were  made  ex- 


pressly with  intent  to  that  end.  It  would  seem  as  if  the  Police, 
since  they  cannot  be  brought  to  go  about  springing  their  rattles,  had 
been  surreptitiously  shod  with  boots  designed  to  answer  the  same 
purpose  as  the  rattle-snake's  tail. 


INSl'IKITIXU   CHANT 

(For  June,  1871). 
pile  up  the  logs! 


Pile  'em  up  on  the  do^s ! 
And,  warmed  by  spiced  wine, 


sing  a  tune ! 


Kill,  till  up  my  rummer, 
Boys,  here  '«  to  the  Summer — 
The  shivering  weather  of  June  ! 

To-morrow  the  hounds 
Shall  meet  on  my  grounds 

Unless  a  hard  frost  comes  too  soon  ; 
If  so,  through  my  gates 
To  the  lake  with  our  skates. 

Hurrah  !  for  the  gay  sports  of  June  ! 


ON  THEIR  WORST  BEHAVIOUR. 

"The  Public  Orator  then  delivered  the  Crewcian  Oration,  but  (juiti  in 
dumb  sliow,  the  uproar  in  the  Undergraduates'  Gallery  drowning  his  voice 
from  beginning  to  end  with  senselesi  and  inarticulate  roars." 

IT  is  necessary  to  state,  for  the  information  of  those  who  are  not 
acquainted  with  the  peculiar  customs  of  our  seat*  of  learning,  that 
this  is  an  extract  from  an  account  of  the  unmannerly  proceedings 
at  the  Oxford  Commemoration  held  in  the  year  1*71.  The  fittest 
comment  that  can  be  made  upon  it  is,  that  the  proper  functionary 
to  deliver  an  oration  (short  and  sharp  and  sternj  to  a  crew  so 
outrageous  and  silly  would  be  a  policeman. 


MAKING  PROGRESS. 

"  We  undentand  that  the  Treasury  and  MR.  STREET,  the  architect,  are  at 
present  engaged  in  correspondence  as  to  the  elevation  of  the  Law  Courts." 

Tms  raises  our  hopes.  We  trust  the  result  of  the  correspondence 
about  their  elevation  will  be  the  speed/  raising  of  the  Courts.  The 
year  1900  will  now,  probably,  see  the  completion  of  these  buildings, 
and  also  of  the  new  National  Gallery  and  Natural  History  Museum. 
The  Wellington  Monument  might  be  thrown  open  for  public  inspec- 
tion at  the  same  time.  (N.B.  This  will  be  the  last  appearance  of  the 
LORD  MAYOR  and  Corporation  of  London  in  an  official  capacity.) 


DISORGANISATION  OF  THE  ARMY. 

How  could  we  ever,  if  at  war,  carry  the  war  into  the  enemy's 
country  if  the  law  were  what  MR.  W.  M.  TORRENS  proposes  it  should 
be ;  namely  that  "  no  person  enlisted  as  a  soldier  in  any  regiment  of 
cavalry  or  of  the  line  shall  be  called  upon  to  serve  HER  MAJESTY 
out  of  the  United  Kingdom  until  he  shafl  have  attained  the  age  of 
twenty  years  ?  "  We  should  then  have  no  cavalry  for  foreign  ser- 
vice except  men  who  had  all  reached  their  majority,  and,  in  so  far 
as  we  should  not  have  any  minors  in  our  foot  regiments,  no  infantry 
at  all.  

Going,  Going! 

A  DEBATE  in  the  House  of  Commons  on  the  New  Forest  has  in- 
formed us  of  "the  sale  of  incomparable  old  trees  for  firewood"— 
"an  ancient  yew- wood  contemporaneous  with  the  Conqueror,' 
having  fetched  as  much  as  £60 1  We  would  suggest  to  those  who 
have  the  mismanagement  of  this  sort  of  thing  that  a  great  deal  of 
money,  much  more  than  sixty  pounds,  might  be  made  by  selling  the 
old  castles  'and  other  picturesque  but  unproductive  ruins,  the  pro- 
perty of  the  Crown,  for  building  or  paving  materials. 


Cadmus  and  Card-well. 

CARDWELL  and  CADMUS  are  names  that  may  be  associated  other- 
wise than  by  alliteration.  CADMUS  slew  a  Dragon ;  CARDWELL  has 
a  Dragon  to  slay,  namely,  Purchase.  He  will  then  be  in  a  position, 
as  it  were,  to  sow  the  Dragon's  teeth,  as  CADMUS  did,  and  reap  the 
same  crop.  What  a  pity  that  Purchase  is  not  a  material  Dragon, 
for  then  its  teeth  would  enable  CADMUS  CARDWELL  to  recruit  the 
British  Army  at  considerably  less  expense  than  he  probably  will. 
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AND    CABMAN    NOT    SO    VERY    WRONG. 

Irish  and  Irate  Cabby.  "  WHAT  D  'YE  MANE  RUNNING  FORNENST  THE  HORSE'S 
HEAD  ?  IF  1  HAD  KNOCKED  YE  DOWN,  AND  KILT  YE,  YE  'D  BE  JUMPIN'  TIP  AN' 
BLAMING  ME." 


OUR  MEN  FOR  OUR  MONEY. 

ARMY  Reorganisation, 

Presto !  will  soon  be  complete 
For  the  defence  of  the  Nation, 

Chancing  the  Navy's  defeat. 
Soon  as  discussion  is  ended, 

Work  will  be  straightway  begui. 
All  that  we  need  is  intended  ; 

No  less  than  that  will  be  done.! 

Only  think,  this  present  Session 

When  we  began,  where  were  we! 
Open  to  foreign  aggression 

Utterly,  but  for  the  Sea.  - 
Ere  the  next  Session  commences 

There  '11  be  an  end  of  alarms. 
We  shall,  with  perfect  defences, 

Match  any  nation  in  arms. 

They  are  to  cost  not  a  penny] 

As  for  the  nation  at  larpe. 
Pay  will  the  Few  for  the  Many ; 

Some  incomes  bear  the  whole  charge. 
Onlv  the  Income-tax  payers 

All  the  cost  have  to  defray. 
Isn't  that  fair  ?    Let  gainsayers 

Render  what  answer  they  may. 

How  would  it  be,  for  the  money 

If  there  were  little  to  show  ? 
Strangers  would  think  it  was  funny 

Victims  to  sacrifice  so. 
And,  "0  Rose,  Shamrock,  and  Thistle! 

How  many  millions,"  they  'd  say, 
",Do  you,  for  your  penny  wnistle, 

Doom  those  poor  wretches  to  pay  ?  " 


Lea  Absinthes  Ont  Toujours  Tort. 
ABSINTHE  is,  by  some  people,  regarded  as  a  chief  one 
among  the  many  causes  of  the  decadence  of  France.  Men 
holding  this  opinion  might,  if  they  would  make  a  point 
of  it,  observe  that,  inasmuch  as  Ireland  has  been  very 
nearly  ruined  by  her  Absentees,  so  France  has  been  en- 
dangered, also,  by  her  Absinthe-tees. 


PHILISTINES  AND  THEIR  FOES. 

A  GERMAN,  enjoying  the  protection  of  this  country,  abuses  it, 
after  the  customary  fasnion  of  foreigners,  in  the  Allgemeine  Zeitung. 
He  proposes  that  the  EMPEROR  OF  GERMANY  should  undertake  our 
regeneration  in  the  capacity  of  another  WILLIAM  THE  CONQUEROR. 
We  all  know  that  the  sort  of  Germans  of  whom  this  writer  is  a 
specimen,  call  us  names,  and  that  one  of  these  names,  implying 
stolid  narrow-mindedness,  is  also  the  name  of  an  ancient  people 
of  Syria.  He  may  accordingly  consider  that  KAISER  WILHELM, 
would,  in  invading  us,  smite  the  Philistines.  Accepting  for  JOHN 
BULL  the  name  of  Philistine,  we  would  not  say  that  our  guest  and 
enemy  is  another.  Doubtless  he  is  not.  On  the  contrary,  per- 
adventure,  he  is  one  of  those  gentlemen  whose  forefathers  were  the 
Philistines'  peculiar  enemies. 

HIGH  PRACTICAL  JOKE. 

A  BRILLIANT  idea,  as  at  first  proposed,  has  since  been  improved  in 
brilliancy,  according  to  the  statement  thus  noticed  by  the  Times  • 

"  WESTMINSTER  CLOCK  TOWEB  LIGHT.— It  is  stated  that  the  light  to  be 
exhibited  on  the  great  clock  tower  at  Westminster  during  the  sitting  of  Par- 
liament will  not  be  a  lime  light,  but  the  magneto-electric  light,  which  is 
much  more  brilliant." 

The  more  striking  will  be  the  contrast  between  the  light  placed 
above  St.  Stephen's,  and  the  speeches  which  continue,  whilst  it 
shines  there,  to  be  made  inside. 


Height  of  Aggravation. 

_  WET  morning— bad  street  band  in  full  blare  before  the  house  of 
literary  man,  writing  an  article,  and  suffering  from  toothache — 
loud  ring  at  the  bell— servant  called  off  from  a  pressing  domestic 
duty,  making  the  beds,  or  minding  the  baby,  or  something  of  the 
sort— proceeds  the  whole  length  of  the  front  garden  to  find  at  the 
gate  one  of  the  instrumentalists,  who  invites  payment  for  the 
torture  inflicted  by  himself  and  his  fellow  fiends. 


FRENCH  AND  ENGLISH  FINANCE. 


WHEN  shall  we  hear  a  CHANCELLOR 
such  a  financial  statement  as  that  made 
by  M.  THIEBS  ?  "  Never,  let  us  hope," 
who  only  consider  that  M.  THIERS  had 
£65,000,000.  But  if  they  belong  to  the 
taxes  for  the  rest  of  the  community,  let 
which  states  that — 


OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  make 
the  other  day  at  Versailles 
will  be  the  answer  of  those 
to  provide  for  a  deficit  of 
privileged  classes  who  pay 
them  ponder  the  telegram 


"  In  reply  to  M.  GERMAIN,  the  Chief  of  the  Executive  declared  that  he 
would  never  associate  his  name  with  the  establishment  of  an  Income-tax  m 
France." 

Fancy  what  sort  of  a  Budget  we  should  be  presented  with  if 
England  were  in  the  plight  of  France,  and  MR.  LOWE  in  the  place 
of  M.  THIERS.  The  tax  with  which  M.  THZEES  will  not  associate 
his  name  would  be  that  which  MR.  LOWE  would  not  scruple  to 
impose  on  a  part  of  the  people.  M.  THIEHS  will  make  no  concession 
to  Communism.  Taxes  are  not  pleasant  things,  but  they  manage 
these  things  better  in  France,  even  under  difficulties  compared  to 
which  our  own  circumstances  are  easy.  They  manage  them  without 
confiscation. 

Sad  Change. 

ONE  of  the  most  amiable  and  gentle  of  men,  who  had  hithertc 
borne  the  character  of  being  the  best  of  husbands,  actually  boastec 
the  other  evening  to  a  friend  who  dropped  in  unexpectedly,  that  he 
had  that  moment  beaten  his  wife  hollow.  The  unhappy  lady  was 
found  close  to  a  chess-table. 


Misplaced  Confidence. 

GREAT  confusion  seems  to  have  been  created  by  the  misplacing  o: 

a  foot-note  in  the  second  Vol.  of  LORD  BROUGHAM'S  Autobiography 

From  this,  we  infer,  that  it  isn't  every  foot-note  that  is  to  be  con 

strued  literally  au  pied  de  la  lettre. 
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XI 


A!    CHRISTMAS!"  shouted  Mn.  PUNCH,  upspringing  from  his  nap,     "Jolly  Old  CHRISTMAS,  crowned  with  holly, 
and  bearing  the  wassail  bovrl.     Show  him  in.     Show  him  in." 

"  Crowned  with  fiddlesticks,  and  bearing  your  grandmother,"  replied  an  exceedingly  well-attired  elderly  gentleman, 
unfastening  an  Uhter  coat,  and  protruding  a  Gibus  hat.  "  Good  morning,  MR.  PUNCH.  The  weather  is  not  pleasant. 
Do  not  let  your  dog  jump  upon  me,  as  his  legs  look  muddy." 

"  The  cold  which  should  belong  to  the  season  seems  to  have  settled  in  your  heart,"  muttered  MB.  PUNCH,  offended 
at  this  iciness  on  the  part  of  his  old  friend. 

"  Epigrammatically  sentimental,"  said  MH.  CHRISTMAS,  taking  off  his  great-coat,  and  lighting  a  cigarette.  "  Any- 
thing going  on  ?  " 

"  There  'a  a  question  from  Him  !  At  Yuletide  !  At  his  own  season  !  Has  anything  happened  to  you,  my  dear 
old  boy  '!  Let  us  heap  on  more  wood,  and  while  the  roaring  log  emits  its  festive  fireworks,  let  us  drain  a  foaming  goblet 
in  your  honour." 

"  Let  us  heap  on  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  blandly.  "  The  room  is  too  hot  already  ;  but  until 
we  get  rid  of  hearths  and  stoves,  and  have  air-pipes,  rooms  will  never  be  properly  warmed.  As  for  the  goblet,  I  never  take 
anything  but  water  before  dinner,  unless  perhaps  a  glass  of  the  driest  sherry." 

"  And  this  is  CHRISTMAS  !  "  shouted  MR.  PUNCH,  aghast.  "  This  mild  Epicurean  is  the  type  of  roystering  mirth, 
the  incarnation  of  revelry." 

"  It  appears  to  me,  my  dear  MB.  PUNCH,"  said  MB.  CHRISTMAS,  "  that  you  are  a  very  worthy  person,  but  rather 
addicted  to  conventional  ideas.  Suppose  you  get  out  of  that  old  groove,  and  cease  to  talk  nonsense.  Why  am  I  to  be  for 
ever  hailed  as  a  semi-tipsy  buffoon,  with  a  red  face  and  an  idiotic  goggle  ?  Why  is  my  name  to  be  the  type  of  absurdity 
and  excess  ?  " 

"  0,  this  is  too  much,"  said  ME.  PUNCH,  rather  in  sorrow  than  in  anger.     "  Has  CHBISTMAS  taken  the  Pledge  ?  " 

"  No,  my  dear,  but  excha'Je  friend.  I  am  for  no  extremes.  But  why  persons  should  eat  and  drink  more  than 
is  good  for  them,  because  your  admirable  Almanack  indicates  the  end  of  December,  I  do  not  see.  I  regret  that  you 
lend  yourself  to  such  doctrine." 


IV 
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"I  —  I  —  this  is  a  frightful  dream,"  gasped  MB.  PUNCH.  "  Bito  me  in  my  lo^  —  at  loa»t,  in  tho  leg  of  my  chair, 
TOBT,  that  I  may  wake.  Am  I  in  Wonderland,  with  darling  ALICE,  or  ain  I  Through  the  Looking-Glass,  going  to  kill 
the  Jabberwock  ?  " 

"  Neither,  my  Beamish  Boy.  But  you  are  hearing  good  sense.  And,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  will  you  be 
good  enough  to  take  down  that  abominable  caricature  of  me,  I  mean  that  Guy  with  the  stick  and  lantern  ?  If  there 
was  ever  any  fun  in  such  presentments,  it  is  as  much  worn  out  as  a  Pantomime  joke." 

"  He  scoffs  at  Pantomimes  !      The  world  is  at  au  end." 

"  I  never  scoff,  but  my  imagination  is  equal  to  depicting  even  a  better  thing  than  a  Pantomime.  I  rejoice  that 
such  works  as  Pyijmalwn  are  beginning  to  find  acceptation.  It  is  a  good  sign." 

"  CHKISTMAS,"  said  MR.  PUNCH,  in  the  greatest  rago,  "you  know  what  tho  servant  in  She  Stoops  to  Conqurr 
says  about  the  joke  of  Grouse  in  the  gun-room.  Now  1  've  been  laughing  at  you  for  years,  and  I  'm  not  going 
to  leave  off  uo\v." 

"  Of  course,  MB.  PUNCH,  I  can  say  no  more.  A  gentleman  cannot  dictate  to  his  company,  but  he  can  choose  it. 
I  have  protested  against  your  old-fashioned  notions  of  cheerfulness;  I  have  now  the  honour  to  leave  you  to  jour  own 
Society." 

"  0  CHKISTMAS  !  "  said  MB.  PUNCH,  bursting  out  wilh  a  Niagara  of  tears.  "  Are  we  to  part  thus'?  After  so  many 
years!  We  have  been  friends  together,  We  have  laughed  at  little  jests.  Also  We  two  have  paddled  in  tho  burn 
From  morning  until  dine.  To  be  wroth  with  those  we  Jove  doth  work  like  madness  on  the  brain.  May  we  ne'er  want 
a  friend  or  a  bottle  to  give  him.  The  heart  issues  bills  that  art!  never  protested  When  drawn  on  the  firm  of  Wife, 
Children  &  Friends.  Friendship,  cm  tlur  my  anchor's  east,  Thou  wilt  be  with  me  till  the  last.  Friend  of  the  Brave, 
in  danger's  darkest  hour  Intrepid  Virtue  (that  's  me  looks  to  thee  for  ower.  But  fier  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  i 


danger's  darkest  hour  Intrepid 
—  Revenge  his  leader,  and  despair  his 


(that  's    me)  looks    to     thee  for  power.     But  fiery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tide 


MB.  PUNCH  has  mvcr  ken  able  to  explain  to  himself,  quite  satisfactorily,  by  what  process  he  pasted  from  the 
delivery  of  his  essfiy  on  friendship'  to  the  following  tituution.  But  somehow  he  shook  oil'  a  dreadful  nightmare,  and 
found  himself  and  FATHER  CmubTiiA*,  with  a  big  bit  of  holly  iu  his  stiff  old  hat  (no  Gibus),  pledging  one  another  at 
a  table  that  was  no  other  than  MH.  PUNCH'S 
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ROYALTY    AT    DOVER. 

His  MAJESTY  PEDRO  II.,  Emperor  of  Brazil,  and  HER  MAJESTY 
TIIEKKSA.  Empress  thereof,  are  in  England,  and  are  heartily  wel- 
come. The  EMPEROR,  born  1825,  is  a  direct  descendant  of  the 
House  of  Braganza ;  the  EMPRESS,  born  1822,  is  daughter  of  the  late 
KING  FRANCIS  I.,  of  the  Two  Sicilies.  No,  you  did  not  know  all 
about  them,  and  in  your  private  mind  you  are  much  obliged  to 
Mr.  Punch  for  the  information. 

Their  Majesties  landed  at  Dover.  Do  not  be  alarmed,  nothing 
unpleasant  occurred.  For  "  by  the  particular  and  especial  desire  of 
the  EMPEROR  and  EMTEESS  there  was  no  kind  of  address  or  reception 
by  the  Mayor  and  Corporation  of  Dover."  Punch  is  read  in  Brazil, 
and  the  Royal  visitors  came  on  to  London  unmolested. 

Still.  Dover  was  equal  to  the  occasion,  and  the  following  address 
would  have  been  delivered  by  the  Mayor,  if  he  had  been  permitted 
to  make  it.  Mr.  Punch  will  not  say  now  he  obtained  a  copy  of  the 
document,  but  it  was  not  sent  up  by  MR.  ALDERMAN  REES,  who 
told  the  Dover  Council,' the  other  day,  "  not  to  make  fools  of  them- 
selves," and  as  the  Council  persisted  in  performing  that  operation, 
declared  that  he  would  write  to  Mr.  Punch  that  very  night  and  tell 
of  them.  We  distinctly  affirm  that  we  are  not  indebted  to  Ma. 
REES  for  the  intended  address. 

DOVER  TO  THE  EMPEROR  AND  EMPRESS. 

"  Please  your  Majesties,  this  is  Dover,  and  we  are  very  glad  to  see 
you.  You  may  have  heard  of  Dover,  and  probably  of  Dover's  Pow- 
ders, which  are  a  very  good  medicine,  especially  after  sea-sickness, 
which  we  hope  that  you  have  not  endured.  We,  on  our  part,  have 
reciprocally  heard  01  Brazil,  which  we  know  to  be  somewhere  in 
America,  and  where  Brazil  nuts  come  from.  They  are  bad  to  crack 
with  the  teeth,  but  rather  nice,  all  the  same.  1  our  Majesties  may 
have  heard  of  that  talented  but  immoral  poet,  the  late  LORD  BYRON. 
Well,  in  a  poem,  he  told  the  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON  to  '  go  and 
dine  from  off  the  plate  presented  by  the  EMPEROR  OF  BRAZILS.' 
Well,  what  do  you  think  ?  Deign  to  cast  your  Imperial  eyes  up 
there.  That  is  Dover  Castle,  and  there  the  great  DUKE  OF  WEL- 
LINGTON used  to  live  for  many  a  year  ;  but  he  does  not  live  there 
now,  because  he  is  dead.  LORD  GRANVTLLE  lives  there  now ;  that 
is,  not  at  this  moment,  because  he  is  in  London,  the  British  metro- 
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polis,  but  that  Castle  is  his  place.  We  should  have  liked  to  address 
you  in  poetry,  but  we  have  no  poets  in  Dover,  and  we  can  only 
borrow  some  verses  written  a  long  time  ago : — 


Princely  offspring  of  Braganza, 
'Dover'  greets  thee  with  a  stanza. 

Your  Majesty  the  Emperor  is  called  PEDRO,  which  means  Peter, 
and,  by  a  curious  coincidence,  you  arrive  here  on  the  29th  of  June, 
which  is  St.  Peter's  day ;  not  that  we  are  Roman  Catholics,  but  we 
have  the  greatest  toleration  for  all  other  sects,  trusting  you  will  in 
time  be  brought  to  see  better  things.  We  hope  that  your  Majesties 
will  like  this  country,  though  it  is  much  smaller  than  your  own. 
We  should  have  liked  to  show  you  Dover,  only  there  is  nothing 
whatever  to  see  in  it,  and  we  do  not  like  to  offer  you  anything  to  eat, 
because  when  one  comes  off  a  sea-voyage  eating  and  drinking  are 
not  acceptable.  But  we  beg  your  Majesties  not  to  believe  what  is 
said  about  us  in  this  country ;  namely,  that  we  are  exceptionally 
stupid  people.  We  are  not  so  ;  quite  the  contrary,  and  some  of  us 
can  read  and  spell  very  well  indeed.  We  are  also  celebrated  for  our 
Christian  Young  Men,  who  are  uncommonly  fine  specimens  of 
that  race.  We  think  that  it  is  wicked  to  laugh,  but  this  is  a  free 
country,  and  every  person  has  a  right  to  his  own  opinions.  We 
are  sorry  to  hear  that  the  Sabbath  is  not  better  observed  in  your 
Majesties'  country,  and  we  hope  you  will  rectify  this,  and  a  bundle 
of  tracts  on  the  subject  shall  be  sent  to  ,yonr  Majesties'  address  in 
London.  What  the  ties  may  be  that  connect  England  with  Brazil, 
we  have  not  the  smallest  idea,  but  we  hope  that  they  may  be 
strengthened  by  your  visit.  We  have  heard  that  Brazil  was  so  called 
from  its  red  wood.  We  have  no  red  wood  in  England,  but  there  is 
a  magazine  in  Scotland  called  Blackwood,  and  though  we  never  read 
such  works,  as  they  do  not  tend  to  edification,  we  have  been  told  that 
it  contains  a  clever  article  called  the  Battle  of  Dorking.  With  these 
sentiments  imperfectly  but  respectfully  addressed  to  your  Majesties, 
we  congratulate  you  on  arriving  on  British  soil,  we  trust  that  your 
sojourn  may  be  blessed  to  you,  and  that  you  may  return  in  peace 
and  happiness  to  your  own  island." 


"  THE  Hoot  OF  NEED." — You  cannot  help  knowing  it,  for  when 
it  does  come  it  is  sure  to  Strike  One. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


OXIMY,  JIIIIK  26th.  EARL  DE  GREY  AND  RIPON 
(GEORGE  FREDERICK  SAMUEL  ;  yes,  SAMUKI, 
KoinxsoN,    born     1827  ;    motto,    Quahs    ab 
Incepto)  takes  a  new   title,  which    ts,  in  A 
sense,  "the  same  as 
from  the  beginning," 
inasmuch  as  he  be- 
comes  the   MARQ.UIS 
(well,  MABQUESS,   if 

S>u  like)  OF  BJPON. 
e,  as  a  valuable 
public  servant,  has 
earned  any  honour  he 
may  desire;  but  the 
Marquisate,  which  we 
do  decline  to  spell 
"  Marquessate,"  has 
been  conferred  in  ac- 
knowledgment of  his 
services  anent  the 
American  Treaty. 
To-night  he  took  the 
oaths,  and  subscribed 
the  Golden  Roll  with 
his  new  title.  _  Long 
niay  he  enjoy  it !  He 
is  a  good  debater,  so 
we  will  quote  JAMES 
HOGG,  Ettrick  Shep- 
herd, for  the  benefit 
of  his  Lordship's  ad- 
versaries : — 

"  Let  them  beware  the 
Ripon  brand." 

That's  funny!  By 
St.  Andrew,  that 's 

funny.  Scarcely  had  we  writ  "  brand  "  when  we  came  to  the  next  Parliamentary  item. 
MR.  MACFIE  brought  up  the  subject  of  the  Herring  Brand.  Eh,  Sirs,  but  that 's  just  a 
coincidence.  We  and  the  Dutch  are  to  agree,  if  we  can,  about  abolishing  the  last 
mentioned  brand.  We  don't  see  why,  as  brandered  herrings  are  uncommonly  good.  But 
from  a  Marquess  to  a  herring — that's  just  awful  familiar,  Man. 

The  Commons  had  a  Ballot  night.  MR.  HENRY  JAMES  made  a  high-class  speech— 
possibly  as  good  a  one  as  could  be  made— in  favour  of  the  Ballot ;  but  h»  admitted 
that  the  day  of  its  passing  would  he  one  of  humiliation  to  this  country.  MR.  HARDY 
denounced  it  as  a  measure  intended  for  the  benefit  of  the  Mean,  the  Cowardly,  the  Dis- 
honest. The  MARQUIS  OF  HABTINGTON  defended  it,  contending  that  humble  and 
dependent  Voters  needed  protection.  There  was  more  debate,  hut  as  nobody  can  invent 
any  other  arguments  than  are  comprised  in  the  above  condensation,  Mr.  Punch  will 
merely  state  that  there  was  adjournment,  with  understanding  between  the  Chiefs  that 
another  night  was  to  see  the  business  out.  Memorandum.  This  compact  was  kept, 
although  lots  of  Members  wanted  to  speak.  Moral.  The  leaders  can  bring  things  to 
an  end  when  they  like.  Second  Moral.  We  are  very  near  the  end  of  the  Session,  and 
very  little  work  has  been  done. 

Mr.  Punch  apprises  all  Thirsty  Souls  that  the  Bill  for  further  limiting  the  hours  of 
refreshment  on  Sunday  was  ejected  by  69  to  51.  "  Not  as  deep  as  a  well,  nor  as  .wide  as 
a  church-door,  but  'twill  serve,"  that  stab  at  an  oppressive  proposal. 

Tuesday.  The  DUKE  OF  RICHMOND  said,  "  and  wisely  was  it  said."  that  if  the  Govern- 
ment will  not  send  Bills  up  to  the  Lords  in  good  time,  it  will  be  the  Government's  faull 

if and  so  on.    We  have  heard  the  remark  before.    But  this  Session  it  hath  a  meaning 

which  may  point  itself  out  presently.    Many  of  the  Lords  are  Soldiers.    Enough. 

In  the  Commons  we  had  immense  fun.  Perhaps  MR.  AYRTON  did  not  think  so,  but  then 
he  is  only  one,  and  but  for  seeming  slightly  rude,  we  should  add  that  we  rejoice  in  his 
uniqueness.  MR.  BERESFORD  HOPE  did  certainly,  in  the  Civil  Estimates  discussion,  esti- 
mate MR.  AYHTON'S  civilities  to  MR.  BARRY  at  an  exceeding  low  figure.  And  when  we 
came  to  the  question  of  the  Crypt,  and  MR.  AYRTON.  sitting  in  a  House  called  but  the  other 
day  St.  Stephen's  Chapel,  and  under  the  shadow  of  St.  Peter's,  and  within  hearing  of  St 
Margaret's  bells/proclaimed  his  belief  that  with  the  Reformation  the  names  of  Saints 
were  withdrawn  from  public  buildings,  we  did  laugh.  Nor  was  our  mirth  abated  by 
MR.  AYRTON'S  thinking  that  because  coals  had  been  placed  in  the  Crypt  it  was  a  mere 
coal-cellar.  Speaking  seriously,  MR.  AYRTON  tried  to  outrage  the  feelings  of  those  for 
whom  architectural  art  has  a  meaning ;  but  then  what  is  the  use  of  speaking  seriously 
about  our  Vandal-yEdile  ?  We  voted  much  money,  including  £20,500  for  the  National 
Gallery,  and  £42,5-17  for  Science  and  Art  buildings — need  we  say  where  ? — and  then  we 
were  Counted  Out. 

Wednesday.  MR.  WIIALLEY  gave  notice  that  he  should  oppose  a  Count-Out  until  half- 
an-hour  should  have  elapsed  after  the  discovery  that  there  were  not  forty  Members  present. 
He  did  not  explain  how  the  POPE  manages  to  cause  Counts-Out,  but  this  explanation  will 
be  looked  for. 

MR.  WEST — the  very  word  has  a  comfort  in  the  days  of  the  east  wind — moved  the 
Second  Reading  of  a  Bill  for  doing  away  with  the  Pew  system.  There  were  some  amusing 


things  said  on  a  subject  which  does  not  exactly 
suggest  levity.  MR.  BERESFORD  HOPE  told 
this  story : — 

' '  He  remembered  having  many  years  ago  to  seek 
i  church  where  his  household  could  worship.  He 
went  to  the  individual  who  let  the  pews  in  a  chapel 
of  ease  near  his  residence,  and  he  said  he  wished  to 
:ake  a  pew.  The  man  produced  a  plan,  and  he 
selected  the  one  nearest  the  pulpit  and  the  reading 
desk.  But  unluckily  he  dropped  the  observation 
.hat  the  pew  was  for  his  servants,  whereupon  the 
man  said,  '  You  don't  mean  that  you  are  taking  the 
)ew  for  your  livery  servants.'  On  his  saying, 
'  Yes,  I  am,'  he  received  the  reply,  '  Then  I  cannot 
^et  it  you,  for  if  livery  servants  were  to  come  to  the 
sew,  all  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  the  neighbouring 
riews  would  cease  to  attend.'  (Hear,  hear,  and 
Laughter.)" 

HE.  HKSLEY  "  did  not  believe  that  the  humbler 
jlasses  themselves  desired  to  see  the  parish  churches 
managed  in  such  a  way  as  to  allow  the  costermonger 
a  seat  beside  that  of  a  duchess.  It  reminded  him 
of  the  couplet  which  says  that — 

'  Something  the  Devil  delights  to  see 
Is  the  pride  that  apes  humility.'  " 

The  Bill  was  rejected,  and  then  from  the 
Church  we  got  into  the  Churchyard,  and  dis- 
cussed the  Burials  Bill.  On  proposal  that  a 
recognised  Preacher  should  be  allowed  to  per- 
form what  service  he  pleased,  LORD  HENRY 
SCOTT  sarcastically  enumerated  some  dissent- 
ing bodies,  whose  names  may  be  new  to  the 
Pensive  Public.  He  mentioned  Derbyites, 
(laughter),  Deists,  Freethinkers,  Socialists, 
Kellyites,  Seceders,  Separatists,  the  Sinners 
saved  by  Grace,  and  Walkerites. 

Thursday.  LORD  ORANMORE  wanted  to  get 
the  Lords  to  denounce  the  American  Treaty. 
He  declared  that  the  speeches  that  had  been 
made  against  it  were  "wanting  intone,"  and 
that  EARL  RUSSELL'S  address  only  had  the  true 
John  Bull  ring.  However,  the  Lords  were  not 
inclined  to  oblige  him. 

Commons  took  the  Ballot  Debate.  MR.  BEN- 
TINCK  opposed  the  measure,  but  would  do 
nothing,  the  old  Tory,  that  could  help  MR. 
DISRAELI  back  to  office.  MR.  BERNAL  OSBOHXE 
was  unusually  smart,  even  for  him,  and  MK. 
FORSTER  made  an  able  speech  for  secret  voting 
— he  is  no  "  convertite."  SIR  STAFFORD  NORTH- 
COTE  thought  that  voters  ought  to  be  ready  to 
be  martyrs  for  principle.  MR.  GLADSTONE 
said  there  was  choice  of  evils.  To  vote  publicly 
was  to  discharge  one's  duty  in  the  noblest 
manner,  hut  intimidation,  riot,  disorder,  de- 
manded the  secret  system.  MR.  DISRAELI 
scoffed  at  the  "  mechanical  majority"  which 
would  carry  the  Bill,  and  gave  an  agreeable 
sketch  of  MR.  GLADSTONE  as  the  one  man  who, 
in  a  rather  well  disposed  and  moderate  House, 
was  always  agitating  about  Organic  Changes. 
On  division  as  to  adjournment,  the  Opposition 
had  218  against  340,  and  on  the  main  question 
the  Ballot  got  324  votes  against  230— Majority 
for  secresy,  94,  and  the  Bill  went  into  Com- 
mittee. ''And  when  goes  hence?"  as  Lady 
Macbeth  asks. 

Friday.  LORD  SALISBURY  carried  an  address 
for  preventing  the  Endowed  Schools  Commis- 
sion from  converting  the  Emanuel  Charity 
Boys  into  pupils  of  a  good  school. 

LORD  ELCHO  made  a  slashing  speech  against 
the  Army  Bill,  and  after  a  spirited  wrangle, 
he  was  defeated  by  212  to  30.  Then_wehad 
question  about  the  Crown  and  Chalice  cap- 
tured in  Abyssinia,  for  which  our  soldiers 
claim  to  he  paid.  MR.  GLADSTONE  held  that 
we  had  no  right  to  take  these  articles,  but 
would  manage  the  claim  somehow,  and  restore 
the  prizes  when  some  lawful  Abyssinian  autho- 
rity could  receive  them.  MR.  HENLEY  agreed 
that  the  soldiers  had  been  set  on  to  something 
like  church  robbery.  Though  they  had  Orders, 
they  had  not  a  mission  to  "  lay  their  hands  on 
every  chalice  and  patten." 
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IMMEDIATE. 


A 
^  IfV  R.  PUNCH, 

U  SOMETHING  terrible  is  in  prospect,  something:  so 

depressing  that  I  have  hardly  heart  to  write  to  you 

%    II    m     about  it,  and  implore  your  attention,  and  public  atten- 

o^C^bB    ti°n<  aml  especially  the  attention  of  everybody  who  has 

to  live  in  London,  to  what  is  threatening. 

As  time  is  precious,  and  delays  are  dangerous — for  something 
must  be  done,  and  done  quickly,  if  the  misfortune  which  menaces  us 
is  to  bo  averted — I  will  hurry  on  to  disclose  the  horrid  plot  which  is 
in  formation,  I  may  say,  against  the  whole  of  London. 

We  know,  by  recent  experience,  what  a  powerful  body  can  effect 
by  sturdy  opposition  to  what  it  dislikes.  Now,  there  must  be  a  very 
powerful  body  in  the  Metropolis — a  body  with  eyes,  a  degree  of 
taste,  and  a  strong  desire  that  the  present  number  of  melancholy 
outdoor  erections,  supposed  to  honour  and  immortalise  our  departed 
great  men,  should  not  be  increased  at  all,  certainly  should  not  be 
largely  and  wantonly  increased — who  will  oppose  tooth  and  nail, 
right  and  left,  through  thick  and  thin,  with  all  their  might  and 
main,  the  addition  of  Eighteen  Statues  to  the  existing  ludicrous  sights 
of  London.  I  repeat  it,  with  all  the  advantages  type  can  give, 
EIGHTEEN  STATUES  ! 

This  is  the  trouble  I  had  to  unburden  to  you.    Yon  may  well 
ask  how  such  a  catastrophe  is  likely  to  come  about.    Attend,  and 
will  tell  you.     (As  I  write,  I  am  growing  as  cold  as  marble.) 

It  seems  (according  to  the  Times}  that  in  consequence  of  a  pro- 
posal to  erect  at  \Vestminster,  "by  means  of  funds  subscribed," 
statues  of  three  great  deceased  Statesmen,  Government  recently 
requested  three  very  competent  authorities  to  make  a  report  upon 
the  subject ;  and  the  gist  of  this  alarming  document  is  that  room 
may  be  found  in  the  gardens  in  Parliament  Square,  opposite  the 
gateway  of  New  Palace  Yard,  not  only  for  three,  but  for  ten,  for 
eighteen  statues ! 

Eighteen  more  statues  in  gown,  and  cloak,  and  toga,  in  Highland 
dress,  in  naval  and  military  uniform,  in  the  robes  of  the  Order  of 
the  Garter,  in  modern  morning  costume,  clutching  in  their  extended 
right  hands  batons,  and  swords,  and  truncheons,  and  rolls  of  official 
papers,  and  charters  of  incorporated  institutions !  Eighteen  more 
statues — some  possibly  equestrian,  with  horses  in  high  action  and 
conspicuous  tails  !  Eighteen  additional  incumbrances  of  blackened 
bronze  and  sooty  marble,  left,  perhaps  for  years,  unwashed,  un- 
wiped,  uncleansed !  Sleep  under  such  circumstances  seems  next  to 
impossible.  The  addition  of  eighteen  thousand  barrel-organs  to  the 
available  musical  talent  in  our  streets,  would  hardly  be  a  greater 
affliction. 

But  this  is  not  all.  Incredible  as  it  may  seem,  the  further  threat 
is  held  over  us,  that  "  After  the  eighteen  statues  have  been  erected, 
which  can  be  placed  in  Parliament  Square  Gardens,  other  sites  may 
be  available,  in  consequence  of  the  proposed  clearances  in  Old 
Palace  Yard  and  Abingdon  Street."  An  interminable  vista  oi 
statues  to  come !  Everybody  with  whom  I  have  conversed  on  the 
subject  is  in  profound  dejection  except,  as  it  is  not  difficult  to  sup- 
pose, sculptors,  metal  founders,  proprietors  of  quarries  of  Carrars 
marble  and  Aberdeen  granite,  and  prospective  secretaries  oi 
committees,  who  are  all  in  high  spirits. 


There  are  but  two  gleams  of  comfort,  two  rays  of  hope :  the  one, 
that  as  we  arc  somewhat  tardy  in  our  commemoration,  by  monument 
and  statue,  of  the  deserving  dead,  we  of  this  generation  may 
?scape  seeing  all  of  tlicsu  eight" .  n  j.i.ns  of  tin-  sculpture  of  the 
future  unveiled  and  inaugurated  ;  the.  other,  that  the  eagerness  now 
shown  by  so  many  respectulil*  p,  opl.'  to  have  .M.I',  tacked  to  tin  ir 
names  may  possibly  abate  wl n  n  tin •>•  find  that  th'-y  cannot  get  into 
Parliament,  except  through  rows  of  statues  "  one-half  larger  than 
life  size,"  standing  on  pedestals  eight  feet  high. 

Tin:  MAN  \\MII  TIII:  EvE-GLASS. 


OUR  SfXDAV 

1 1« mis,  with  a  will ; 
RYLAWDB'  Sabbatarian  Hill 

Has  capsized  as  clean  as  l'hai;ton  did  one  day,  '  >  ! 
And  refreshment  shall  l>< 
fore,  to  you  and  me, 
In  the  course  of  our  excursion  on  a  Sunday,  <  > ! 

And  the  KKVERKKD  1X\ \\so.v  I!n:N-, 

When  he  's  smokinp  his  "  return?-,'' 
If  he  dare  do  so  in  spite  of  Mus.  GEIXDY,  0 ! 

May  put  that  in  his  pi]«.j,  too  ; 

So  may  WILFRID  LAWMIN  do: 
ATV^  both  smoke  it  whilst  we  all  enjoy  our  Sunday,  0 ! 

And  the  British  Working  Men, 

As  the  lounging  Upper  Ten, 
Shall  as  little  be  impelled  to  keep  St.  Monday,  0 ! 

Since  the  Sabbatarians  fail 

To  deprive  them  of  their  ale, 
And  Uieir  beer,  and  wine,  and  spirits,  on  a  Sunday,  0 ! 


BRAVE  FELLOWS  BOTH. 

SHAW,  the  Life-Guardsman,  killed  we  don't  know  how  many 
Frenchmen ;  but  C.vrTArN  SHAW,  our  modern  Life-Guardsman  (for 
is  he  not  a  Guardian  of  Life  I')  was  ready  to  go  to  Paris  for  the  pro- 
tection of  lives  of  Frenchmen.  Brave  heroes  bothj  each  in  his  own 
noble  way ;  but  it  strikes  us  that  our  admiration  is  greater  for  the 
bold  daring  man  who  saves  life,  than  for  the  equally  bold  and 
equally  daring  man  who  takes  it.  even  though  the  latter  may  do  it 
in  the  defence  of  his  country.  If  the  intelligent  reader  agrees  with 
us,  he  will  join  us  in  heartily  giving  three  cheers  for  CAPTAIN  SHAW, 
the  First  Life  Guardsman  of  the  day.  Hip  !  hip  !  hurrah !  boys  ! 
with  a  little  one  for  the  Fire  Brigade — Hurrah ! 


Toast  and  Sentiment : 
"  TluLcului!" 

MAT  Woman,  radiant  with  eternal  smiles, 
Ne'er  French  petroleum  cast  on  British  Isles ! 


The  Boman  Shindy. 

CATHOLIC  LORD  GAINSBOROUGH  and  his  son,  the  Hoy.  Ma.  NOEL, 
doubtless  did  not  like  the  exhibition,  from  their  window,  of  the 
anti-Papal  flag.  Indeed,  if  MR.  NOEL,  who  first  discovered  it,  had 
looked  so  blue  that  he  might  have  been  taken  for  "  GATNSBOBOUGH'S 
Blue  Boy,"  we  should  not  have  blamed  him.  But  as  we  make  this 
remark  simply  for  the  purpose  of  introducing  the  above  witticism, 
we  see  no  use  in  pursuing  the  subject.  Any  one  else  may  do  so. 


Apparently  to  be  Avoided. 

THE  COMTE  BE  CHAMBOED  was  formerly  known  as  the  Due  DE 
I!oui)i:u\.  Now,  stupid  young  jokers  are  warned  to  avoid  sneer- 
ing, and  not  irreverently  to  call  him  the  Comte  de  Cham-Bordeaux. 
Besides,  thev  should  recollect  that  "  cham  "  (as  they  would  vulgarly 
call  it)  and  Bordeaux  are  two  wines  that  do  not  mix  well  together. 


CONJUGAL  REFLECTION. 

A  WOMAN  with  two  heads  may  be  found  to  be  attractive. 
conceive,  says  Mu.  PHUNKY,  a  wife  having  two  tongues ! 
betide  the  husband  who  yields  to  her  attractiveness ! 


But 
Woe 


"  THE  Music  OF  THE  FUTURE."— This  will,  of  course,  be  played 
exclusively  by  Bands  of  Hope. 
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AWKWARD    SCENE    AT    A    DINNER-PARTY. 

Unconventional  Host  (who  has  completely  forgotten  his  Wife's  instructions  as  to  who  was  to  pair  off  with  whom).   "  0— A— DINNER  's  READS', 
GENTLEMEN.      No  CEREMONY,  I  BEG.      TAKE  DOWN  WHOM  YOU  PLEASE  !  " 


JOHN  BULL  TO  HIS  FOREIGN  TEACHERS? 

(Apropos  of  the  International  Association  and  its  Address.} 

To  make  low  high,  high  low,  rough  places  even, 
With  fist  and  fire  to  enforce  love  on  humanity, 

The  Commune  may  be  led  by  light  from  Heaven — 
But  on  the  whole  1  prefer  Christianity. 

When  men  live  by  its  spirit  not  its  letter, 
Cease  fighting  o'er  its  forms  its  rules  to  follow, 

Yet  find  themselves  and  others  none  the  better, 

Then  I  '11  believe  that  Christian  faith  is  hollow. 

When,  since  some  lots  are  hard,  some  treatments  scurvy, 

You  prove  to  me  the  sole  rectification 
Is  to  turn  all,  good  or  bad.  topsy-turvy — 

Then  I  '11  join  MAKX  and  his  Association. 

When,  because  Industry  without  a  rap  at  all, 
Here  and  there  starves,  its  prospects  you  can  brighten, 

By  hounding  it  to  deadly  war  with  capital — 
I  '11  own  your  acts  are  wise,  your  words  enlighten. 

If  the  fact  that  all  Priests  aren't  apostolical, 
All  Sovereigns  Solomons,  the  inference  carries, 

That  all  Faith's  folly,  Kings'  rule  diabolical— 
Your  logic  won't  pass  here,  as  'twill  in  Fails. 

If  because  Property  oft  shirks  its  duties, 
'Tis  wise  to  meet  its  rights  with  fierce  denial, 

If  thorns  grow  grapes,  if  wrong  of  justice  root  is— 
Petroleum-fires  as  new  lights  may  claim  trial. 

When  you  can  show  a  way  of  reconciling 

Liberty  with  Fraternity,  and  Equality, 
That  Trinity  I  '11  trust,  nor,  English  style  in, 

Translate  it,  License,  Hatred,  and  Rivality. 


But  until  then,  excuse  my  British  density 
Which  e'en  your  torch  of  progress  won't  set  blazing ; 

That  owns  to  common  sense  its  dull  propensity, 
And  likes  to.move  on — not  stand — the  old  ways  in ; 

On  your  petroleum,  passions,  perorations, 
Alike,  nings  the  wet  blanket  of  "  cui  bono  ?  " 

Tests  national  teachings  by  the  fate  of  nations, 
And,  by  that  test,  says  to  French  doctrine— No,  no  ! 


CLERICAL  FREEDOM  AT,  ROME. 

A  LETTER  of  an  instructive  Contemporary's  Roman  Correspondent 
concludes  with  the  following  narrative : — 

"I  have  mentioned  in  some  preceding  letters  the  pretended  miracle  of  the 
winking  Madonna  on  the  Piazza  di  Sau  Crisogono.  Recently,  walking  from 
St.  Peter's  out  of  the  Porta  Cavallegeri.  I  was  surprised  to  see  a  crowd  col- 
lected before  the  shrine  of  a  Madonna  adjoining  the  gate.  A  new  miracle  had 
heen just  witnessed,  and  several  foreign  priests,  with  their  opera-glasses  fixed 
on  the  image,  were  eagerly  waiting  for  a  renewal  of  the  prodigy." 

Should  you  be  surprised  to  hear  that  they  saw  what  they  looked 
for  ?  Not  at  all,  considering  that  a  mooncalf,  under  the  influence 
of  "  electro-biology,"  will  see  anything  that  is  suggested  to  him. 
If  the  Lion  on  Northumberland  House  were  a  sacred  image,  its 
worshippers  would  often  gaze  upon  it  till  they  saw  it  wag  its  tail. 
Suppose  Madonnas  do  still  really  wink  at  Rome,  what  then  ?  Mira- 
cles are  not  forbidden  to  be  done  in  that  place  by  the  King.  The 
Police  winks  at  them,  and  the  Italian  Government  practises  unre- 
served toleration.  

A  Classical  Fact. 
(Perfectly  at  the  Service  of  DR.  SMITH.) 

IT  was  JULIUS  CJESAK,  who,  in  the  first  Great  Exhibition  (held 
years  and  years  ago)  carried  off,  in  the  class  for  the  competition  of 
noses,  "  le  premier  grand  prix  de  Rome" 


B      O 
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CRYSTAL    CATS. 

~>~"7/'     __^— v-C.  ''IlKKE  i*  that  \vhirh  will 
give    language    to    you, 

"    Saitll     SllAKSrKAKK. 

With  all  deference  to  the 
Swan,  the  giving  language 
to  cats  is  just  exactly  what 
we  should  object  to.  The 
friendly  mew  is  pleasant, 
tlir  plaintive  mew  excites 
compassion,  but,  we  had 
rather  that  our  beloved 
stopped  there.  Bag- 
pipes, Music-hall  singers, 
and  street  organs  being 
tolerated,  we  must  not  say 
anything  harsh  about  the 
less  detestable  noises  Felit 
makes,  by  way  of  express- 
ing love  or  hate.  But 
suppose  that  Strphunu's 
idea  could  be  earned  out, 
and  language  of  our  sort 
(or  even  Celtic)  could  be 
given  to  the  harmless 
necessary  Cat!  Suppose 
that  each  of  the  Cats  who 
are  responding  to  MB. 
GBOVE'S  invitation  to  at- 
tend at  the  Crystal  Palace 
on  Thursday,  the  13th,  should  have  been  supplied  with  the  vox 
humana  !  Imagine  the  household  revelations  that  would  be  made  ! 
Delightful  was  the  book,  What  the  Moon  Saw ;  but  much  less 
delightful  would  be  the  story  What  the  Cat  Heard.  In  fact,  if  the 
Cat  could  make  any  general  revelation  of  the  way  she  jumps,  we 
should  all  be  Jumpers  except  some  who  would  be  Quakers.  Puss 
boasts,  in  the  nursery  rhyme  of  AmrE's  days,  that  she  went  to 
London  to  see  the  QUEEN,  and  "  frightened  a  little  mouse  under  a 
chair."  If  Puss  had  language,  she  would,  as  the  great  English  poet 
BUBNS  says,  frighten  out  of  existence  the  best  laid  schemes  of  mice 
and  Men — men  here  including  Persons. 

Mr.  Punch  intends  to  exhibit  his  favourite  Cat,  and  he  annexes  a 
portrait  of  that  gentle,  endearing,  and  beautiful  creature,  respect- 
tully  challenging  the  BARONESS  BURDETT-COFTTS,  Miss  NIOHTIN- 
<.  M.K,  I.AIIV  \VILLJAM  RUSSELL,  or  any  other  of  the  distinguished  bodies 
contributing  specimens,  to  parallel  that  loveliness.  But  yet,  on 
second  thoughts,  he  does  not  know  that  he  will.  For  perhaps  the 
widely  spread  belief  that  the  above  Cat  is  going  in,  may  be  pre- 
venting Cat  owners  from  sending  their  pets.  For  Mr.  Punch  may 
use,  as  to  the  prizes,  what  ACHILLES  said  about  his  coursers : — 

"  Prizes  that  none  beside  ourself  could  gain, 
Should  our  immortal  Mouser  take  the  plain." 

If,  as  he  has  heard,  the  Crystal  Palace  is  not  quite  full  of  cats,  he 
would  be  sorry  to  think  that  he  had  interfered  with  the  entries. 
Pray,  Ladies,  forward  your  specimens.  They  will  be  exquisitely  well 
cared  for,  and  there  is  no  fear  of  their  contracting  objectionable 
habits,  or  in  any  way  becoming  demoralised,  as  each  will  have  a 
separate  domicile,  ana  ris  de  reau  at  discretion.  Now,  Mr.  Punch  will 
•do  a  noble  thing.  He  withdraws  the  above  depicted  Cat,  whose  name 
is  Slack  fairy,  from  twenty-four  of  the  classes,  and  though  it  would 
certainly  win  for  elegance  of  form,  richness  of  colour,  beauty  and 
evenness  of  marking,  and  condition,"  as  well  as  for  "  mere  size,"  he 
enters  his  darling  only  in  Class  25  as  the  "  Largest  Cat,  to  be  judged 
by  -weight."  The  Judges  (who  will  wear  no  ermine,  of  course,)  are 
the  REV.  J.  C.  MACDONA  and  Messrs.  HARRISON  &  JEXNER  W EIH, 
and  they  will  see  fair  play.  There  are  loads  of  prizes.  What  says 
the  greatest  poet  but  three  possessed  by  England— 

"  It  was  the  Hour  of  Nightingales  and  Love, 
The  Feline  Huntress  sought  the  fav'rite  GEOVE," 

From  whose  hands  Mr.  Punch  designs  to  receive  the  reward  of 
Fcliculture. 


TOOTHACHE  IN  THE  EAKLT  AGES  (long  before  MASKS,  A.R.A.).— 
The  first  dentist's  name  was,  going  to  the  root  of  things,  undoubtedly 
CUETOS  DENTATITS. 


Capital ! 

THEMIS  forefend  that  we  should  prejudge  the  great  case.  But  we 
must  have  our  joke.  Suppose  SIR  JOHX  had  asked  SIR  ROGER 
whether  this  were  Greek  or  Latin,—"  Gnothi  se-Orton"  ? 


Thoughts 
DODDRIDUE  . 
Flyman  got 
old  soul  .  .  . 


MY    HEALTH. 

the    Train.    ...    My    Aunt   . 

.  Charli>;  .  .  .  Cousin  JOHN  .  . 
.  My  Aunt's  will   .  .  .  codicil 

More  iinnn. 


.  .  SAMUEL  .  .  . 
wonder  what  the 
.  .  good 

[/  sleep. 


no 


GROANS  OF  THE  PERIOD. 

Vox  CLAMANTIS  i.v  DBSERTO  ; 
"TICUBOHNE— OHTOS— urii)  REFEET,  o  !" 

WHO  this  side  the  Channel  Ditch  borne, 
Can  escajx-  the  talk  of  Tien r.' >KM:  • 
What  would  I  not  give  in  payiu 
To  hear  no  more  of  "  the  Claimant !  " 
Sure  as  Death  to  poor  or  rich  born, 
Comes  the  inevitable  TICHBORXE, 
Till  with  cursing,  like  a  raiment, 
One  is  fain  to  clothe  "  the  Claimant." 
To  what  realm,  by  wind  or  witch  borni.-, 
€an  I  flee  from  talk  of  TICHBOR.NI:  :- 
Was  life  to  July  from  May  meant, 
To  be  given  up  to  "  the  Claimant*'  'r1 
Patient  I  Ve  seen  ache  and  stitch  borne. 
But  what's  that  to  talk  of  TICHBOR:. 
O,  ye  Doctors,  make  essayment 
Of  some  cure  for  chatt'ring  Claimant. 
Worse  to  kill  than  grass  called  twitch  born, 
The  still  springing  talk  of  TICHROKNK. 
All  ask  what  his  little  game  meant : 
All  are  pro  or  con  "  the  Claimant." 
With  slow  lengths  o'er  halt  and  hitch  borne, 
Drags  the  tape- worm  case  of  TICHBOI: 
And  in  nine  months'  entertainment, 
Finds  the  fighters  o'er  "  the  Claimant." 
Unto  boredom's  highest  niche  borne. 
There  enshrine  the  name  of  TICHBORXE  ; 
Crest:  two  tongues,  approucant,  blamunt — 
Motto,  "  Rogerne  an  Arthur  Claimant  ?  " 


ANNIVERSARY  DRAMA. 

SCENE — A  secluded  Garden,  not  a  hundred  miles  from  Berlin  Palace. 
lOfE—July  3rd,  1871. 

PRINCE  LEOPOLD  OP  HOHENZOLLERN  discovered  lounging  and  smoking 

a  cigar. 

Prince  Leopold  (soliloquises).  The  third  of  July !  Dear  me,  so  it 
is.  (Meditates.)  Let  me  see.  This  time  a  year  ago  the  Spanish 
Cabinet  decided  upon  having  me  for  a  king.  Ha !  Then  followed 
the  War — on  my  account.  I  was  the  causa  teterrima  belli,  I  think 
that  quotation 's  right.  Dear  me !  and,  after  all — (puffs) — Young 
AMADEUS  is  Kin?  of  Spain,  and  I'm  ...  Well.  Pm  here.  Not 
exactly  "  the  world  forgetting" — no ! — but  "  by  the  world  forgot." 
(Meditates.)  Wonder  if  I  shall  have  to  go  in  for  anything  else,  and 
retire  again !  Himmel!  I  can  make  a  fortune  by  being  a  retiring 
young  man.  (Music  in  the  distance.)  Ah !  there  'stne  KAISER 
playing  Gott  sie  dank  on  the  harmonium.  Harmonium !  ( Thinks 
over  the  word,  then  smiles  sarcastically.)  Ah !  Well,  I  shan't  be 
wanted  again  for  a  long  time.  I  '11— I  '11— (thinks) — I  '11— go  to 
sleep.  [Sleeps.  Scene  closes. 


Cure  as  Bad  as  Disease. 

To  dress  unhealed  wound  of  disaster 
That  from  German,  or,  worse,  civil  war  is, 

France  has  lost  faith  in  one  famous  plaster — 
Her  once  vaunted  plaster  of  Paris. 


Slightly  Scaly. 

"Aw  Angler,"  remarks  good  IZAAK  WALTON,  "should  be  a  man 
of  liberal  soul."  ME.  WALTON  should  have  been  at  the  recent  ban- 
quet of  the  Thames  Angling  Preservation  Society  (a  very  useful 
body,  be  it  noted),  and  he  should  have  done  a  little  calculation.  For 
12-1  persons  sat  down,  and  when  the  subscriptions  were  announced, 
it  was  found  that  one  gentleman  had  given  £20,  four  gentlemen  had 
given  £.5  each,  and  the  remaining  119  had  given,  among  them,  the 
gigantic  sum  of  Thirty  Pounds!  How  much  is  this  per  Hook? 
However,  MR.  WALTON  has  also  remarked  that  "little  ashes  are 
sweet." 
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HIBERNIAN    VERACITY. 

Paterfamilias  (with  his  Family  in  Ireland).  "HAVE  YOTT  ANT  WEST  INDIA  PICKLES,  WAITER?"        Paddy.   "WE'VE  NOT,  SOB." 
Paterfamilias.  "No  HOT  PICKLES  OF  ANY  DESCRIPTION?"  Paddy.  "No;  SHURE  THEY'RE  ALL  COULD,  SOR." 


EVENINGS    FROM    HOME. 

To  the  Princess's  to  see  ME.  EDSHTND  FALCONER'S  new  Drama. 
Old  materials  well  worked  up.  A  cleverly  contrived  sensation  scene, 
and  the  whole  piece  perfectly  successful.  We  have,  before  this, 
observed  that  a  first  night's  audience  is  an  exceptional  one,  that  it 
does  not  represent  the  public,  whose  verdict  is  the  only  one  worth 
"  money  "  to  the  Manager 'and  Author.  Again,  the  first  performance 
of  a  piece  is  seldom  anything  more  than  a  last  rehearsal  with  scenery 
and  costumes.  Had  MR.  FALCONER  or  MR.  B.  WEBSTER  been  able 
to  call  a  "  dress  rehearsal"  of  his  piece,  the  removal  of,  at  least,  two 
glaring  absurdities  in  costume,  most  dangerous  to  the  success  of  the 
whole,  would,  we  may  fairly  suppose,  have  been  the  result.  Should 
these  have  escaped  the  notice  of  the  Stage  Manager,  we  beg  to  call 
his  attention  to  them  in  the  subjoined  sketch  of  the  first  representa- 
tion of 

EILEEN   OGE, 

OR, 

DAEK'S  THE  HOUR  BEFOEE  THE  DAWN! 
SCENE— Stalls.    TIME— 7'30  P.M. 

Earnest  Inquirer  (after  perusing  bill}.  What  does  Eileen  Oge 
mean? 

Charles, ,  his  friend  (a  patron  of  first  nights).  Eileen  Oge?  Eh? 
0,  something  the  same  as  the  Colleen  Sawn.  (Explains).  It 's  Irish, 
you  know.  (Examines  bill  and  comes  to  another  conclusion).  No,  by 
the  way,  it 's  translated  in  the  second  line ;  it  means,  of  course, 
"  Dark  s  the  hour  before  the  dawn." 

think  he  means  that  byput- 


Earnest  Inquirer  (dubiously).  Do  you 
ting  in  "or  "  ?    (They  think  it  over.) 


Superior  Person  (behind  them,  very  much  aloud).  Eileen  Oge  is 

Irish  for  Young  Ellen. 

Persons  in  front  and  about  look  up  to  Superior  Person,'and  communi- 
cate information  to  friends.  Finding  it  afterwards  in  the  bill, 
they  alter  their  opinion  as  to  Superior  Person's  superiority. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  1.  Pretty  landscape  by  LLOYDS.  N.S.  All  scenery  good, 
specially  the  "front  scenes,"  which  have  to  stand  upon  their  own 
merits  as  samples  of  scene-painting. 
JOHN  THOMAS  and  BRIDGET  discovered.  Hustling  of  bills,  reference 
to  names.  They  commence  dialogue,  inaudible  on  account  of 
hum  and  buzz  in  the  front.  Note  for  Dramatic  Authors,  Don't 
waste  your  witticisms  on  the  opening  of  a  piece  ;  it  might  as  well 
be  a  pantomime,  with  dialogue  spoken  under  the  difficulties  of 
Large  Heads.  Laughing  begins.  They  say  or  do  something 
funny  on  the  stage. 

Deaf  Gentleman  (interested  almost  to  agitation,  under  the  impres- 
sion that  he's  losing  an  important  portion  of  the  plot;  to  his 
Daughter).  What  does  ho  say?  eh?  (Daughter  repeats  to  him 
what  he  says.  Deaf  Gentleman  satisfied,  and  his  neighbours,  of 
course,  highly  gratified). 

Patrick  O'Donnell  (a  young  Gentleman  Farmer,  addressing  ME. 
MORIAHTY,  an  old  Gentleman  Farmer,  of  an  undecided  character)* 
You  see,  Sir,  I've  brought  the  Priest  to  explain  to  you— why — 

Enter  the  Catholic  Priest,  the  REV.  ME.  MAHONEY,  (MR.  BARRETT). 
He  is  dressed  like  a  Protestant  Archdeacon,  with  the  exception 
of  the  hat,  which  is  made  probably  after  a  pattern  of  his  own, 
being  a  cut  between  the  low-crowned  one  much  affected  by  second- 
rate  sporting  men,  and  the  shape  peculiar  to  Bishops  of  the 
Establishment.  This,  perhaps,  has  a  deep  meaning  in  it,  and 
is  intended  to  convey  some  notion  of  the  liberal  and  unsectarian 
character  of  the  good  FATHER  MAHONEY,  the  "  Soggarth 
Aroon,"  or  true  "Pastor  of  his  Flock."  On  reviewing  the 
matter  thoroughly,  and  taking  into  consideration  that  he  wears 
full  grey  whiskers  (so  TYPICAL  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Clergy  in 
Ireland,  who,  of  course,  ALL  have  whiskers,  and  are  never  clean 
shaven!),  a  "  Tommy  Dodd"  sort  of  hat,  Protestant  Dignitary's 
dress,  and  no  collar  (of  course,  also,  not  generally  worn  by 
Roman  Catholic  Clergy,  or  why  call  it  RoifAX  collar  ?),  Wf 
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cannot  help  coming  to  the  conclusion  that,  after  all,  this  is  just 
11- hat  a-e  should  hare  ,  .,-pecled  t'nan  a  "  SoffffOfth  Aroon." 
The    Her.    Noi/i/arth   Aroon    (sadly}.    I  '11  explain  (explains    why 
PATRICK  can't  liiiin-y  Ml—   I.U.KN  HORIABTT). 

[X.It.    Charmingly  played  throughout  b'l  Miss  BO8E  LECLERCtt. 
Jteaf  Person  i,t  Stalls  (to  'his  Dauakttr).   NVliat  does  he  say '( 
His  Daughter  (listening  intently  to  Play}.  I  don't  know,  Papa; 
I  didn't  quite  cateli. 


/  'dull,  mini   tries  what  he  can  tin  for  himself. 
Miss    Miirinrli/     Mug   asked   by  her    l-'nther,   tin-  old   (ii 
ormer,  <t  n  ry  'foolish  old  man,  what  she  '//  il<>,  repKes)  0,  PATRICK, 
'  aMin    \e.   &<•.'?    A  wife  should  share 


Former, 

because  you're  poor,  is  it  a  rcaMin,  \e., 

&c.,  Ac. 

[Sentiments  f»  that  effect.    Highly  satisfactory,  specialty  to  the 

\iLii!    AIIDON,  «•/*«   takes  his  hat  nil'  erery  other 

niinnte,    just    t"    t  /iron-     in    a    sort  of  Tthgiotu   tixist  or 

'meni.     N.It.   "Trail*  and   Peenlittritiet  of  the  Irish 

1'ricsfhood,"  new  work  to  be-  expected  from  THE  8o<;GARTH 

Aiiiio.N. 

Mist  Moriarty  (piously).  Your  blessing1,  father. 
The  Her.   Soggarth  Aroon   (placing  >>"th  hands  on  her  hearl,  as 
if  In-  it-err  <j"i»tj  in  shampoo  her,  gays).   May  Heaven,  £c.  &c.  (irhich 
>-,',  us  IMS  blessing  was  asked.     Jint  /in  matter.     It  only  shows 
how  ignorant  ire  still  are  of  the  habits  and  manners  of  the  Irish 
priesthood.} 

[End  of  Scene.  Striking  Tableau:  the  prominent  object  being 
the  J;i.\.  Sui.  i,  \uiii  AKOON'S  hat  raised  in  the  air  for  another 
bow  and  sentiment  or  blessing. 

SCENIC  '-'.    The  Middleman  *  (liliee  T'nfurnixhcd. 
Enter  Bilious-looking  Scotch  Scoundrel,  n  •/•//  /  r  the  eyes. 

No  one  enii/<l  mistake  him  for  a  virtuous  person,  on  account  of 
the'iilitrnsireli/  rillanoits  pattern  of  his  trousers.  A  villain  with 
bad  taste  fin-  light.  MI  in  >ne,r  wear. 

Scutch    Middleman    (to    his    gentlemanly     hut    equally   mttonout 
er,  MR.  I.  in  ri:s).  I'll  just  forge  a  letter,  and  make  the  young 
man,  &c.  &o.  [Sends  for  his  Clerk  to  assi.it  in  forging  a  letter. 

Enter   his  (Her);,    evidently   chosen   fur   hix  prevent   occupation  on 
account  of  his  success  in  Home  comic  ballet,    trliere   he    must  hurt- 
played  a  sort  of  dancing  notary.     The  plot  goes  on,  chiefly  in 
Scotch  at  this  point,  and  the;/  go  off. 
SCENE  3.  Same  as  Scene  1.    Miss  ROSE  LECLERCO.  more  charming 
than  erer  in  a  hridal  dress.      IVeilding  interrupted  by  Villa  nmix 
Scotchman,   \'illanoit»  MR.  Lorrt's,  and  Constabulary. 
(lent/email  Fanner  (foolishly  to  Chief  Policeman).  O  don't  take 
him,  Sir  ;  I  'm  sure  it  's  a  mistake. 

[  Is  scorned  by  Chief  Policeman. 

Miss  Rosa  Leclercq  (to   Chief  Policeman).  See,  I  kneel  to  you  ; 
do  not,  0  do  not  take  him  ;  spare,  &c.  &c. 

[Awkward  situation  of  Chief  Policeman. 
Bryan  O'Farrell  (MR.  FALCONER),  Bedad,  boys,  we'll  - 

[Flourishes  shillelagh.     Police  level  muskets. 

Patrick.  No  bloodshed.    I  '11  go.  [/*  going. 

Enter,  on  the  hill  ahore,  the  REV.  SoGGARTH  AHOON  in  apparently  a 

rery  long  chemise  de  unit,  which  from  the  povert;/  of  his  parish 

does  duty  lit/  day  as  a  surplice  —  what  we  may  term  a  ''  turpritt 

.-titrplire,"  one  that  teas  never  yet  seen  in  any  Catholic  Church. 

Orer  hix  shoulders  he  wears  a  blue  stole,  blue  beingacolour  never 


„         keeping  quiet,  and  blessing 
liodt/  generally,  including  the  Police  and  the  Scotch  Villain  in  the 


Mrusire  trousers;  his  behario,/,-   lieiny,   in  fact,  just  what  one 
would  expect  from  a  SOI.I.AKIII  AEOON. 

ACT  II. 

.— Foolish  Old  MOKIARTY'S  House.  Interior.  MORIARTT'S 
Ornaments  are  worth  studying,  consisting  of  the.  portrait  of  a 
prize  hull,  a  new  fishing  can,  some  bright  birds  he's  shot  and 
stuffed,  and  plans  fur  roads,  neir  minions,  and  patent  bedsteads. 
(At  least  sin  /'  i  nrance  from  the  fitiills.) 

Rev.  Soggarth  Aroon  (to  MR.  MORIARTY).  Well,  my  dear  friend, 
&o.  [/'  doesn't  matter,  as  the  pint 's  going  on  without  him. 

Miss  Rose  Lee/emi.  (live  me  your  blessing.  !  .sv«W  time. 

The  Her.  Smjijarth  Aroon  (erasir,  I,/,  ax  hefore).  May  Heaven,  <Stc. 
In  this  Act  the  REV.  SOGOAKTII   AIIOON'S  whiskers  hare  been  con- 
siderahly  eat  iloirn  :  ei  idently  becoming  a  trifle  more  ultramon- 
tane and  ei-rleaiastical. 

N. IS.— Capital  acting    in  this  Scene    by    Miss    ROSE    LECLERCa 
during  the  }'ision.     Fur  further  particulars,  vide  the  piece  itself. 

Brt/an  (to  Mi:.  M"i:iunv  .  Sure,  Sorr,  aren't  it  ourselves  that'll 
go  and  make  your  Honour's  hay  ?  [They  go  off  haymaking. 

SCENE  2. — Lorely  summer  day  in  the.   Mountains,  and  haymaking 
supposed  to  be  going  <m  in  the  Vale. 

Enter  the  Scotch  Villain,  and  enter  MR.  LOCTCS  OP  LOKICS  in 

HUHTDfO-SUIT   COMl'LETE, 

Pink,  breeches  and  boots,  and  hunting  crop,  hut  making  <i  certain 
Wore  to  the  lime  of  year  by  not  wearing  spurs.  He  may  be 
expected  to  appear  irith  skates  by  the  time,  they  get  the  hay  in. 
Perhaps  he  likes  hunting  at  this  time  of  year  because  he  has  it  aU  to 
himself. 

The  Plot  goes  on. 

SCENE  •'!. — A  capital  Scene  of  llaymakinij.  Inspiriting  Dance. 
Sports  interrupted  by  the' Dancing  Clerk  and  Police,  accompanied 
by  MR.  LOFTCS,  still  in  full  hunting  costume.  Very  late  foxes, 
perhaps,  in  his  part  of  the  country — up  to  the  middle  of  June, 
for  instance.  As  no  one,  not  even  I5RYAK  (MR.  FALCONEB) 
appi  "'i/  to  see  him  in  this  dress,  it  can't  be  an  unusual 

tiling.     Or,  perhaps,  he's  had  a  rery  lung  run,  which  began  in 
Norember,  and  has  only  just  finished  now.     If  the.  piece  runs  as 
long  as  MR.  Lorrcs's/or,  the  management  will  be  gratified. 
So  the  plot  goes  on,  and  we  have  only  time  to  notice  Remarkable 

Erents. 

That,  in  Act  III.,  the  Scotch  Middleman  has  a  new  pair  of  trousers. 

That  PATRICK,  the  outlaw,  returns,  and,  to  escape  observation,  wears 
a  peculiar  beard,  a  long,  warm  Ulster  coat  (it  being  June,  and 
just  the  weather  for  that  sort  of  dress),  and  a  grey  wideawake 
with  a  broad  brim.  That  (in  fact)  he  doesn't  escape  observation. 

That  the  Middleman  proposes  a  villanous  scheme,  to  be  carried  out 
somehow  by  means  of  hot  water  from  a  kettle  and  "  adhesive 
gum." 

That  the  villains  chloroform  PATRICK,  and  put  him  down  the  old 
mill  sluice.  That  the  Middleman  becomes  a  shot-in-the-middle- 
man. 

That  in  the  last  Act,  where  all  ends  happily,  the  REV.  SOOOARTII 
ASOON  has  a  new  hat  of  another  pattern,  having  worn  out  the 
other  by  constantly  taking  it  off  to  do  honour  to  religious  toasts 
and  sentiments,  and  that  MR.  LOFTUS  is  not  in  full  hunting 

costume.  And that's  all.  The  Final  Tableau  being,  of  course, 

the  blessing  of  the  happy  pair  by  the  REV.  SOGOAXTH  Aaoos's 
NEW  HAT. 


THE    TICH  BORNE    CASE. 


Those  who  Vote  against  the  Adjournment  of  the  Trial. 

THE  PROPRIETORS  OF  ALL  THE  DAILY  JOURNALS  demand  that  the 
M:  case  should  be  proceeded  with,  and  that  no  interval  of 
any  sort,  or  for  any  reason,  be  permitted.  Reasons  for  this  wish, 
evident. 

Same  wish  expressed  by  the  Editors  and  Sub- Editors.  After  the 
dissolution  of  Parliament  and  during  Vacation,  if  the  trial  is  going 
on,  the  amount  of  their  work  will  be  considerably  lightened. 
Prospect  of  a  good  holiday,  too. 

CLUB  LOUNC;I:KS  \xn  SI.CIKTY  GENERALLY.  Because  there'll  be 
nothing  in  the  papers :  and  no  topic  of  conversation  except  the 
weather  again. 

THE  PURVEYORS  OF  THE  LUNCH,  at  one  o'clock  for  the  Judge, 
<  'ounsel,  and  Jury. 

THE  USIIKUS  OF  THE  COURT,  the  Police,  and  any  sub-official  who 
can  assist  somebody  to  a  seat,  or  place  of  any  kind,  in  Court.  Reason 
evident. 

THE  Lice  AL  WIG-MAKERS,  foreseeing  extra  wear  and  tear. 

THE  GROUSE. 


Those  who  Vote  for  the  Adjournment  of  the  Trial. 

THE  PROPRIETORS  OF  ALL  CIRCULATING  LIBRARIES.  As  long  as  the 
trial  continues,  subscriptions  drop  off,  the  subscribers  being  satisfied 
with  the  sensational  case  from  day  to  day. 

WKTTERS  OE  LITERARY  REVIEWS. 

THE  JURY,  not  on  their  own  account,  of  course,  but  because  it 
really  is  so  hard  on  the  Judge  and  the  Counsel. 

THE  JUDGE.  Because  it  really  is  so  trying  for  the  Counsel  and 
Jury,  and  because,  also,  he  wants  to  get  away  farther  than  Brighton 
this  year. 

THE  COUNSEL.  Simply  on  account  of  the  Judge  and  the  Jury;  for, 
as  for  themselves,  of  course  SERJEANT  BALLANTINE  could  go  on 
for  ever  without  even  a  headache  ;  and  as  to  the  others,  they  can 
each  come  attended  by  his  Medical  Advisers,  who  will  sit  behind 
him,  and  tell  him  when  to  leave  off. 

HOTEL  AND  LODGING-HOUSE  KEEPERS  at  the  sea-side. 

THE  OLD  CHARWOMEN  who  clean  up  the  Court  when  the  Vacation 
commences. 
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CAN'T  OR  WON'T? 

BESIDES  the  Papal  non 
possumus  there  is,  as  we  all 
know,  the  female  non  pos- 
sumus ;  and  the  Papal  and 
the  female  non  possumus 
resemble  one  another  in 
being  equally  insurmount- 
able and  equally  inexact. 
Argument  against  either  is 
alike  useless,  and  both  are 
in  the  same  degree  remote 
from  the  truth.  Both  the 
one  non  possumus  and  the 
other  mean  nolumus,  for 
which  they  are  euphemisms. 
But  there  is  another  non 
possumus  which  may  per- 
haps be  a  genuine  one. 
This  is  the  Ministerial  won 
possumus.  The  Govern- 
ment, according  to  its  HOME 
SECBETABY,  could  not  ma- 
nage to  amend  the  Sunday 
Act  of  CHABLES  II.,  so  as  to 
adapt  it  to  present  needs, 
and  abolish  Sabbatarian 
informers.  It  cannot  devise 
any  statute  Ifor  the  preven- 
tion of  encroachments  on 
commons,  and,  in  particular, 
for  the  preservation  of  Ep- 
ping  Forest.  To  all  de- 
mands for  legislation  on 
these  subjects,  and  almost 
any  other  on  which  legisla- 
tion is  wanted,  the  Ministe- 
rial answer  is  ever  non  pos- 
sumus. This  may  be  true ; 
perhaps  they  can't;  but, 
with  so  many  clever  men  as 
there  are  in  the  Cabinet, 
couldn't  they,  if  they  tried  ? 


EXTREMELY  PROPER. 

ME.  LUCEAFI  informs  us, 
not  only  that  there  is  no 
truth  in  the  newspaper 
statement  that  he  signed 
the  International  Council's 
address  in  defence^  of  the 
Communist  assassins,  but 
that  "he  felt  so  disgusted 
with  some  of  its  sentiments, 
that  he  attended  the  next 
meeting,  denounced  the 
authors,  and  withdrew  alto- 
gether from  the  Council." 
Mr.  Punch  has  much  satis- 
faction in  giving  publicity 
to  this  [information.  He 
hopes  that  MB.  LUCBAIT'S 
manly  repudiation  of  the 
abominable  sentiments  of 
that  address  will  be  largely 
imitated  by  the  British  ar- 
tisan, who  has  been  grossly 
insulted  by  the  promulga- 
tion, on  the  part  of  his  so- 
called  representatives,  of  a 
document  which  is  a  disgrace 
even  to  them.  Their  single 
excuse  is,  that  they  do  not 
understand  the'  meaning  of 
words,  and  they  had  better 
adopt  this  excuse  than  be 
supposed  to  approve  of  the 
cold-blooded  assassination 
of  helpless  prisoners. 


THE    ELDEB    BEBBI.  — 
The  COMTE  DE  CHAMBOBD. 


MR.    PUNCH    IN    THE    HIGHLANDS. 


HE  PASSES  A  NIGHT  AT  McGiLLiE  CTJLLUM  CASTLE. 


THE  LAIED,  AS  A  DELICATE  COMPLIMENT,  SEEEXAIES  HIM. 


NEWS  OF  MRS.  RAMS- 
BOTHAM. 

MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM,  JITS., 
has  been  spending  the  Sea- 
son gaily  in  the  Metropolis. 
She  says  she  has  been  to. 
plenty  of  Theatres,  and 
heard  Jlots  of  Operas.  She 
informed  a  friend  that  she  'd 
been  to  see  Jones  of  Ark  at 

the  Queen's,  and  Not  a 

(bad  word,  which  she 
wouldn't  repeat)  at  the 
Adelphi.  She  'd  heard 
"  True  to  Poll"  at  the  St. 
James's,  being  under  the 
impression  (before  she  went) 
that  the  song  had  something 
to  do  with  pollytieks  and 
with  electioneering.  "  That 
Poll,"  she  says,  "is  still 
running  in  my  head."  She's 
been,  too,  to  the  Gallerv  of 
Illustration,  where  she  nad 
a  taste  of  Heed's  Entire. 
Then  she's  heard  Miss 
MERRIMAN  singing  at  the 
Drury  Lane  Opera,  and 
MISTER  FOUE  (who  was- 
better  than  any  one)  the 
celebrated  tenner.  She  in- 
tends to  stop  in  town  for 
the  final  disappearance  from 
the  Stage  of  Singer  MABIO, 
and  she  s  very  sorry  to  hear 
he's  going  ;  but  the  best  of 
friends  must  part.  When 
asked  whom  she  ordinarily 
meant  by  the  "best  of 
Friends,"  MRS.RAMSBOTHAM. 
immediatelyreplied,  "Why, 
JOHN  BRIGHT,  o'  course." 
Being  further  asked  the 
connection  between  MR. 
BRIGHT  and  an  Opera  artist, 
she  said  that  MB.  B.  was  a 
great  friend  of  the  Opera- 
tives. On  this,  the  conversa- 
tion naturally  dropped. 


Literature  of  the  Day. 

MOST  of  our  readers  are 
acquainted  with  that  bril- 
liant work  of  the  accom- 
plished French  scholar  and 
critic,  ST.  BEDTE,  called  Les 
Causeries  de  Lundi.  Stimu- 
lated by  its  popularity, 
another  French  scholar  and 
critic,  who  declares  also, 
that  he  is  a  lineal  descend- 
ant of  ROBINSON  CRUSOE, 
intends  bringing  out  a  simi- 
lar series,  entitled  Conversa- 
tions avec  Vendredi.  Well, 
success  will  always  have  its 
imitators. 


Take  it  Easy. 

THAT  instructive  journal, 
Nature,  says  that  men  of 
science  "  are  about  to  apply 
to  Government  for  some  f ur- 
therDeep-Seaexplorations." 
Hm!  We  wouldn't  hurry 
Ministers.  Some  of  them 
have  already  been  getting: 
signally  out  of  their  depth. 


THE  BLUNDERER'S  PARA 
DISE. — The  Island  of  Mull. 
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A    CRUEL    DUCK. 

George  (intending  to  ask  his  Affianced  to  crown  his  hopes).  "  DEAREST  MATILDA, 
THERE'S  A  SUBJECT  THAT'S  NEAREST  OUR  HEARTS — WOULD  YOU  THINK  IT  TOO 
SOON  ! — MIGHT  I  HOPE  THAT  BY  THE  END  OF  AUGUST  THIS  PROTRACTED  POST- 
TON  KM  ENT " 

Matilda.  "  LOB,  DEAR  !  DO  YOU  MEAN  THE  TICHBORNE  CASE  ?  0,  ISN'T 
IT  AWFUL  ?  IT  'LL  BE  QUITE  DREADFUL  WHEN  THERE  's  NOTHING  IN  THE 
PAPERS  FOR  PA  TO  READ  ! " 


TURF-NEWS  FOR  TEETOTALLERS. 

IT  is  possible,  Sin  WILFRID  LAWSOS,  the  REV.  DAWSON  BUHNS,  ME.  SAMTTEL 
POPE,  and  all  you  other  respected  leaders  of  the  Permissive  Prohibitory  agita- 
tion, that  you  are  not  much  accustomed  to  read  very  attentively  the  sporting 
intelligence  in  the  newspapers.  An  interesting  fact  related  by  our  friend 
"  ARGUS"  may  have  chanced,  therefore,  to  escape  the  notice  of  most  of  you 
gentlemen.  It  may  be  not  superfluous,  then,  to  inform  you  that,  at  Newcastle- 
on-Tyne  Races  the  Northumberland  Plate  was  won  by  a  horse  named  Taraban. 
The  fact  above  referred  to  was  connected  with  Taraban's  triumph,  and  is,  on 
that  account,  particularly  worthy  of  your  attention.  Accordingly,  pray  you 
read,  mark,  learn,  and  inwardly  digest  (if  you  can)  the  statement  ol  "  ARGUS" 
that  :— 

"  Taraban,  before  being  saddled,  was  indulged  with  a  bottle  of  old  port,  which  he 
enjoyed  like  a  churchwarden,  and  I  fancy  it  must  have  been  from  JOHN  SCOTT'S  choicest 
bin,  for  the  old  horse  never  ran  more  kindly  in  his  life." 

Gentlemen  of  the  Platform  above-named,  you  and  all  your  associates,  are 
respectfully  invited  to  consider  the  beneficial  influence  of  port  wine,  of  which 
the  foregoing  extract  presents  you  with  an  instance  on  a  dumb  animal.  Please 
also  to  consider  that  the  animal  which  old  port  invigorated  was  that  noble 
animal  the  Horse.  Port  would  probably  have  been  refused  by,  had  it  been 
offered  to,  that  ignoble  animal  the  Ass.  The  Ass  is  very  particular  in  his  drink- 
ing. He  drinks  water  alone,  and.  if  he  could  bray  intelligibly  would,  doubt- 
less, demand  that  the  Horse  should  be  restricted  to  the  same  beverage.  Don't 
be  donkeys. 

.        Irish  Law  and  Politics. 

THE  following  question  has  doubtless  occurred  to  the  mind  of  every  thinking 
Irish  lawyer.  "  If  the  Nationalists  were  to  succeed  in  getting  a  separate  Irish 
Parliament,  what  chance  would  I  have  of  becoming  Lord  Chancellor  of  England  ?  " 

VOL.  LJI.  C 


SURPRISING   QUESTIONS. 
(See  TicmiORNE  Case.) 

"WOULD  it  surprise  you"  to  hear  that  the  British 
Colonels  had  presented  Mu.  CARDWKLL  with  a  flattering 
address,  beautifully  engrossed  on  vellum,  and  a  complete 
service  of  plate? 

"  Would  it  surprise  you"  to  find  that  ARCHBISHOP 
MANNING  and  MR.  NKWHWIATE  wore  in  the  habit  of 
taking  long  walks  together  f 

"  Would  it  surprise  you"  to  learn  that  SIR  Wiu  i:n> 
LAWSON  was  a  partner  in  a  large  Brewery  '' 

"  Would  it  surprise  you"  to  know  that  MR.  DIB- 
UAKI.I  spent  all  his  spare  moments  in  contriving  a  new 
Ballot  Box :• 

"  Would  it  surprise  yon  "  to  be  told  that  the  POPE 
had  conferred  a  scarlet  hat  upon  DR.  CUMMINO  '• 

"  Would  it  surprise  you"  to  hear  that  the  butchers 
had  lowered  the  price  of  meat 'f 

"Would  it  surprise  you"  to  hear  that  ARCHDEACON 

HIBOV  had  related  his  "experience"  at  a  Wesleyau 
Love-feast  P 

"Would  it  surprise  you"  to  know  that  the  Royal 
College  of  Physicians  were  insisting  on  the  practice 
of  homoeopathy '' 

"  Would  it  surprise  you"  to  be  informed  that  the 
Members  of  the  House  of  Commons  had  bound  them- 
selves by  a  solemn  engagement  to  limit  their  speeches  to 
twenty  minutes  ? 

"  Would  it  surprise  you  "  to  hear  that  the  Corporation 
of  London  and  the  City  Companies  had  determined  to 
apply  the  money  they  now  spend  in  feasting  to  the  edu- 
cation of  the  poor  ? 

"Would  it  surprise  you"  to  find  Temple  Bar  pulled 
down? 

"  Would  it  surprise  you  "  to  be  told  that  MR.  WHAI- 
LEY  was  one  of  the  pilgrims  who  went  to  Rome  to  con- 
gratulate the  POPE  ? 

"Would  it  surprise  you"  to  hear  that  the  young 
Aristocracy  of  England  had  made  up  their  minds  to  dis- 
continue pigeon-shooting  ? 

"  Would  it  surprise  you"  to  learn  that  the  Dean  and 
Chapter  of  St.  Paul's,  before  decorating  the  Cathedral, 
had  engaged  a  charwoman  to  keep,  the  monuments 
clean  ? 

"Would  it  surprise  you"  to  find  Parliament  sitting 
on  the  12th  of  August  '< 

"  Would  it  surprise  yon"  to  be  told  that  the  Corpora- 
tions of  Dover  and  Southampton  were  never  again  going 
to  "address"  any  Hmperor,  King,  Prince,  or  other 
foreign  Potentate  r 

".Would  it  surprise  you"  to  find  that  the  British 
Hotel-keeper  had  at  last  seen  the  •wisdom  of  selling 
drinkable  wine  at  a  moderate  price  ? 

"  Would  it  surprise  you  "  to  hear  that  the  Managers  of 
all  the  London  Theatres  had  resolved  to  abolish  fees, 
and  to  attract  visitors  by  making  them  comfortable  ? 

"  Would  it  surprise  you  "  to  find  the  statues  removed, 
the  beggars  banished,  the  costennongers  restrained,  and 
the  musicians  silenced,  in  the  streets  of  London,  and 
the  streets  themselves  kept  passably  clean  ? 

"Would  it  surprise  you"  to  meet  the  POPE  in  Rotten 
Row? 

"Would  it  surprise  you  "to  hear  that  the  National 
Debt  had  been  paid  off  by  voluntary  contributions  ? 

"Would  it  surprise  you"  to  read  that  the  Tichborne 
Case  was  concluded  ? 


Briskness  of  Public  Business. 

EVER  and  anon  Honourable  Gentlemen  in  the  House 
of  Commons  move  in  Committee  that  the  Chairman 

report  progress."  Considering  how  much  he  has  had 
to  report  this  Session,  one  takes  the  motion  for  his 
performance  of  that  ceremony  to  be  rather  ironical. 


IS  A  LEGAL  POINT  OF  VIEW. 

LIFE,  we  are  told,  is  a  trial,  but  the  worst  of  it  is 
there  is  no  Court  of  Appeal  we  can  go  to  in  the  event  of 
our  not  being  satisfied  witli  the  result  of  it.  For  myself, 
I  should  like  uncommonly  to  move  for  a  new  trial. 

Briefless  Barrister. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

ONDAY,    July  3. — 

HEE  MAJESTY 
was  pleased  to 
say  that  as  the 
Lords,  on  the 
motion  of  "re- 
nowned SALIS- 
BURY." objected 
to  the  scheme 
for  turning  the 
EmanuelCharity 
boys  into  stu- 
dents at  a  good 
sehool,thatsound 
scheme  should 
not  be  carried 
out.  The  words 
and  not  the  in- 
tentions of  the 
admirable  LADY 
DACRE,  she  who 
founded  the  cha- 
rity, are  to  be 
heeded.  LOUD 
SALISBURY  does 
not  remind  us  of 
the  celebrated 
translator,  of 
whom  it  was  said, 
comparing  him 
with  mere  litera- 
lists, 

"  They  but  preserve  his  ashes,  thou  his  flame  ; 
True  to  his  sense,  and  truer  to  his  fame." 

But  as  there  is  such  zeal  for  obeying  the  expressed  will  of  a 
Founder,  Punch  would  be  glad  to  see  LORD  SALISBURY,  as  Chan- 
cellor of  the  University  of  Oxford,  bring  forward  a  scheme  for 
returning  to  implicit  obedience  to  the  directions  of  certain  Founders 
of  Oxford  Colleges. 

LOED  NORTHBROOK,  at  some  length,  answered  LORD  STRATHNAIRN 
(who  denounced  the  changes  in  respect  to  the  Army  Reserve)  and 
drew  rather  a  pleasant  picture  of  the  British  Soldier.  May  we  find 
in  the  day  of  need  that— 


"  We  have  a  sword  * 


the  'north'-brook's  temper." 


It  is  almost  always  satisfactory  to  quote  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  and 
this  Centenary  year  it  is  everybody's  duty  to  quote  him  upon  all 
occasions.  We  wish,  however,  that  certain  lines  had  not  been  forced 
upon  our  memory. 

"  Yes,  Agincourt  may  be  forgot, 
And  Cressy  be  an  unknown  spot, 

And  Blenheim's  name  be  new ; 
But  still  in  story  and  in  songr. 
For  many  an  age  remembered  long, 
Shall  lire  the  towers  of  Hougomont, 

And  Field  of  Waterloo." 

The  name  of  Agincourt  (which  affected  and  pedantic  people,  in 
reciting  MACAULAY'S  Armada,  call  Azancoor)  will  not  be  forgot, 
even  by  those  whose  memories  of  October  25th,  1415,  are  hazy.  For 
11. M.S.  of  that  name  stranded  on  a  roek  near  Gibraltar.  She  is 
an  Ironclad,  and  cost  £450,000.  The  Captain  was  doubtful  of  her 
being  saved  without  Camels,  so  the  Admiralty  sent  out  the  Drome- 
dary and  other  vessels  to  help  her.  The  Grinder  is  also  sent,  but 
we  feared  that  she  would  do  her  own  grinding,  and,  in  FALCONER'S 
words, 

"  Tear  her  strong  bottom  on  the  marble  rock." 

But  her  Captain,  whose  name"  is  BK.YUMONT,  and  who  is  n  v?t?raa 
sailor,  covered  with  medals  in  sign  of  his  bravery  and  skill,  man- 
aged to  lighten  the  vessel,  and  to  get  her  off.  We  are  all  curious  to 
hear  how  she  got  on,  being  commanded  by  such  an  officer,  the  reef 
being  as  well  known  as  Eelpie  Island,  and  the  affair  taking  place  in 
broad  daylight. 

Government  thinks  that  the  Tichborne  Case  ought  not  to  be  ad- 
journed, so  the  CHANCELLOR  brings  in  a  Bill  to  legalise  extra  sittings. 
For  when 

"  The  Court  is  convened,  the  Counsel  are  met, 

The  Judge  is  arrayed,  a  terrible  show, 
'Tia  foolish  to  stop  in  the  midst,  and  forget 

The  proofs  for  the  T.  and  the  proofs  for  the  0." 

But  the  Judge,  Counsel,  and  Jury  want  the  usual  holidays— and 


Punch  can  hardly  blame  them.    The  "Conspiracies"  case  is  ad- 
journed till  after  Guy  Faux  Day. 

The  Commons  held  final  debate  on  the  Army  Bill,  and  MR.  GRATES 
moved  its  rejection  on  the  ground  that  several  of  its  features  had 
been  obliterated,  and  that  we  had  not  the  whole  Reform  scheme 
before  us.  Battle  was  given,  and  the  resolution  was  rejected  by  289 
to  231, — majority  for  the  Abolition  of  Purchase,  the  taking  the 
Militia  out  of  the  hands  of  Lords  Lieutenant,  and  the  enabling 
Government  to  seize  the  railways  at  need,  58.  The  Bill  passed. 
And  now,  MM.  the  Commons, 

"  Must  your  bold  verdict  enter  talk  with  Lords." 

Tuesday.  The  EARL  OF  MORLET  introduced  a  Bill  amending  the 
Habitual  Criminals  Act.  This  Act,  he  said,  had  worked  exceedingly 
well,  and  had  much  reduced  crime.  LOUD  HOUGHTON  thought  it  a 
failure,  and  objected  to  concentrating  the  criminal  element.  LORD 
KIMBERLEY  defended  it,  and  reminded  the  objectors  that  we  had 
now  no  means  of  causing  evil  persons  to  do  what  BARRINGTON  the 
transported  pickpocket  said,  in  a  clever  theatrical  address,  that  he 
and  his  friends  had  condescended  to  do : — 

"  True  patriots  we ;  for  be  it  understood, 
We  left  our  country  for  our  country's  good." 

A  Ballot  debate  in  the  Commons.  It  was  spioed.  LORD  CLAUD 
II  ». MILTON  was  very  out-spoken  (let  us  say)  iu  declaring  that  the 
Liberals  had  been  restrained  from  Bribery  by  the  severe  Acts  the 
Tories  had  passed  against  it,  and  that  they  desired  Ballot  only  that 
they  might  be  able  to  corrupt  the  nation.  MR.  GLADSTONE  arose  in 
wrath,  and  (if  we  might  borrow  a  phrase  from  PETER  PRIGGINS) 
LORD  CLAUD  certainly  "kotched  it  like  winking."  MR.  DISRAELI 
was  very  amusing,  hit  hard  at  some  insubordinates  of  his  own  party, 
and  said  he  endeavoured  to  lead  as  quiet  a  life  as  he  ooiild. 

In  the  evening  we  had  the  case  of  the  NAWAB  NAZIM  ;  that  is, 
Nabob  Administrator,  of  BengaL 

41  Lo,  this  rich  Indian,  whose  well-tutored  mind 
Sees  gold  in  heaps  (if  Commons  will  be  kind), 
Believes,  admitted  a  complaint  to  try, 
He  '11  floor  tue  late  East  India  Company." 

His  claim  is  based  on  an  arrangement  made  in  the  Black  Hole  days, 
and  looks  plausible,  but  Governments,  Liberal  and  Conservative,  hold 
that  he  receives  quite  enough,  seeing  that  for  about  a  century  his 
family  has  been  taking  £160,000  a  year  out  of  the  pockets  of  the 
people  of  India.  He  behaved  well  during  the  Mutiny,  and  has,  or 
will  have,  another  odd  £40,000  for  doing  so.  The  House  by  122  to 
64  declined  to  give  him  a  Committee  of  Inquiry. 

Wednesday.  A  Bill  for  abolishing  Church  Rates  in  Scotland  was 
carried,  but  is  to  proceed  no  further.  But  the  LORD  ADVOCATE  said 
something  which  has  been  interpreted  into  a  menace  that  the  Church 
of  Scotland  shall  be  destroyed  next  Session.  Then,  of  course,  the 
Church  in  Wales  will  go,  and  then  our  dear  old  Mother-Church  of 
England.  Clearly,  MR.  GLADSTONE  must  be  able  to  prove  a  pedi- 
gree from  those  whom  Macbeth  suggested  might 

"Untie  the  winds, 
And  bid  them  fight  against  the  Churches." 

Thursday.  Strange  things  happened.  MR.  GLADSTONE  convened 
a  Caucus.  Those  who  say  that  this  course  would  have  rather  be- 
seemed his  Caucasian  rival,  speak  ignorantly.  The  word  is  Ame- 
rican, and  the  American  dictionaries  declare  its  "  origin  unascer- 
tained." Never  mind.  Liberals,  274  strong,  met  in  Downing 
Street,  and  agreed  to  put  all  their  Ballot  Bill  Amendments  in  MR. 
FOESTER'S  charge,  he  was  to  adopt  such  as  he  could,  and  he  was  to 
be  the  exclusive  mouthpiece  of  the  party  during  the  Ballot  debate. 
So,  that  night,  when  MR.  NEWDEGATE  arose  to  denounce  the  mea- 
sure, the  whole  of  the  Liberals  marched  out  of  the  House,  leaving 
only  the  PREMIER  and  CAPTAIN  VIVIAN.  MR.  NEWDEGATE  addressed 
Vacuity.  In  fact,  he  illustrated  the  famous  image  of  the  Chimera, 
bombitans  in  vacua.  A  number  of  Conservatives  crossed  the  House, 
and  occupied  the  Liberal  seats,  in  order  to  destroy  the  moral  effect 
of  the  evacuation,  or  rather,  perhaps,  for  the  sake  of  fun.  Then  the 
Opposition  had  all  the  talk  to  itself,  and  old  MR.  BENTINCK  abused 
both  MR.  DISRAELI  and  MR.  GLADSTONE.  A  "  Count"  was  tried  by 
COLONEL  JERVIS,  but  though  this  gallant  officer  is  a  master  of 
"  Small  Arms,"  this  small  arm  failed,  the  Liberals  coming  in  from 
dinner,  with  their  mouths  full — Mr.  Punch  hopes  not  of  cursing 
and  bitterness,  though  it  is  aggravating  to  be  disturbed  at  meals. 

As  soon  as  they  had  smashed  the  Count,  they  went  off  again.  More 
speaking,  and  MR.  NEWDEGATE  got  a  second  innings.  But  when 
divisions  were  called,  the  Ministerialists  were  ready,  and  defeated 
their  enemies  by  majorities  of  91  and  183.  Of  course  MR.  GLAD- 
STONE was  assailed,  but  he  replied  that  there  were  173  Amendments 
on  the  paper,  and  that  he  had  a  right  to  reduce  the  number  in  the 
best  way  he  could.  Mr.  Punch  allows  that  the  circumstances  arc 
exceptional,  but  he  reserves  his  right  to  preach  Constitutionalism,  at 
need.  He  does  not  like  the  Situation.  V.S.S. 

The  Liberals  arc  not  to  talk  !    Have  we  come  to  the  end  of  the 
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world,  as  predicted  by  Scandinavian  theologists  ?  Then,  we  are  told 
tin  only  survivors  are  to  be  Vidar,  the  God  of  Silence,  and  Vali,  tin 
Ond  ot  Strength,  :md  all  is  to  be  hushed,  and  still.  Viimt-Gi.ui- 
SIHM;,  \'  u.i  -I  '-.i.  i  i  i:.  ni-e  they  "the  new  system  "p  If  so,  will 
tliey  oblige  Mr.  I'mirh  liy  going  and  sitting  to  VAi.KXTiXKl'i;iNsi:r, 
who  has  so  nobly  painted  their  t'riend  Odin.  Here  is  a  motto  for  the 
catalogue : — 

"  See  ye  not  yon  Silent  Stranger? 

1'roud  he  move*  with  low'ring  eyes. 
Oi>is,  iiKirk  thy  -tern  itveii 

Sluiii  tin-  sluigffy  monster  lies." 

Before  these  scenes,  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  Kxrrnnii  i:  had  the 

S'i  UMIIV  ot  making  a  kind  announcemeiit,  and  of  doint,'  it  graciously, 
e  said  that  the  Bunk   Holidays  Act  was  not  intended  to  ajiply  to 
ins  in  the  Government  service,  who  had  already  holidays  eiioii'.'h 
(between  six  weeks  and  two  months)  and  he  could  see  no  reason  lor 
any  addition. 

///.—The  Ballot  Bill  went  on,  and  the  Commons,  by  236  to 
'.!.">,  decided  that  Public  Nomination  shall  be  no  more.  \Vhut  is  the 
object  of  bringing  a  Candidate  before  a  noisy  mob,  they  said  r  Or, 
with  llanilft, — 

"  What  imports  the  Nomination  of  this  Gentleman  :  " 

The  only  other  noteworthy  incident  of  the  night  was  M  ic.  ' 
nisii    I'li'N'i  INCK'S  comparing  Mi:.   (U.MIMH.M:  to  Xi:i:\i:<,  and  de- 
claring that  if  he  pursued  Ids  tyrannical  ways,  he  would  rind  his 
"  mechanical "  army  in  the  condition  of  the  forces  of  that  robe- 
tearing  Prince, — 

"  He  counted  them  at  break  of  diiy, 
But  at  the  sunset,  where  were  they  r" 

It  may  be  remarked  that  Mr.  Punch  has  bsen  rather  lavish  with 
quotation  this  week.  He  is  above  the  paltry  vanitv  of  showing  that 
he  has  a  miraculous  memory,  but  the  tnct  is  that  he  was  ao  hurt  at 
Mi:.  (ii.MisioM.'s  saying,  to  him  and  other  gentlemen,  at  a  railway 
banquet,  that  "  he  did  not  know  whether  those  present  were  ac- 
quainted with  the  Pleasures  <>f  ]I«p<-,  by  THOMAS  CAMPBELL,"  that 
he  resolved  to  show  that  he,  for  one,  is  not  so  ignorant  of  British 
Poesy  as  the  PREMIER  (perhaps  rightly)  supposed  an  average  gather- 
ing of  English  persons  to  be.  Mr.  Punch  will  add  (because  it  has 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  question)  the  historic  fact,  that  his 
own  Alsatian  mansion  has  been  honoured  by  the  living  presence  of 
THOMAS  CAMTBELL. 


THE  DISAPPOINTED  OXE. 

A  Ballad  for  the  Sail-room. 

YES,  I  see  your  initials  are  down  on  my  card, 

And  I  know  'tis  our  favourite  valse  ; 
Yet  hold  not  your  HELEN  unfeeling,  or  hard, 

To  her  word  if  she  haply  prove  false. 

And  think  not  she 's  peevish,  or  sulks  in  a  pet, 

Because,  all  unheeding  her  frown, 
You  've  danced  twice  with  Miss  JoKMttr,  that  artful 
coquette, 

And  onoe  with  that  pretty  Miss  BROWN. 

Go,  pity  the  wall- flower  left  here  alone, 

While  others  are  whirling  away, 
And  let  not  the  reason  be  publicly  known, 

Why  she 's  less  locomotive  than  they. 

'Tis  not  that  her  fondness  for  valsing  is  o'er, 

She  repels  such  a  fancy  with  scorn  ; 
'Tis  not  that  young  CUIILIXO,  that  clumsy  great  bore, 

In  that  galop  crushed  sorely  her  corn. 

Her  UK  NET  may  call  her  a  horrible  goose, 

Thus  to  miss  the  best  dance  in  the  ball ; 
But  she  'B  lost  seven  hair-pins,  and  now  'tis  so  loose, 

That  she  fears  lest  her  chignon  may  fall. 

Meddlesome. 

THE  Address  from  the  House  of  Lords  to  the  QCEEN,  praying  her 
to  withhold  her  assent  from  the  Scheme  of  the  Endowed  Schools 
Commissioners  for  the  Management  of  Emnnuel  Hospital,  &c.,  now 
under  the  fostering  wing  of  the  Corporation  of  London,  was  ordered 
to  be  "presented  with  white  staves."  'Twas  a  great  pity  that  it 
could  not  be  staved  off  altogether. 

SECRETS  FOR  JULY. 

ON  the  14th  the  Moon  is  in  Apogee.  On  the  27th  in  Perigee. 
Friends  at  a  distance  will  please  accept  this  intimation.  No  Cards. 


LITERARY    INTELLIGENCE. 

ow  that  the    Claimant  has 
got  out  of  the  witness-box, 
and  the  interest  in  the  Tich- 
borne    trial    is    subsiding, 
people    may   tiud    time    to 
:i   book    occasionally, 
and    will  not  devote  their 
studies  entirely  to  the  new^- 
l-ip'r.      We    may    < 
th.  n  inn-,  ere  long  to  see  a 
"t   Inund-new  novels 
ij«l  to  amuse  them  ; 
anil,  as  title  ,  are  uttriHiv  . 
noiild  not  be  surprised 
"    at    some  such  as   the   fol- 
lowing:— 

('niiiinilrtimt    of    C'nurl- 
xliiji :    written    as   a 
iant    to    RiddliK 
at'  Liirr. 

ii      ht-r 
:ng    a 
n      to      By 

Tin:    Stiver  Minnow:    a 
tale  of  thrilling  intt- 
mt,  being  a  secjin  1  )•• 
The  tii.ldt'n  lltttt. 
The  King  of  ILittiurn  Hill :  a  Story  of  the  Period,  written  by  the 

Author  of  The  Mnnarch  of  Mind  mi  Lnm: 
The  Lily  and  the  Loch :  a  Novel  by  tiie  Writer  of  Th<   A'..M  ami 

th'    I; 

My  a  i  'in/ilii/ .-  a  Domestic  Tale,  published  as  companion 

to  My  Little  Lady. 


Cradle  : 


SAJilJ ATAIUANB5MUS  Till  UMPH A  T  CB. 


WE  have  the  pleasure  of  recording  that  a  reductio  ad  absttrdmn 
has  befallen  the  Sunday  ObHervanoe  Act.  A  M  K.  PHILIP  WALTEB,  one 
of  the  Secretaries  of  the  Free  Sunday  Society,  having  applied  for 
summonses  against  a  large  fishmonger  and  two  other  considerable 
persons  at  the  Hammersmith  Police  Court  for  offences  under  that 
statute  of  pious  CHARLES  THE  SECOND  : — 

"  At  the  conclusion  of  his  statement  MR.  LNOHAM  said  that  on  Friday  last 
his  colleague,  MR.  DAYMAN,  returned  to  town,  when  they  coniulted  together 
as  to  the  proper  course  to  be  adopted  in  such  cases,  and  they  came  to  the 
determination  henceforth  to  refuse  all  applications  for  summonses  unless  made 
by  some  public  authority.  He,  therefore,  gave  the  same  answer  to  the  appli- 
cant as  he  would  give  to  the  lUv.  UEB  WRIOUT." 

The  fishmonger  had  sent  half  a  salmon  on  Sunday  morning  to 
Kensington.  Or  the  other  accused  persons  one,  the  parish  contractor, 
had,  by  his  servants,  unnecessarily  watered  the  road,  and  the  other, 
an  ice-merchant,  had  supplied  PKINCE  TECK  with  ice  on  the  day 
which  vulgar  sanctimony  calls  the  Sabbath.  All  three  had  clearly 
broken  the  Caroline  Sunday  Act ;  but  if  applications  for  summonses 
against  such  offenders  were  to  be  entertained  by  their  Worships, 
where  would  they  be  able  to  stop  ?  My  Lord  Duke's  Coachman 
would  be  had  up  next  for  driving  his  Grace  to  Church,  or  JOHN 
THOMAS  even  would  be  haled  coram  Rostra,  before  a  Beak,  for 
carrying  my  Ladv's  Prayer-book.  Clearly  the  line  had  to  be  drawn 
somewhere,  and  MB.  INGHAM  and  MB.  DAYMAN  are  to  be  "  werry 
much  applauded  "  for  the  wisdom  they  have  shown  in  drawing  it 
between  no  parties,  high  or  low,  but  out  of  the  way  of  all.  It  ia  to 
be  hoped  that  every  other  Magistrate  will,  pending  rational  legisla- 
tion for  his  guidance  in  this  respect,  use  the  same  discretion  which 
those  gentlemen  have  exercised,  and  evince  understanding  equally 
with  tneirs  above  that  of  Midas. 


Mereweather's    Last. 
(In  re  TICHBORXB.) 

MEREWEATHKR,  Q.C.,  sat,  list'ning  in  despair, 
Till  MKKEWEATHER,  U.C.,  irreverently  swore, 

"  Valentine  and  Orson  was  a  tale  of  knights  and  a  bear, 
But  BALLANTLNE  and  ORTON  is  a  tale  of  days  and  a  bore." 


Silence  Shows  Contempt. 

THE  Newspapers  are  right  to  denounce  Pigeon-shooting,  but 
;he  Newspapers  should  be  consistent  and  abstain  from  pubuihing 
Hurlingham  and  Shepherd's  Bush  reports. 


14 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JULY  15,  1871. 


TO    ARTISTS,    COMEDIANS,    AND    OTHERS. 

ANY  ONE  WHO  WISHES  TO  STUDY  THE  TRUE  DRAMATIC  EXPRESSION  or  THE  TRAGIC   MUSE  IN  THE  ACT  OF  DRINKING  THE  LAST 
BITTER  CUP  OF  DESPAIR  TO  THE  VERY  DREGS,  SHOULD  WATCH  A   Youxo  MOTHER  TEACHING   THE  ELEMENTS   OF   Music 

FlBST-BOBN. 


LINES  TO  LITTLE  WORKING-MEN. 

(An  Appeal  of  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance.) 

COME  along,  TOMMY  TROWEL,  come,  there 's  a  good  man, 
Come  away  from  your  mortar  and  hod  if  you  can. 
CHAKLEY  CHIPS,  leave  your  bench,  and  your  line,  and  your  rule, 
GEORGY  GOSLING,  your  shop-board,  SAM  AWL  quit  your  stool. 

BILLY  BLACK,  cease  awhile  your  sledge-hammer  to  swing ; 
Let  your  horse-shoe  get  cold,  and  your  anvil  not  ring. 
Come,  BEN  BRUSH,  come,  BILL  PUTTY,  come  working-men  all, 
Come  and  hear  us  address  you  in  Milkinsop  Hall. 

We  should  like  to  improve  you,  and  make  you  as  good 
E'en  as  we  are  ourselves,  if  we  possibly  could. 
But  some  few  of  you  greatly  it  grieves  us  think 
Rather  given  to  too  much  indulgence  in  drink. 

As  a  body  we  therefore  would  have  you  submit 

To  be  ridden  a  little  with  bridle  and  bit, 

And  from  getting  at  liquor  to  let  us  prevent 

You  as  schoolboys  are  hindered  without  their  consent. 

Now,  don't  use  naughty  words,  which  are  painful  to  hear, 
About  those  who  would  rob  a  poor  man  of  nis  beer ; 
But  by  us  be  advised  the  petition  to  sign, 
For  a  Bill  which  to  ADAM  s  your  ale  will  confine. 

And  if  e'er,  some  hot  day,  in  a  future  July, 

For  a  cup  of  malt  liquor  you  're  ready  to  die ; 

Or  a  glass  of  grog  want,  when  a  cold  Christmas  comes, 

You  will  find  a  great  comfort  in  sucking  your  thumbs. 


0  you  can't  think  how  happy  you'll  all  of  you  be, 
When  to  drink  what  you  please  you  no  longer  are  free  ; 
All  the  taverns  and  inns  for  your  sakes  being  shut, 
And  the  publicans  all  in  the  workhouses  put. 

Then  some  folks  will  be  vexed  when  they  beer  can  get  none, 
And  they  '11  cry  very  likely— and  won't  that  be  fun ! 
See  these  nice  little  tracts ;  there,  you  've  nothing  to  pay  ; 
But  speak  pretty,  say  "  Ta  "  now,  and  take  them  away. 


COMMUNISM  AGAINST  CAPITAL. 

ON  the  relations  between  Capital  and  Labour,  it  may  be  observed, 
for  the  information  of  skilled  workmen,  that  there  is  Capital  ot 
another  kind  than  money.  Capital  is  derived  from  caput,  head  ;  and 
the  Capital  most  worthy  of  its  name  is  that  contained  by  the  skull ; 
to  wit,  brains.  It  is  against  this  Capital,  no  less  than  the  other, 
that  the  International  Communists  conspire  in  trying  to  enforce 
their  system  of  artificial  equality,  which  would  level  ability  to 
incompetence. 

It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  the  International  Communists  arc 
Working- Men.  They  are,  on  the  contrary,  Idling-Men,  or  men  who 
would  fain  be  idle  at  the  expense  of  others'  labour.  When  idle  men 
combine,  industrious  men  should  unite. 


The  Fifth*  Form  of  Punning. 

(Special  Express  from  Hanwell.) 

WHY  does  a  mermaid  generally  carry  a  looking-glass  about  with 
her  ?    Why,  you  donkey,  to  see  whether  she  is  quite  comb  ilfaut. 

•  Yes ;  and  we  should  say  about  the  lowest. — Ed. 
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MY    HEALTH. 


in  THS  TRAIX.— 
How  verv  goon  one  gets 
through  three  newspapers  ! 
Haying  got  through  them, 
how  curiously  interesting 
the  small  paragraphs  are 
which  one  never  notices  on 
ordinary  occasions.  The 
same  remark  applies  to  tin- 
ad  vertisements.  I  suppose 
it  must  be  on  some  oppor- 
tunity similar  to  the  pre- 
sent (that  in,  that  of  being 
in  a  train  ulone  on  a  longish 
journey),  that  a  Next  of 
Kin  iinds  he's  been  adver- 
tised for,  or  somebody  or 
other  discovers  that  he  will 
hear  something  to  his  ad- 
vantage by  calling  cm  60- 
and-So.  I  wonder,  as  I 
look  at  these  advertise- 
ments, whether  my  name 
will  be  there  to-day-  It 
would  be,  to  say  the  least 
of  it,  such  a  Hubject  for 
conversation  afterwards, 
commencing,  "  I  was  looking  at  the  front  sheet  of  the  Times,  quite 
accidentally,  for  iti's  a  thing  I  hardly  ever  do  —  perhaps  not  once  in 
a  year  —  when  I  suddenly  hit  upon  my  name,"  &c.,  &c. 

Jtfinn.  for  future  perusals.  —  Never  omit  looking  at  this  column  ; 
it  only  takes  a  minute,  and  it  might  turn  out  to  be  worth  thousands. 
Perham  an  Inquiry  f  or  Next  of  Kin,  or  an  "If  this  catches  the  Eye," 
may  nave  been  in,  and  1  've  missed  it  simply  by  not  reading  the 
front  sheet  of  the  Times.  Perhaps  some  one  is  now  enjoying  a 
fortune  that  ought  to  have  been  mine  ;  and  if  I  found  him  out,  and 
elairaed  it,  the  only  answer  would  be,  "  Too  late  now  :  you  were 
advertised  for,  for  months,  in  the  Times  and  other  newspapers,  and 
you  didn't  turn  up.  It  's  your  own  fault  :  better  luck  next  time," 
and  so  on. 

After  reading  it  carefiilly  to-day.—  There  'a  nothing  in  about  me. 
An  Idea.—  File  the  Times  in  future.  Buy  the  back  numbers  for 
the  last  six  months.  I  say  six  months,  because  I  have  some  sort  of 
notion  that  that  's  the  legal  time  given  for  heirs,  or  next  of  kin,  to 
turn  up.  And  yet  how  would  a  Next  of  Kin  in  Central  Africa 
manage?  How,  also,  would  he  be  affected  by  an  advertisement 
commencing,  "  Pursuant  to  an  Order  from  the  Court  of  Chancery," 
and  going  on  to  say  that  if  he  didn't  do  something  or  other  within 
the  next  two  weeks,  he  'd  never  hear  of  anything  more  to  his  advan- 
tage as  long  as  he  lived  ?  A  difficult  question. 

Still  in  Train.—  Same  train  of  thought.  Sleepy.  Very  sleepy. 
Westgate-on-Sea,  New  Station.  New  place,  too,  apparently  con- 
sisting of  a  block  of  houses  recently  built,  and  two  sets  of  clothes- 
lines, on  a  sort  of  desolate  common,  with  a  fine  view  of  the  sea. 
Sirchington,  Good  name  for  a  place  full  of  boys'  schools.  Whit- 
stable,  where  the  people  live  on  oysters,  and  when  there  are  no  oys- 
ters, on  other  fish,  until  the  oysters  appear  a.srain.  A  gentleman 
who  gets  into  the  carriage  here,  tells  me  that  it  is  a  charming  place 
to  stay  at,  if  you  want  to  be  perfectly  quiet,  and  are  fond  of  fish. 

Mem.  —  Whitstable  for  quiet.  When  I  am  well  enough  to  resume 
my  Analytical  History  of  Motwn,  will  try  Whitetable. 

In  answer  to  further  inquiries,  the  gentleman  says  (that  is,  I 
understand  him  to  say)  that  the  largest  oyster-bed  owners  are 


wvi  DuiiiC)    uiui\   BUijjuocn  \aa   i    iiui  .  ,   uuu    .-i»v>  ,         iimc^n  .  j\tn_»    inn, 

he  takes  a  lot  of  papers  out  of  a  black  bag,  and  begins  to  be,  appa- 
rently, deeply  interested  in  them. 

Note  in  Travelling.  —  Use  of  little  black  bags  with  papers  in 
them.  It  looks  so  business-like  to  take  papers  out.  Peruse  them 
always  frowningly,  then  turn  aside  to  look  out  of  window,  as  if 

fetting  that  last  sentence  quite  clear  before  yon  go  on  again.  Wish 
had  my  MS.,  as  far  as  I  've  gone,  of  Analytical  History  of  Motion. 
It  would,  puzzle  him  to  know  what  I  'd  got.  I  am  not  inquisitive, 
and  abominate  impertinent  curiosity,  but  I  should  like  to  know  what 
he 's  reading  up  (or  pretending  to  read  up,  for  I  don't  believe  in  him 
a  bit)  in  those  papers.  It  might  furnish  matter  for  pleasant  conver- 
sation while  travelling.  Perhaps  he  is  one  of  the  Oyster  Solicitors 
getting  up  some  case.  Right  of  pearls  found  in  bad  oysters. 

Am  very  sleepy.  Sure  it 's  unhealthy  to  be  so  sleepy.  A  sleepy 
pear,  for  example,  is  an  unhealthy  pear.  It 's  strange,  now  I  think 
of  it,  that  all  my  symptoms  lately  have  shown  themselves  in  some 
connection  with  my  nose.  It  is  strange,  as  showing  what  force  there 


is  in  presentiments,  or  presentimental  aversions.  Remember  stories 
(facts)  of  people  who  dreaded  fire,  and  took  erery  precaution  against 
accidents  DV  tire  ;  result  (by  fatality)  a  Fire,  and  disastrous  conse- 
quences. Remember  similar  example  about  old  lady  who  kited 
crossing  a  thoroughfare— always  avoided  it.  One  day  she  was 
carefully  avoiding  it,  and  was  run  over.  U< -member  a  friend  telling 
me  that  he  had  a  norror  of  falling  over  a  cliff:  he  said  that  he  felt 
that  if  he  did  fall  over  a  cliff,  it  would  be  (so  to  speak,  and  to  put  it 
in  his  words,  as  lightly  as  possible)  "  rather  more  than  he'd  bargained 
tor."  He  meant  that  he  d  be  killed.  He  is  aliye  now;  but  still 
there  is  the  aversion  for  cliffs,  and  he  wouldn't  come  down  to  Rams- 
gate,  for  example,  on  any  account.  It 's  all  what  SAMWKL  would 
call  "  Naytohar."  It 's  the  "  Naytchar  "  of  some  men  to  have  pre- 
sentiments and  aversions.  I  have  both.  I  hate  the  idea  of  a  red 
nose  in  the  future.  Yet  everything  seems  to  tend  towards  my  nose. 
This  drowsiness  shows  itself  there.  (\<>te. — I  really  think  I  must 
mention  this  to  my  medical  man,  personally  or  by  letter.)  I  get 
sleepy,  as  it  were,  in  my  nose,  somewhere  about  the  bridge.  I  drop 
off  to  sleep  without  any  sort  of  notice,  without  knowing  it:  in  fact, 
it  seems  to  me  as  if  1  was  thinking  deeply,  pnreuing  one  subj<  ci 
through  a  confused  crowd  of  ideas,  like  looking  for  same  important 
slip  of  paper  (which  is  indelibly  fixed  on  the  retina  of  your  mind's 
eye)  in  a  bureau  full  of  documents,  old  MSS.,  forgotten  receipts, 
bits  of  red  tape,  and  odds  and  ends.  And  then  .  .  .  you  take  uji 
something  which  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  object  yon  're  in  search 
of  ...  It  interests  you  .  .  .  and  then  .  .  .  something  else  you 've 
lost  sight  of  for  ages  .  .  .  then  .  .  .  everything  .  .  . 

"  Tickets !  Tickets,  please  !  "  I  wake  up.  Oyster  Solicitor,  bag, 
and  papers  vanished,  perhaps  long  ago.  To  sleep  so  heavily,  and  so 
early  in  the  day,  must  be  bad.  I  make  this  note  (for  my  doctor's 
benefit,  and  my  own)  after  arousing  myself.  Being  aroused,  I  feel 
sticky  all  over,  as  if  some  one  had  been  gumming  me  together. 

Note. — Another  curious  effect.  I  go  to  sleep  in  a  train,  clean,  neat, 
and  tidy.  I  awake  exactly  the  reverse — t.  e.,  dirty,  slovenly,  and 
untidy — and  as  if  I  'd  turned  a  dull  yellow  colour  during  sleep.  My 
clothes,  too,  have  a  sort  of  second-hand,  ready-mad*  look,  and 
appear  to  have  gone  back  in  their  cut  to  a  distant  period,  when  the 
fashion  wasn't  the  same  as  now.  I  come  out  of  the  train  at  the 
London  terminus  like  a  Rip  Van  Winkle  of  three  hours'  drowsiness. 
I  was  quite  fresh  when  I  got  in  at  Ramsgate,  I  am  quite  stale  at 
Victoria. 

Sudden  Thought. — How  fish  must  suffer  in  transmission!  Yes, 
that's  my  sensation  after  a  sleepy  journey — nabbiness.  Thank 
goodness,  I  am  looking  forward  to  a  real  good  blow  on  the  sea  in 
WETITERBY'S  yacht.  Shall  be  aboard  to-night  or  to-morrow  morning 
early,  and  shall  soon  be  looking  as  healthy  as  possible ;  that  is,  as 
sunburnt  as  possible. 

Question,  Is  to.be  sunburnt,  to  be  healthy  ?  (Mem.  Consult  a  phy- 
sician.) People  say  of  a  sunburnt  person,  "  he  looks  the  picture  of 
health."  Logically,  the  picture  of  a  thing  is  not  the  thing  itself. 
The  boy  who  is  the  very  picture  of  his  mother  is,  clearly,  not  his 
mother.  Ergo,  a  person  who  appears  to  be  the  picture  of  health  is 
not  health  itself,  but,  at  best,  very  like  health. 

I  do  believe  I  am  going  to  sleep,  standing  up,  on  the  platform  of 
the  station.  This  is  serious.  A  porter  rouses  me  about  my  luggage 
and  a  cab.  Where  shall  he  tell  the  man  to  drive  to?  I  have  actually 
seated  myself  in  the  cab,  still  dreamily,  without  saying  a  word  on 
the  subject.  These  mental  phenomena  must  be  noted  down.  Also 
that  my  nose  appears  to  have  become  rather  thicker  than  usual  about 
the  bridge.  Every  man  ought  to  be  brought  up  to  learn  something 
of  medicine  and  anatomy.  It  should  be  part  of  his  education. 
Instead  of  being  nervous  now  about  this  nasal  development,  I  should 
be  perfectly  happy  (perhaps),  if  I  only  knew  what  connection 
the  bridge  of  my  nose  had  with  other  portions  of  the  human 
frame. 

Mem.  To  get  up  anatomy,  with  special  attention  to  my  own. 
Send  for  a  book ;  capital  opportunity  for  studying  it  on  board 
WETHERBT'S  yacht. 

Driving  through  Town  to  the  Other  Station.  Feeling  of  loneli- 
ness. See  nobody  I  know.  My  best  friends,  if  in  London,  are 
utterly  ignorant  of  my  passing  through.  Wish  I  was  out  of  it 
again.  Melancholy.  Perhaps  melancholy  is  a  part  of  sleepiness. 
Am  struck  by  the  heartlessness  of  London.  The  phrase  "  the  heart 
of  London  "  is  an  impossibility.  Wonder  what  my  Aunt  &  Co.  are 
doing  now  ? 

At  Next  Terminus.  Find  that  I  shan't  be  at  Wetherby's  until 
late  at  night.  His  invitation  was,  "  Come  down  any  tame  this 
week,  ask  for  my  yacht,  and  they  (who  ?)  will  put  you  on  board." 
I  have  three-quarters  of  an  hour  before  starting.  Better  dine. 


Wanted— in  London. 

ACCORDTN o  to  the  Paris  Correspondent  of  the  Echo,  "  there  is  some 
talk  of  an  English  Cab  Company  starting  in  Paris."  This,  certainly, 
does  seem  to  be  one  of  those  cases  in  which  charily  should  begin 
at  home. 
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NOT    TO    BE    TRIFLED    WITH. 

Sergeant.  "  SILENCE,  GENTLEMEN— SILENCE  !    IF  I  HEAR  ANOTHER  WORBD,  I  'LL — I  'LL — FALL  OUT  THE  HOUL  ov  YEES  ! " 


IL  BE  GALANTUOMO  AT  ROME ! 

(July,  1871.) 

VICTOR  EMMANUEL  at  Rome  !    0  names 

Of  mockery  to  Papalini  ears ! 
VICTOB  !  the  conqueror,  whose  conquest  shames 

The  Church's  crowned,  sons,  and  their  faithless  fears : 
EMMANUEL  !  whose  presence  fileth  Rome 

As  the  fiend's  hoof-print  would  the  Vatican, 
Or  as  the  Serpent's  trail  fouled  Adam's  home. 

When,  with  the  hait  of  Knowledge  to  tempt  Man, 
He  came,  as  this  accursed  King  has  come, 

In  spite  of  bell,  and  book,  and  Papal  ban ! 

No  miracle  is  wrought  his  step  to  stay, 

No  thunderbolt  is  launched  to  blast  his  crown  ; 
And  Rome  makes  haste  her  ancient  neck  to  lay 

Under  his  cloven  hoof,  submissive,  down ! 
Meanwhile,  a  prisoner  in  his  Holy  Hall, 

//  Papa  lie  sits  sad,  but  unsubdued, 
And  waits  and  watches,  till  the  lightning  fall. 

Is  he  infallible,  and  shall  the  brood 
Of  Hell  dare  oust  him  from  St.  Peter's  stall, 

Foul  the  benitier,  trample  on  the  rood  ? 

Did  Paul  and  Peter  swoop  in  wrath  from  Heaven, 

To  stay  the  march  of  ATTILA  and  his  Huns, 
And  has  Heaven's  armoury  no  store  of  levin 

To  smite  and  scathe  Rome's  renegade  sons  ? 
Can  Peter's  bark  be  destined  to  decay, 

In  piecemeal  rot,  like  a  rat-eaten  hulk : 
Not  pass  in  elemental  war  away, 

Buried  in  Earth's  convulsed  and  crashing  bulk  ? 
Shall  the  worst  King  find  friends — //  Papa  lie 

Alone  be  left,  uncomforted,  to  sulk  ? 


Uncomforted,  but  by  those  fair  fine  words, 

That  butter  not  the  parsnip's  lenten  fare, 
And  the  stray  Peter's  pence,  which  from  their  hoards 

The  faithful  seem  to  find  so  hard  to  spare. 
And  worse  than  all,  unpersecuted  quite  ; 

Shows  of  respect  kept  up  ;  King's  state  maintained  ; 
Cardinals,  Monsignori,  Monks,  black,  white, 

And  brown,  and  whitey-brown.  left  unrestrained 
To  come,  and  go,  and  keep  Church-weapons  bright 

With  odium  theologicum  ingrained. 

And  Rome  ?    Doth  she  not  weep  and  tear  her  hair, 

Or  take  up  arms  to  strike  with  might  and  main, 
For  Papa  Re,  St.  Peter's  lineal  heir, 

Beyond  St.  Peter's  years  the  first  to  reign  ? 
Accursed  Rome !    She  pranks  herself  in  smiles, 

Hangs  out  her  lights  and  flowers,  from  street  to  street, 
In  welcome  of  this  King,  by  Satan's  wiles 

Led  on  to  set  him  high  in  Caesar's  seat, 
For  all  the  Infallible  upon  him  piles 

Curses,  to  knock  an  Atlas  off  nis  feet. 

And  Italy  to  Rome  holds  eager  hands, 

And  Rome  clasps  longing  hands  with  Italy ; 
And  their  great  shout  goes  thrilling  through  all  lands, 

"  Italia  una  !   Free  from  sea  to  sea !  " 
And  Papa  Re  bethinks  him  of  a  time 

When  that  same  song  for  burden  bore'Ats  name, 
While  blessings  rang  around  it,  like  a  chime 

Of  marriage-bells  ;  and  now  in  wrath  and  shame 
He  stops  his  ears,  but  still,  from  none  to  prime. 

Thro  barred  doors,  blocked  ears,  sounds  the  glad  acclaim  ! 


A  Legal  Query. 

POPE  asks — "  Is  there  no  bright  Reversion  in  the  sky  ?  "    This  is, 
clearly,  a  question  which  only  a  Lawyer  can  answer. 


JOLT  15,  1871.1 
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BROWX  AXD  FA  IK. 

TIJK  Hrili.ih  Medical  Journal  makes  the  gratifying 
announcement  that  the  Brown  Institute,  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  London,  for  the  Treatment  and  Study  of  the 
Diseases  nt  Domestic  Animals,  is  now  an  accomplished 
fact,  and  that  DR.  BURTOJJ  SANDERSON,  F.R.S.,  hag  been 
appointed  by  the  Senate  the  first  Hrown  Professor.  Di:. 
BURTON  is  probably  the  only  Brown  Professor  in  the 
United  _  Kingdom.  Sat  in  the  United  States,  whose 
population  includes  a  considerable  number  of  coloured 
gentlemen,  and  whose  free  institutions  permit  all  Ameri- 
can citizens  to  till  all  employments  of  which  they  are 
eap:iblc,  irrespectively  of  colour,  there  are  doubtless 
many  Brown  Professors. 

To  tie  !•,'  remark  it  may  be  added  that,  when 

the  rights  of  women  shall  have  been  recognised  in  this 
country  (,,  tli.   lull  extent  demanded  by  the  principles  <>i 
political  and  social  equality,  we  shall  see  our  Univer- 
;dorned  with  Professors  of  the  fair  sex,  and  among 
-ince  not  a  few  of  the  fair  sex  haye  dark  com- 
plexions, there  will  be  Brunettes. 


HER    MAJESTY'S    OPERA. 

(RELIEVING  GUARD.) 

Gamin.  "I  SAY,  LOBSTER,  RUN  IN,  AND  HAVE  A  LOOK  AT  THE  PLAT. 

HOLD  TER   Gt7N   FOR  YER  1  " 


I'LL 


TO  THE  GLORIOUS  TTH  OF  JULY,  1871. 

You  'BE  the  First  day  of  Summer 
^  When  the  Sun's  rays  haye  shone  ; 
You  're  a  rather  late  comer, 

For  the  Swallows  are  gone. 
Can  you,  Summer  day,  restore  me 

Currants,  peas,  and  apples  too, 
All  the  fruit  that  trees  once  bore  me  ? 

No  ?— then  what 's  the  use  of  you  ? 


The  Active  Board. 

A  DEPUTATIOK  of  the  Tea-dealers  and  Grocers'  Asso- 
ciation, the  other  day,  waited  on  the  RIGHT  How.  CHI- 
CHESTER  FORTESCUE,  at  the  Board  of  Trade  Office,  to 
complain  of  the  continued  importation  of  spurious  tea, 
and  ask  the  Government  to  do  something  to  prevent  it 
from  coming  into  consumption.  Of  course  the  answer 
they  got  from  the  Right  Hon.  Gentleman  on  behalf  of 
himself  and  colleagues  was,  delivered  with  courteous 
circumlocution,  in  effect  non  possumus. 


CLASSICALITY  FOE  THE  HUMBLER  CLASSES. 

CONSIDERING  that  a  smattering  of  the  Three  ll's  is  all  the  know- 
ledge that  the  majority  of  ordinarily  educated  persons  are  able  to 
retain,  you  can  hardly  dissent  from  the  adverse  opinion  expressed 
the  other  day  at  a  meeting  of  the  London  School  Board,  by  MB. 

C.  TORRENS,  the  excellent  and  independent  M.P.  for  Fins- 
bury,  on  the  question  of  teaching  Latin  at  the  expense  of  the 
ratepayers.  MR.  TORRENS  was  probably  misreported  in  being  made 
to  say  that  "He,  for  one,  denied  that  English  etymology  was 
dependent  upon  any  dead  language."  Such  a  statement  could 
hardly  have  escaped  the  lips  of  a  TORRENS,  even  in  his  most 
rapid  torrent  of  eloquence.  His  reason  for  objecting  to  Latin 
schooling  under  the  School  Board  can  only  be  supposed  to  have  been 
economical  and  utilitarian.  It  must,  however,  be  owned  that  this 
objection  might  alio  be  urged  against  teaching  Latin  in  certain 
superior  schools.  Moreover,  there  is  some  reason  to  regret  a  deci- 
sion on  the  part  of  the  London  School  Board  not  to  give  instruction 
which,  if  given,  might  result  in  the  gratification  of  the  public  ear. 
Suppose  the  Ixmdon  Cries,  at  present  a  mere  variety  of  yells,  got, 
through  the  Latin  education  of  street-boys,  to  be  harmoniously 
uttered  in  a  classic  tongue.  As  for  instance,  with  allowance  asked 
tor  probable  Latimty : — 


Black  yer  Boots  ?"   . 
Flowers  all  a  Growin'  and  a 

Blowin'!   . 
"Sparrer  Grass!" 


\IIDI  Calceos  fuccm  ? 

Flares  omninii  riijentesquc  deltis- 

centesque  ! 
Gramen  passerimtm .' 


(It  would  not  probably  be  known  by  the  scientific  name  of 


'Old  yer  Hoss  ?  " 
"  Want  a  Four- Wheeler  ?  " 
"  Remember  the  Poor  Sweeper ! " 


Teneamnc  ft/intm  f 
f'  Quadrinitemf 


Srnpurii  ! 


"  Evening  Paper,  Echo!"     .    . 

"  Box  o'  Matches  ?    BOB  LOWE'S  \  Piridiculam  Facularum  Robertuli 
prime  ones!'         .        .        ./     Lowe  praatantium  ! 

"  Bdl  o'  the  Play  !"        .        .    .     Tabellam  Spectaculi  ! 
Strawberries,    tine    Strawber-  \  -*,  .    .    _, 

rieg  I  »  f  fraga,  eximia  Fraga  ! 

"  Ornaments     for     your    Fire-  1  „ 

Stoves  !  "  .        .        .  j  -Decoramina  Focorum  eobu  ! 

'  '  Knives  and  Scissors  to  Grind  ?  "     Cultros  et  Forflre*  ad  acuendoi  * 

Mackerel,  fresh  Mackerel  !  "    .     Scombros,  Scombros  recentet  ! 
" 


, 
Milk  below! 


Lac  infra 


, 


It  will  be  time,  however,  to  Latinise  the  London  Cries,  when  compe- 
tent authorities  shall  have  settled  the  right  pronunciation  of  Latin, 
and  we  know  whether  CICERO  spoke  his  name  with  a  c  soft,  or  called 
himself  KIKEHO.  In  the  meantime  everybody  will  cordially  concur 
with  MB.  M'C.  (not  MARCUS  Crairus)  TORHBNS  in  the  proposition 
that  the  object  of  popular  education  was  to  make  children  good 
men  and  women,  and  not  what,  if  he  remembered  rightly,  LORD 
BROUGHAM  used  to  call  climbing  boys."  To  this  end,  however, 
instruction  in  Latin  may  contribute,  if  the  poet  quoted  in  the  syntax 
of  the  Eton  Grammar  of  that  language  is  right  in  saying  that  a 
liberal  education  softens  the  manners  (of  persons  who  without  it 
might  be  what  we  call  Roughs)  and  does  not  suffer  them  to  be  brutal. 

Hinc  Illae  LachrymsB  ! 

(France  loquitur.) 

TEST  of  my  saws  and  sayings  —  note  my  doin's  : 
Gauge  of  my  power  and  progress  —  count  my  ruins  : 
Fruit  of  my  faiths  and  follies—  mark  my  fears  : 
Seal  of  my  sins  and  sorrows  —  take  my  THIKRS. 

ANSWER  TO  ConREsroNi>!Nrs.—Xo.  Quite  wrong.  The  initials 
of  ME.  AYRTON'S  Christian  names  are  only  A.  S. 
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^jteSt&"  v 

'  iK-f,ii^i'*it&N<K\Kii£f' '-;:  - 


FILIAL    APPRECIATION. 

Little  Daughter.  "AND  WHO  is  IT  A  STATUE  OF,  'MA?" 

Mamma.  "THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON,  DEAR." 

Little  Daughter.  "  AND  WHAT  DID  THEY  MAKE  A  STATUE  OF  HIM  FOE,  AND  PUT  HIM  UP  THERE  ?" 

Mamma.  "  0,  BECAUSE  HE  WAS  A  VERY  GREAT  MAN,  DEAR,  AND  A  VERT  GOOD  MAN,  YOU  KNOW  ! " 

Little  Daughter.  "Q!    THEN  WHERE  WILL  THEY  rur  UP  A  STATUE  TO  DEAR  PAPA!!" 


TWO  WAYS  OF  LOOKING  AT  IT. 


rday  we  invited  a  loan  of  two  milliard*,  and  five  were  offered.    To- 
hibit  to  Europe  an  army  of  100,000  men,  full  of  vigour,  admirably 

•it .      U'll  (I      1 1    I  Vl>      lllttf      T-I'VI-I  1 1  N  !      I'll  trill  ait  inn  [•'.•.,  1 1 ,..,         i  i  1 1 .,..,.,  n.*  ,...,,,.  I      *"  . 


"  Yesterda^,  

iUy  We  cXnlDlt  lO  l-iUiuyu  ou     uiiiijr    vi     j.w,uw    iur._, .  _o .,-, .... .-,-.-.., 

ommanded,  who  have  just  rescued  civilisation.  France,  unaccustomed  to 
rood  fortune  since  the  disasters  accumulated  through  the  faults  of  the  Empire, 
begins  to  recognise  and  to  be  again  conscious  of  herself."— Journal  Officiel. 

'  I  ASK  for  two  milliards,  they  offer  me  five  ! " 

Quoth  France,  "  Where  can  Europe  produce  such  a  debtor  ?  " 
Well,  Credit 's  a  good  thing:,"  says  BULL  ;  "  but,  to  thrive,— 
I  venture  to  think  owing  nothing  's  a  better." 

'  Th£?1:?,'8  an  amy  !  "  crows  France,  "  Spite  of  all  its  reverses, 

Ball,  m  my  talk  at  least,  of  all  armies  the  tallest." 
Says  JOHN  BULL,  "  I  hold  armies,  at  best,  needful  curses  • 
So,  happiest  the  nation  that  does  with  the  smallest." 


An  Excellent  Example. 

''Paris. — The  dinner  given  yesterday  evening  by  M.  THIERS  was  a  very 
nlhant  affair,  and  great  cordiality  prevailed,  but  no  speeches  were  made."  ' 

LONDON— please  to  copy.  Latterly,  they  have  not  been  doing 
hings  better  in  France,  but  "  no  speeches  "  speaks  volumes,  and  is 
^Paris  fashion  which  we  might  adopt  with  the  greatest  advantage. 
V  e  should  be  the  better  for  a  Revolution— at  the  dinner- table. 


Fruit  of  Just  Finance. 

CONSIDERABLE  surprise  has  been  created  by  the  alacrity  with 
.•hieh  an  enormous  loan  has  been  subscribed  bv  the  French  in- 
nstnous  middling  classes.  How  easily  weak  minds  are  astonished  ! 
n  France  precarious  earnings  are  not  confiscated  by  an  Income-tax. 


BATHER  IMPERTINENT. 

COUNT  JABBER  (which  we  take  to  be  the  pure  English  for  JAU- 
BEIIT)  objects  to  English  tourists  coming  over  to  stare  at  the  ruins 
of  Paris.  As  M.  JULES  FAVRE  well  reminded  COUNT  JABBEK,  they 
were  at  least  preceded  by  hundreds  of  trains  of  charitably-sent  pro- 
visions for  the  poor  Parisians.  But— talk  of  a  stare — who  made  the 
last  siege  a  Spectacle  but  the  French  themselves,  who  crowded  every 
house-top  to  watch,  through  lorgnettes,  the  Versailles  army  killing 
the  Reds  ?  Truly,  our  friend  JABBER  is  fastidious — and  forgetful. 


SPLENDID  OPPORTUNITY. 

MR.  PUNCH,— "Why  do  not  the  Clairvoyants,  and  Professors,  and 
Mediums,  of  whose  miraculous  exploits  we  have  now  for  a  long 
time  past  heard  such  astounding  accounts,  come  to  the  rescue 
of  the  Judge,  the  Jury,  the  Counsel,  the  Solicitors,  the  Short- 
hand Reporters,  the  Witnesses,  and,  perhaps,  the  Claimant  himself, 
in  the  Tichborne  Case  ?  A  jury  of  Spiritualists,  if  their  pretensions 
are  true,  ought  to  be  able  to  settle  the  question  of  the  Claimant's 
identity  in  ten  minutes,  and  so  make  converts  of  us  all,  and  secure 
for  themselves  endless  honour — and  profit. 

"  A.  WAKE. 


Long  Sittings. 

IT  is  whispered  that  the  walls  of  the  Royal  Academy  will  be 
adorned,  next  year,  with  full-length  portraits  of  the  Giant  and 
Giantess  in  their  wedding  dress.  The  artist  engaged,  one  who  stands 
high  in  public  estimation,  hopes  to  make  these  pictures  the  finest 
examples  ever  yet  seen  of  what  is  known  as  "  size  "  painting. 


"'etbree't0i7ihh?'r-lrtri^?'5li;  ^a^ari  "'".I™ 'J*  the.  T"l'h  "'  Sf'  Jame8' CI(  '*«-»«U. '"  th«  Conntr  of  Widdle.ex.  nt  the  Printing  Offlwt  of  Me..™.  Br.dt.mT,  Erans.  *  Co..  Lombard 
Street,  m  the  I  recmctof  WbiteHam,  ,n  the  Citj  *f  Londcu.  »nd  Pu  jhshrd  by  Mm  at  No.  85, Fleet  Stre  't.  in  the  i-ar,«h  of  St.  Bride,  citv  of  LOD.|OD.-S»H-»D.I.  July  15.  1871. 
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MR.    PUNCH,    AT    THE    HIGHLAND    GAMES, 

SHOWS  TRE  NATIVES  HOW  TO  "Pur  THK  STONE." 


A  CIVIC  CROWN  FOR  THE  CITY. 

(HAWFINCH  sings). 

THE  famous  Antchent  Romans  used,  I  knows,  though  but  a  clown, 
To  reward  a  galliant  resky  for  to  vote  a  Civic  Crown  ; 
Which  there  s  none  in  my  opinion  moor  desarvun  of  to  wear 
Than  the  Aldermen  o'  London  and  their  Chief,  the  bold  LORD  MATOK. 

A  garland  'twas  of  oak  twigs,  like  a  crown  as  they  did  plait. 
Juuus  SAZEE,  I  suppose,  wore  summut  like  un  for  a  hat : 
So  med  London's  gurt  Lord  Mayor  do  when  a'  mounts  the  City  Throne, 
Or  his  Lardship  and  the  Aldermen  each  sport  un  round  his  own. 

To  resky  Eppun  Vorest  'tis  that  forrad  they  ha'  stood. 
Who  could  oetter  yarn  a  Civic  Crown  than  by  savun'  of  a  Wood  ? 
And  the  City  Sewers'  Commissioners  the  same  wages  has  yarned  too. 
Honour  be,  I  says,  my  bucks,  to  whomsomedever  Honour's  due. 

No  zuccour  could  the  Goverment,  o'conrse  not  they,  affoord 
For  to  keep  the  Flats  o'  Wanstead  from  the  clutches  of  a  Lord, 
Of  a  Peer,  that,  if  so  be  as  how  he  had  but  ben  let  bide, 
Would  ha  cribbed  the  People's  Commons  and  enclosed  'um  fur  and 
wide. 

Of  all  the  world  a  Lord  to  do  that  there  ungracious  job, 
Wutt  a  pus-proud  upstart  only,  what  you  gentry  calls  a  Snob, 
As  have  no  consarn  for  England's  oaks  and  forests  free  and  fair ; 
So  three  groans  for  that  owdacious  Lord,  and  three  cheers  for  the 
true  LOKD  MAYOB. 

In  these  here  times  that  ain't  the  work  to  do  'tis  wise  of  Peers, 
If  so  be  as  how  they  wants  to  keep  their  House  above  their  ears. 
But  the  Corporation  o'  London's  use  beun'  made  so  clear  and  plain, 
The  cry  is  ^'  Long  live  the  Aldermen    and  no  end  to  the  LOKD 
MAYOE'S  reign." 


TOL.  LSI. 


Success  to  'm  in  the  battle  they  for  Eppun'  Vorest  fights. 

And  I  wish  in  the  New  Vorest  too  they  had  claim  to  Vorest  rights. 

For  to  save  that  there  from  them  as  thinks  o'  savun  pence,  nought 


more; 


Whilst  taxation  for  no  good  is  rose  pounds  wusser  than  afore. 


A  MOAN  FROM  A  FREEMAN. 

ME.  PUNCH, — That  I  should  live  to  hear  that  the  House  of 
Commons  have  abolished  Nomination  Days  at  elections,  levelled  the 
Hustings,  swept  away  Speeches,  Cheers,  Processions,  Bands  of  Music, 
shows  of  hands,  Ladies  in  the  Balcony,  showers  of  stones,  dead 
cats,  unsavoury  eggs,  refuse  vegetables,  fun,  fighting,  torn  coats  and 
broken  heads!  The  trade  in  diachylon  plaster  will  be  seriously 
affected,  and  the  Roughs,  Lambs,  or  whatever  else  they  are  called, 
will  positively  want  for  beer!  Nothing  seems  safe  from  the 
destructive  hand  of  the  Lower  House.  All  our  old  institutions,  all  our 
cherished  landmarks,  all  our  venerable  bulwarks  are  disappearing  one 
after  the  other ;  and  if  the  Ballot  Box  is  thrust  down  our  throats,  it 
will  become  next  to  impossible  to  give  or  to  get  a  nice  little  douceur. 
I  have  heard— but  this  I  can  hardly  swallow— that  it  has  actually 
been  proposed  to  interfere  between  a  man  and  his  beer,  and  to  pre- 
vent people  drinking  as  much  as  they  please ! 

However,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  revolutionary  and  republican 
changes,  I  nave  one  sure  stay,  one  sheet-anchor,  to  cheer  me  up — 
the  House  of  Lords ;  and  I  feel  confident  that  in  this,  the  latest 
instance  of  Democratic  tyranny,  that  time-honoured  Assembly  will 
see  the  danger  to  the  Constitution  which  lurks  in  the  monstrous 
attempt  to  deprive  us,  the  free  and  independent,  of  another  of  our 
Palladiums— our  Nomination  Days.  QXE  OF  THE  OLD  SOET. 

Littleborough,  Saturday  Evening. 

Shoppy. 

EVEN  in  the  matter  of  Dress  our  Doctor's  taste  is  thoroughly 
professional— he  prefers  a  "  Mixture." 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

XDAY,  July  10. 

Enter  RICHMOND. 
Richmond.  The  weary  sun  hath 

made  a  golden  set, 
And  by  the  bright  track  of  his 

fiery  car 
Gives  signal  of  a  goodly  day 

to-morrow. 
I  have  promised — what — you'll 

see  it  in  our  Standard. 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper  in 

my  tent. 

So  the  Duke  might  have 
spoken,  had  he  rememhered 
Richard  III.,  act  v.,  so.  3. 
As  it  was,  he  announced  m 
more  prosaic  words  that  he 
meant  to  ask  the  Lords  to 
refuse  assent  to  the  Army 
Bill,  until  a  complete  and 
entire  Scheme  of  Army  Re- 
form should  he  laid  before 
them. 

Distrust  and  disaffection  in  Ireland  were  the  text  on  which  REAR-ADMIRAL  LORD 
DUNSANV  preached  a  meritorious  sermon.  To  which  LORD  DUFFEHIN,  for  Ministers,  could 
not  say  much  more  than  Nun  noster  hie  Sermo. 

The  Lords  read  a  Scond  Time  the  Bill  for  Repeal  of   the  Ecclesiastical  Titles  Act.    In 
Committee,  next  night,  the  "  Naughty  Boy  who  wrote  No  Popery  on  CARDINAL  WISEMAN  s 
door,  and  then  ran  away,"  declared  that  his  law  had  been  carried  into  effect  as  was 
intended,  and  that  no  ecclesiastical  titles  had  been  usurped.    But  as  the  Act  was  ! 
letter,  and  the  Irish  Church  was  no  more,  repeal  was  expedient.    LOED  OEANMORE  saw  n 
reason  for  repeal,  as  the  POPF,  had  recently  claimed  more  power  than  ever.    The  KINO  OF 
ITALY  winked  when  he  read  this,  but  the  King  is  rather  a  rude  soldier. 

On  throwing  over  Scottish  Education  till  next  year,  the  PREMIER  said,  It  is  not  wise 
or  safe  to  speak  with  any  great  confidence  as  to  what  will  happen  in  the  coming  Session. 
A  good  many  persons  will  agree  with  MR.  GLADSTONE.  We  think  there  will  be  two  Royal 
Speeches,  divers  holidays,  and  much  talk,  but  we  decline  further  prediction.^  Further, 
the  PREMIER  declined  to  say  anything,  in  this  session,  about  a  Royal  Residence  in  Ireland, 
but  the  Government  has  intentions,  yes,  intentions.  Folks  say  that  there  is  to  be  a  rota 
of  Princes,  who  are,  successively,  to  make  themselves  agreeable  in  Dublin. 

Enter  KING  EDWAED  THE  THIBD,  who,  according  to  the  Nursery  History,  was 

"  his  subjects'  pride, 
But  his  grandson,  RICHARD,  was  popp'd  aside." 

The  King  was  introduced  by  ME.  TOMLINE,  of  Great  Grimsby,  who  stated,  on  H.  M.'s 
behalf,  that  he  had  ordained  that  "  no  men  of  the  Law,  following  business  in  the  King's 
Courts,  should  sit  as  Knights  of  the  Shire."  This  enactment  had  not  been  repealed,  and 
therefore  the  King  and  TOMLINE  desired  to  order  out  of  Parliament  some  eight  or  nine 
lawyers.  But  TOMLINE  and  the  King  were  walked  off,  by  186  to  13. 

Then  we  took  the  Ballot  Bill,  and  fought  again  over  the  Second  Clause,  for  abolishing 
Nominations.  Ministers  owned  that  their  proposal  was  rather  a  muddle,  but  the  principle 
was  again  affirmed,  and  a  proposal  by  MR.  WALTER  to  except  the  counties  from  the 
Ballot,  was  rejected.  MR.  NEWDEGATE  complimented  him  on  not  being  in  the  Govern- 
ment's Dumb  Caucus.  ME.  NEWDEGATE  seems  always  able,  says  MRS.  MALAPROP, 

"  to  hold  a  fire  in  his  heart, 
By  thinking  of  the  FOHSTER  Caucuses." 

Tuesday.  At  last  Mr.  Punch  has  a  Parliamentary  record  to  make  which"  he  can  set 
down  with  entire  satisfaction.  "  He  who  (as  the  late  orator  SHEIL  said  in  Mr.  Punch's 
hearing  about  a  hundred  years  ago)  has  made  Humanity  known  as  one  of  the  '  Charac- 
teristics of  SHAFTESBURY,'  "  adds  another  good  deed  to  his  long  list.  He  moved  for  an 
address  for  inquiry  into  the  sufferings  of  the  wretched  little  children  who  are  employed  in 
our  brick-fields.  There  are  30,000  of  these  ill-treated  mites,  who  begin  to  be  oppressed 
when  three  years  and  a  half  old.  The  brutalities  they  undergo,  and  the  demoralisation 
they  experience,  can  be  pictured  only  by  the  use  of  darker  colours  than  Punch  cares  to 
employ ;  and  as  the  hideous  facts  are  now  certain  to  be  brought  out  before  Parliament, 
sensation  writing  on  the  subject  is  needless.  The  motion,  was  unanimously  agreed  to  by 
the  Lords. 

"  Who  helps  Brick  Makers  ia  himself  a  Brick." 

In  the  Commons  Ballot  again,  and  wrangle  over  the  Hours  for  Polling.  "  Shall  we 
immortalise  a  Colonel's  mot  f  Said  COLONEL  S.  KNOX,  on  the  question  whether  there 
should  be  voting  at  night:  "The  Bill  is  to  enable  men  to  promise  one  way,  and  vote 
another  ;  and  as  that  is  a  deed  of  darkness,  it  ought  to  take  place  at  night." 

"  How  blest  are  we,  that  are  not  simple  men ! " 

Admiralty  Administration  was  censured  by  the  indefatigable  ME.  SEELEY,  and  SIE 
ROUNDELL  PALMEB  proposed  a  General  School  of  Law.  He  used  good  arguments,  but  the 
most  eminent  solicitors  assure  Mr.  Punch  (who  never  pays  them  for  their  opinions)  that 
law  is  becoming  simpler  and  simpler  every  day,  and  that  what  a  lawyer  now  most  needs 
is  Common  Sense. 

n~i'ilin:i(liiy.  Good  DOCTOR  DALRYMPLE,  M.P.  for  Bath,  wants  a  law  for  locking  up 
people  who  habitually  drink  too  much.  They  are  to  be  released  when  they  are  considered 


to  be  reformed.  MR.  MAGTJTRE  supported  him 
cleverly.  But  the  liberty  of  the  subject,_dear 
MRS.  GRUNDY  ;  and  then  think  what  wicked 
devices  might  be  adopted  to  get  disagreeable 
folks  out  of  the  way.  To  pass  the  Bill  pro- 
posed was,  of  course,  out  of  the  question,  but 
MR.  BRUCE  promised  a  Committee  next  year. 
Meanwhile,  you  who  are  tempted  to  take  more 
than  is  good  for  you,  take,  instead,  the  advice 
of  brave  GEORGE  HERBERT — 

"  Drink  not  the  third  glass  :  which  thou  canst  not 

tame 

When  once  it  is  within  thee  ;  but,  before, 
May'  st  rule  it  as  thou  liat :  and  pour  the  shame 
Which  it  would  pour  on  thee,  upon  the  floor. 
It  is  most  just  to  throw  that  on  the  ground 
Which  would  throw  me  there,  if  I  keep  the 
round." 

And  never  mind  about  the  carpet,  especially  if 
it  is  not  your  own,  but  a  friend's. 

MR.  DIXON,  wanting  to  upset  the  system 
under  which  the  excellent  School  Boards  are 
chosen,  was  himself  upset  by  argument,  and 
his  proposal  was  negatived.  Here  is  a  won- 
derful Martialic  jangle  which  has  nothing  to 
do  with  the  matter,  except  that  MR.  DIXON'S 
name  is  used ;  but  what  of  that  ?  LEIGH  HUNT 
told  us  of  it — 

"  How  DIXON  can  with  JACKSON  bear, 
You  ask  me,  THOMPSON,  to  declare  ; 
THOMPSON,  DIXON' s  JACKSON'S  heir." 

On  an  Irish  Debate,  a  new  Member,  ME.  P. 
SMYTHE,  one  of  the  "Home  Rulers,"  gave  us 
an  interesting  history  of  Ireland,  beginning 
with  HENRY  THE  SECOND  and  his  Barons.  The 
SPEAKER  bore  it  very  well  till  the  Honourable 
Member  (be  it  said  that  he  was  very  respectful 
and  polite)  came  to  O'CoNNELL,  but  then,  after 
several  rounds,  the  Right  Honourable  Gentle- 
man managed  to  floor  the  historian. 

Thursday.  The  Army  Bill  walked  into  the 
House  of  Lords,  and  the  Conspirators  drew 
their  daggers,  and  prepared  for  Doom.  Some- 
times, as  may  have  been  seen  on  the  stage,  the 
fatal  blow  is  at  last  struck ;  at  other  times  the 
Doom'd  One  is  delivered,  with  a  crash  of  pre- 
ternatural music.  But  suspense  is  delightful, 
and  behold  in  the  Cartoon  how  the  Prowlers 
prowl  around. 

That  night,  and  the  next,  they  occupied  in 
flourishing  their  weapons,  and  occasionally 
giving  their  victim  a  dig  in  the  ribs. 

You  surely  do  not  want  details.  But  you 
may  as  well  be  told  that  LOED  NORTHBROOK 
opened  the  discussion  very  ably,  and  that  the 
DUKE  OF  RICHMOND  moved  the  resolution 
above  referred  to.  EARL  RUSSELL  saw  the 
disadvantages  of  our  present  system,  but  did 
not  believe  that  the  Army  of  the  Future  would 
do  greater  things  than  the  Army  of  the  Past. 
The  DUKE  OF  CAMBRIDGE  saw  the  advantages 
of  our  present  system,  but  would  help  loyally 
to  carry  out  whatever  scheme  might  be  agreed 
on.  LORD  DERBY  condemned  Purchase,  which 
he  declared  to  be  "  a  dead  horse  "  now.  LOED 
CARNARVON  did  not  approve  a  change  that 
would  not  make  it  necessary  for  an  officer  to  be 
a  gentleman.  LORD  LAWRENCE  was  all  in  favour 
of  high  education  for  officers.  The  debate 
was  adjourned  on  the  Friday.  ME.  GLAD- 
STONE doubtless  spent  the  Sunday  in  consider- 
ing how  he  could  most  effectively  say,  from  the 
Critic — 

"In  the  QUEEN'S  name 
Drop  all  your  swords  and  daggers  !  " 

But  we  were  livelier  in  the  Commons.  The 
PREMIER  explained  that  the  CROWN  PRINCE 
OK  GERMANY  and  the  PRINCESS  were  invited 
by  the  QUEEN  to  Osborne,  and  were  going 
there.  But  they  had  wished  for  some  previous 
amusement,  so  had  gone  to  Prussia  House, 
and  as  that  edifice  had  no  room  for  children, 
the  young  Royalties  were  sent  to  Buckingham 
Palace.  Of  course,  no  one  answers  the 


JULY  22,  1871.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


23 


Queen's  Prime  Minister  on  such  a  topic,  but  we  hope  that  there 
is  no  harm  in  saying  that  we  wish  there  was  a  Palace  in  London  in 
winch  Kmperors,  Kings,  Princes,  and  others  could  receive  some 
return  for  the  hospitality  always  ihown  to  our  own  Royal  Family  on 
its  travels. 

MH.  LOWE  made  a  smart  and  fair  answer  to  MK.  MCNDKI.LA,  who 
wishes  the  rich  people  of  the  City  relieved  from  House  Duty,  as  they 
do  not  sleep  in  their  City  houses,  but  leave  them  to  watchmen,  and 
retire  to  splendid  villas.  He  said  that  they  could  very  well  afford 
to  pay,  that  he  wanted  their  mnm-y,  and  that  if  he  aid  not  get  it 
from  them,  he  should  have  to  take  it  from  others  who  could  worse 
afford  to  be  rated. 

More  Ballot,  and  good  sword-piny  bv  MB.  DISKAELI,  who  chaffed 
the  Liberals  on  their  silence,  and  advised  them  not  to  let  their 
oratory  get  rusty,  as  they  might  soon  want  it  for  the  electors.  Par- 
liaments lived  on  an  average  four  years,  and  this  one  had  three. 
Moreover,  he  complained  that  the  real  business  of  Parliament  was 
stopped  because  MR.  Gi.  \I>*TOXK  had  suddenly  become  converted  to 
an  expiring  faith,  and  "had  pus>i<mately  embraced  a  corpse." 
This  meant  the  Ballot.  Mu.  DISKAELI  is  a  reader  of  the  classics, 
and  may  remember  a  case  in  which  great  grief  came  to  a  keen 
speaker  for  his  having  said  something  of  the  same  kind.  He  will 

'  poetical 

assage  is 
,  he  will 
come  on  what  Mr.  Punch  means. 

MR.  GLADSTONE  did  a  bit  of  parody,  very  neatly.  He  casti- 
gated that  troublesome  and  pragmatie'  MR.  BKXTINCK  for  inter- 
fering with  business,  and  added —  The  Hon.  Gentleman  says  he  has 
placed  himself  in  order  ;  but  there  is  a  line  of  TENNYSON — 

'  His  honour  rooted  in  dishonour  stood,' 
and  I  will  parody  that  by  saying, 

'His  order  rooted  in  disorder  stood.' " 

Frtiliiy.  Ballot  again  in  the  Commons,  and  several  quotations, 
quite  as  irrelevant  and  not  nearly  as  happy  as  those  with  which 
Mr.  Punch  relieves  his  own  sparkling  paragraphs.  We  have  some 
idea  that  two  Irish  questions  came  up  at  the  end,  but  having  to 
sup  with  a  load  of  Eton  and  Harrow  boys,  and  talk  over  the  glorious 
cricket  match  begun  that  day,  Punch — bowled  out. 


"  THE  RIGHT  MAN  IN  THE  EIGHT  PLACE." 

"  AMONG  the  small  but  select   circle  of  spectators,  MK.  ATRTON  was 
conspicuous." — Account  of  the  Guards'  field-day  at  Wormwood  Serubt. 

If  ever  Punch  could  welcome 

The  sight  of  A  TUTOR'S  face, 
A  field-nay  were  the  occasion, 

And  Wormwood  Scrubs  the  place. 

For  occasion — on  a  field-day 

Even  ATRTOX  must  sing  small ; 
Have  to  play  the  second-fiddle, 

If  allowed  to  play  at  all. 

For  place— ask  Members,  artists, 
Who  have  writhed  beneath  his  rubs, 

If  his  language  is  not  Wormwood  ? 
His  behaviour  the  Scrubs. 


Question  and  Quotation. 

WHAT  has  become  of  MR.  WORTH,  the  celebrated  dress-artist  of 
Paris,  whose  arrest  by  the  Germans  made  a  sensation  among  his 
admirers  ?  We  ask,  not  so  much  as  being  disturbingly  anxious  to 
know,  but  to  introduce  an  improved  quotation  from  DR.  JOHNSON  : — 

"  Has  pitying  BISMAKCK  signed  the  kind  release, 
And  bid  afflicted  WORTH  depart  in  peace  ? " 

A  Threatened  Nick-name. 

SHOULD  the  Government  think  it  necessary  to  divide  any  more  of 
their  measures— the  Ballot  Bill,  for  instanee-they  will  run  a  great 
nsk  of  being  known  as  the  "  Half-and-Half  "  Administration. 


A  REGULAR   COUP  DS  ITALY. 

"  I  SAT,  what 's  the  reason  that  young  coxcomb,  HORACE  MEW, 
every  time  he  talks  to  a  lady,  seizes  her  hand  ?" 

"  0,  it's  only  his  familiar  way  of  luMing  a  conversation." 


THE    TICHBORNE    CASE. 

(July  t>,  1 

AW  news  is  again 
ink-resting.  The 
hearing  of  the 
Tichborne  Case 
was  resumed 
morning  at 
ten  o'clock.  The 
Ex-President  of 
the  late  French 
Mic  (M. 

Til  1  KKS)       OCCU- 

K'  'I    a  seat  on 
th<-  Bench. 

The  Loitn 
Cum  JOTHF: 
came  into  Court 
supported  by 
two  footmen, 
followed  by  a 
page  carrying  a 
box  of  the  cele- 
brated new 
Meat  Comfits 
(W.  &  C.  STRAG- 

GLETHOHPE, 

1749,Lord  Mayor 
Street,  B.C.). 

His  Lordship 
was  carefully 
placed  by  the 
Ushers  on  the 
sofa  which  had 
been  prepared 
for  his  accom- 
modation by 

those  eminent  upholsterers,  MESSES.  VALLANCE  AND  REPP,  in  accord- 
ance with  the  provisions  of  the  Special  Act  of  Parliament,  entitled 
"  An  Act  for  tne  Relief  of  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  the  Common 
Pleas,  or  other  the  presiding  Judge  in  the  Cause  of  Tichborne  v.  Lush- 
iiigfnn,"  which  only  received  the  Royal  Assent  yesterday  afternoon. 
His  Lordship's  medical  advisers  took  their  usual  places  by  his 
side.  Two  trained  nurses  remained  in  an  ante-room. 

Before  the  proceedings  commenced,  the  LORD  CHTEF  JUSTICE, 
raising  himself  on  his  elbow,  said  that  he  was  desirous  of  taking  this 
the  earliest  opportunity  that  had  presented  itself,  to  express  his 
heartfelt  acknowledgments  to  the  Legislature  for  having  allowed 
him  the  inestimable  comfort  of  a  spring  couch,  and  also  for  sanc- 
tioning his  temporary  discontinuance  of  the  ordinary  costume  of  a 
Judge  of  one  of  the  Supreme  Courts  of  the  Realm  (His  Lordship  was 
attired  in  a  loose  dressing-gown,  and  wore  no  wig).  He  added,  that 
as  he  had  not  slept  a  wink  the  whole  of  the  preceding  night,  he 
hoped  that  if  in  the  course  of  the  day  he  should  occasionally  doze, 
he  should  receive  that  indulgent  consideration  from  the  Bar,  the 
Jury,  the  Parties  in  the  Cause,  the  Press,  and  the  Country,  which  he 
had  never  failed  to  find  extended  to  him  during  the  whole  coarse  of 
the  memorable  trial  in  which  they  had  now  for  so  many  years  been 
engaged.  He  was  stating  his  present  weight,  as  compared  with  this 
time  last  year,  when  the  medical  staff  implored  him  to  desist. 

The  SoLicrroB-GENERAi,  then  rose,  leaning  on  two  sticks,  and 
said  that  it  was  his  agreeable  duty  to  be  the  medium  of  a  communi- 
cation which  he  was  sure  would  be  received  by  all  present  with  un- 
bounded satisfaction.  A  telegram  had  that  moment  been  put  into 
his  hand,  by  one  of  the  obliging  officials  attached  to  the  Court,  from 
the  Captain  of  the  vessel  which  had  conveyed  his  distinguished 
predecessor  to  Australia  for  the  purpose  of  recruiting  his  shattered 
health,  stating  that  SIB  JOHN  had  borne  the  voyage  wonderfully 
well,  and  was  at  that  moment  eagerly  perusing  a  telegraphic  sum- 
mary of  the  progress  of  the  trial  in  which  he  had  played  so 
conspicuous  and  brilliant  a  part.  SIR  JOHN  had  himself  added  a 
postscript,  saying  what  pleasure  it  would  give  him  to  examine  or 
cross-examine  anyone  out  in  Australia  conversant  with  the  case. 
(Loud  applause,  which  the  officers  of  the  Court  were  too  feeble  to 
attempt  to  suppress.) 

The  Foreman  of  the  Jury  then  handed  in  a  packet  of  medical 
certificates  accounting  for  the  continued  absence  of  five  of  his 
colleagues.  He  said  the  air-cushions  were  a  great  comfort. 

MR.  SERJEANT  BALLANTIXE,  who  occupied  his  usual  easy  chair, 
having  craved  permission  to  detain  the  Court  for  a  few  moments 
while  he  partook  of  some  strong  beef-teaj  then  resumed  his  cross- 
examination  of  the  last  witness  for  the  defence.  The  Learned  Gen- 
tleman's emaciated  appearance  excited  universal  commiseration, 
and  his  voice  was  at  times  almost  inaudible. 
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MILITARY    ARDOUR. 

Sentry  (with  Mixed  Ideas  of  Manual  and  Platoon).  "  GAR'D  T'N  Our  !  " 
Commandant.  "  BLESS  YOU,  SIR,  WHAT  ARE  YOU  ABOUT  ?" 
Sentry.  "  SHTOE,  I  'it  WAITIN'  FOR  THE  WOKR'D  FOIRE  !  " 
*»«  Extract  from  Field  Exercise  or  Red  Book,  pocket  edition,  page  356  -.—Sentries paying  Compliments  :  "  To  Field  Officers  he  mllpreseni  arms." 


"THE  CAUSE  FOE  WHICH  HAMPDEN,"  &c. 

HAMPDEN  believed  that  the  Earth  it  was  flat ; 

HAMPDEN  he  backed  his  opinion  with  money ; 
"Five  hundred  to  one  "  'twas  as  flat  as  his  hat ; 

And  an  umpire  he  named — this  philosopher  funny. 

As  the  Globe's  champion,  the  lists  WALLACE  entered. 

By  award  of  the  umpire,  proof  positive  found 
That  the  vulgar  belief  in  sound  science  was  centered : 

That  HAMPDEN  was  flat,  the  Earth  proveably  round. 

HAMPDEN  submitted ;  forked  out  his  five  hundred ; 

But  thereafter  'gainst  WALLACE  waxed  wrathful  indeed ; 
Who  shall  say.  if  because  he  had  lost,  or  had  blundered, 

If  for  loss  of  his  cash,  or  upset  of  his  creed  ? 

But  whatever  the  cause,  HAMPDEN  took  in  retort  to 
Such  language  of  WALLACE,  and  eke  of  his  wife ; 

That  WALLACE,  though  wight,  Stratford  Bench  must  resort  to, 
To  swear  HAMPDEN  put  him  in  fear  of  his  life. 

Then  the  Themis  of  Stratford  she  lightened  and  thundered, 
Bade  HAMPDEN  find  sureties  for  keeping  the  peace. 

Two  in  thirty  pounds  each,  and  himself  in  a  hundred  ; 
And  in  default  gave  him  in  charge  to  the  p'lice. 

Learn,  HAMPDEN,  if  parties  will  back  their  belief 
In  cash,  by  the  consequence  parties  must  bide  : 

You  believed,  staked  your  tin,  named  your  judge,  came  to  grief- 
Bite  the  fox  ne'er  so  hard,  still  the  pain  you  must  hide. 

While  you  argue  in  words,  your  wrath's  vials  you  're  free 
On  their  heads,  who  oppose  you,  to  empty  at  will : 

But  when  to  your  faiths  you  have  pledged  £  s.  d., 
And  lost,  you  must  pocket  the  loss  and  sit  still. 


At  least  you  may  illustrate  one  of  Heaven's  laws, 
"  Fools  must  pay  for  their  folly,"  and  so  rerbum  sat.  .- 

Henceforth,  English  history  may  add  to  "  the  cause 
For  which  HAMPDEN  bled  "  that,  like  him,  Earth  is  flat. 


THIRTY   YEABS    AGO  ! 

ON  Monday  last  there  was  the  most  extraordinary  "excitement 
everywhere. 

The  Tower  and  Park  cannons  fired  all  day. 

About  a  dozen  Balloons  went  up. 

The  Volunteers  saluted  whenever  they  were  not  shooting  at  the 
targets. 

All  the  Church  bells  rang  without  intermission. 

It  was  a  holiday  at  all  Public  Offices,  Banks,  and  Law  Courts. 

Parliament  refused  to  sit. 

The  Carnivora  at  the  Zoological  roared  like  mad  things. 

The  Railway  Engineers  shrieked  more  furiously  and  continuously 
than  ever,  if  possible. 

The  Street  Fountains  played  Claret  at  fourpence  per  bottle. 

Everybody  made  presents  to  everybody. 

The  Lamplighters  turned  on  the  gas  to  its  utmost  flare. 

The  Public  generally  shouted  itself  hoarse. 

"  What  the  Deuce  does  it  all  mean?"  said  Mi:  Punch,  for  the 
first  and  only  time  in  his  life  puzzled. 

"  said  Toby. 


".Why,  isn't  it  the 
gl  rious  Seventeenth  of  July  ?" 

' '  Where's  the  glory  of  that  day,  you  Stupid  ?  "  replied  Mr.  Punch. 

'  Why,  Lord  and  Master,"  said  the  astounded  Dog,  opening  great 
eyes,  "  wasn't  you  born  on  the  17th  July,  1841  ?  " 

"Goodness!  and  am  I. Thirty  to-day?  Well,  I  don't  look  it," 
said  Mr.  Punch.  "  However,  here 's  my  own  Health,  and  long  life 
to  me.  Hooray !  " 
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MY    HEALTH. 

0  IfCHRfflffO 

Dinner  at 
Railway  Sta- 
tinn.  As  a 
rule,  a  most 
uncomfort- 
able thing. 
First,  one 
knows  tin- 
din  HIT  is  only 
a  makeshift. 

Secondly — 
it 's  not  the 
hour  you  're 
accustomed  to 
dine,  which  is 
enough  to  up- 
set you  at 
once. 

Thirdly  — 
there 's  a  cer- 
tain amount 
of  excitement 
about  it,  be- 
cause you 
are,  as  it 
were,  dining 
against  time, 
and  excite- 
ment is  bad 
for  digestion. 

Fourthly.  The  consciousness  that  you  won't  be  able  to  lounge 
after  dinner,  but  must  see  after  your  ticket  and  luggage,  is  very 
prejudicial  to  health. 

I  determine  upon  dining.  I  will  "commit  the  enormity"  of 
having  a  little  dinner.  Wonder  how  BTTDD  is.  Perhaps  committing 
the  enormity  of  having  a  Turkish  Bath.  To  avoid  objections  number 
three  and  four,  I  find  an  Official,  who  says,  "  0  yes,  he  '11  be  about 
the  place,"  and  give  him  half-a-crown  for  himself  on  condition  that 
he  gets  my  ticket  for  me.  So  much  trouble  off  my  hands. 

I  find  a  Porter,  who  appears  to  me  (and  who  says  he  is)  to  be  sta- 
tionary by  the  Luggage  Tabel  Department.  I  give  him  a  shilling  to 
guard  my  "  things."  A  Porter  standingby  him,  but  not  stationary, 
I  also  invest  in,  to  the  same  amount.  His  duties  (towards  me)  are 
to  secure  me  a  seat  in  a  carriage,  and  take  thither  my  great-coat 
and  portable  things,  including  my  umbrella. 

It  suddenly  occurs  to  me  that  it 's  rather  out  of  character  to  take 
an  umbrella  on  board  a  yacht.  Still,  can't  leave  it  behind  in  charge 
of  Porter,  to  be  left  from  now  till  called  for. 

Go  to  dinner  in  Refreshment  Room.  Brilliant  Barmaiden  stand- 
ing out  against  a  background  of  brilliant  and  variegated  bottles, 
like  what  a  fancy  chemist's  shop  might  be. 

Valuable  Note  "  to  the  Faculty."  Why  not  a  Fancy  Chemist  as 
well  as  a  Fancy  Baker  ?  It  might  be  quite  an  attractive  place,  with 
a  sort  of  bar,  where  medicines  could  be  on  tap.  Powders  and  pills 
might  be  done  up  in  a  fanciful  manner,  say  as  crackers  and  bonbons, 
with  mottoes.  Healthy  Mottoes,  not  the  nonsense  one  sees  at 
Christmas  time. 

Ideas,  for  instance,  for  simple  and  healthy  mottoes  at  Fancy 
Chemist's  :— 

In  a  Cracker. 
He  who  feels  that  he  is  ill, 
Will  do  well  to  take  this  pill. 

In  a  Nut  scooped  out,  with  Powder  and  Motto  inside. 
You  've  a  headache  got,  my  love, 
Which  this  powder  will  remove. 

In  a  Bonbon,  in  one  end  of  which  is  a  miniature  bottle.— To  an  Over- 
danced  Young  Lady  who  can' t  sleep. 
If  your  orbs  you  bright  would  keep, 
Take  these  chloral  drops  and  sleep. 

And  so  on.  Haven't  time  for  further  consideration  of  the  subject, 
as  I  've  only  got  three-quarters  of  an  hour  for  dinner. 

Railway  station  vegetables.  Steamed.  Greens  of  bright  colour, 
lukewarm.  Potatoes  hard  at  the  edges,  as  if  discoloured  parts  had 
been  cut  off,  or  large  potatoes  had  been  pared  down  to  resemble  the 
delicacy  of  little  new  potatoes.  Ingenious,  if  so,  but  failure.  Every- 
thing served  up  with  as  much  electro-plate  as  possible,  probably  (in 
the  proprietor  s  idea)  to  give  the  visitor  a  reminiscence  of  the  com- 
forts of  his  own  aristocratic  home.  The  vegetables  are  kept  warm 
(not  hot)  in  a  sort  of  banker's  safe.  I  protest.  Waiter  replies,  that, 
they  can  t  be  any  warmer,  and  seems  hurt  at  my  expression  of  dis- 
satisfaction, as  much  as  to  say,  "  Well,  these  vegetables  have  been 


served  up  lots  of  times  to-day,  and  no  one  's  grumbled.  If  you  'd 
come  earlier,  you'd  have  had  'em  //«/." 

I  feel  that  if  he  did  say  so,  there  'd  be  truth  in  his  remark,  but  not 
reason.  There  are  forced  flies  on  the  table.  It's  only  May,  and 
cold,  too.  Waiter  says,  "  Yes,  Sir,  they're  here  pretty  well  all  the 
year  round."  They  're  accustomed  to  him,  and  he  to  them.  The  Hies 
probably  don't  touch  him.  He  can  go  into  this  den  of  Hies  uninjured, 
like  VAN  AMIII  1:1.11  among  the  lions. 

The  mutton  is  chilly.  The  gravy  is  of  a  higher  temperature  than 
the  mutton.  It  seems  as  if  my  slice  had  caught  cold  and  was  taking 
a  warm  bath  in  the  gravy.  Bui  this  heat  is  deceptive,  as  while  I  am 
meditating  upon  it,  it  becomes  suddenly  cold.  It 's  a  sort  of  gravy 
that  is  evidently  injured  by  exposure  to  the  air.  A  mountain  of 
cheese  with  a  broken  ridge  is  brought  me,  and  some  rocky  geological 
bread.  "  Pulled  "  they  call  it.  Who  pulls  it  'i  I  say  to  the  waiter 
(by  way  of  aiding  digestion  by  any  kind  of  conversation),  "The 
proprietor,  I  suppose,  gets  the  pull  of  it,"  alluding  to  the  bread. 
Waiter  smiles,  and  moves  a  spoon  from  my  table  to  next  table. 

1'amiliarity  with  waiter  must  result  in  sixpence.  Reserve  with 
a  waiter  may  be  set  down  at  threepence — the  extra  money  being 
three-penn'orth  of  conversation. 

Time  to  finish. 

Big  man  enters,  and  commences  a  similar  dinner  to  mine,  only 
he's  got  to  do  it  in  ten  minutes,  and  evidently  is  accustomed  to 
gorging  at  a  great  pace,  and  getting  all  he  can  tor  his  money  in  a 
short  tune. 

.We. — Head  hot — my  head,  I  mean.  Sleepy.  Drowsy.  I  feel 
that  I  have  committed  the  enormity  of  dinner.  Hardly  ten  minutes 
more.  Where  's  Official  who  was  to  save  me  trouble  by  getting 
my  ticket  ?  Don't  see  him.  When  I  employed  him  he  wag  the 
only  official  visible  in  the  Station,  which  was  otherwise  quite  empty. 
Now  the  train  is  here,  about  to  start,  and  there  are  crowds  of  people, 
passengers  and  officials.  Where 's  my  stationary  Porter  ?  He  it  here  : 
good.  Sixpence.  My  unstationary  Porter  ?  He 's  taken  my  things 
to  a  carriage.  Which  carriage  ?  Can't  find  him.  Hurry,  bustle, 
and  anxiety  directly  after  this  dinner  at  an  unseasonable  hour. 
0,  My  Health !  I  wish  I  hadn't  taken  beer,  too,  with  the  cheese. 
It  seems  to  be  weighing  on  my  brain.  I  wish  I  knew  the  Official's 
number  whom  I  charged  with  getting  my  ticket.  And  where 's  the 
Porter?  What 's  his  number  ? 

The  five  minutes'  bell ! 

The  Porter— my  Porter— has  kept  me  a  place.  All  to  myself. 
Extra  shilling  to  Official  to  keep  it.  He  knows  the  Guard,  or  what- 
ever he  was,  who  was  charged  with  getting  my  ticket. 

Three  minutes  more.  Plenty  of  time  to  pick  up  useful  informa- 
tion. Ergo,  go  to  the  bookstall. 

Mem.  for  the  future. — To  save  time,  always  want  one  book  at 
least,  then  you  '11  know  what  to  ask  for  at  a  railway  stall  when 
you've  only  got  three  minutes  to  spare.  Also,  always  arrange 
beforehand  exactly  what  refreshments  you  '11  take  when  you  stop 
for  ten  minutes  en  route. 

I  find  myself  staring  at  a  sort  of  kaleidoscope  of  book-covers. 
Boy  offers  me  Love's  Trials,  in  yellow  and  red.  for  two  shillings ; 
then,  on  my  abrupt  refusal,  he  recommends  (as  having  read  it) 
Dark  Deeds  of  Detectives,  with  a  picture  outside  of  a  saffron-faced 
man,  in  a  green  coat,  with  blue  tie  and  a  red  waistcoat,  firing  a 
tremendous  pistol  at  a  girl  in  a  dress  of  faded  blue,  some  of  which 
colour  has  got  into  her  hair.  I  hesitate.  I  should  like  to  ask  the 
boy  to  open  the  book  precisely  at  the  page  where  this  thrilling 
incident  occurs  (which  evidently  must  be  the  point  of  the  story),  just 
to  let  me  read  that  one  passage,  see  how  I  like  it,  and  then  decide  upon 
purchase  or  not.  Probably  not ;  but  it 's  not  worth  giving  two  shillings 
on  the  chance  of  its  turning  out  good,  and,  after  all,  perhaps,  getting 
so  tired  of  it,  after  the  first  ten  pages,  that  I  shall  never  reach  the 
situation  described  in  the  picture.  Besides,  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses, I  now  know  what  is  the  leading  feature  of  this  particular 


I  don't  remember  much  about  it.  At  all  events  this  will  be  suffi- 
cient to  lead  to  conversation.  I  believe  "  well-read  men  "  who  talk, 
get  up  their  reputation  in  this  way.  If  not,  good  notion. 

Time  to  start.  Result  of  inspection  of  bookstall  is  that  I  buy  no 
books.  Altercation  between  my  tipped  Guard  and  a  stout  Superin- 
tendent, who  has  put  three  old  ladies  and  two  children  into  my 
carriage.  They  are  going  to  Bath.  Let  them.  There 's  only  half  a 
minute.  Heavens!  my  ticket!  ....  Official  suddenly  appears 
with  it.  My  tipped  Guard  has  got  one  seat  for  me  in  smoking  car- 
riage full.  Rush  from  one  carriage  to  the  other,  with  bags,  rugs, 
and  coat.  People  in  smoking  carriage  evidently  look  upon  my 
coming  at  the  last  moment  as  an  intrusion. 

The  best  thing  to  do  (note)  under  these  circumstances  is  to  be 


he  sees  you  going  to  stuff  it  away  somewhere,  or  put  it  up  above 
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SNAKE    IN    THE    GRASS. 

Zealous  Adjutant  (to  one  of  his  Men,  who  is  late  at  the  Firing).  "  DON'T  R0N, 
DON'T  RUN  !    THEKB  'a  PLENTY  OP  TIME  !  " 

London  Volunteer  (enviously).    "0,   LET  HIM  RUN,  IF   HE   LIKES,    SIK,   AND 

KEEP   HIMSELF  Wi-EM  !  " 


insecurely  over  his  head,  he  will  take  it  and  bestow  it  away  himself,  to  the 
comfort  of  all  parties  concerned. 

Maxim  for  travelling. — A  soft  manner  deprecates  wrath,  and  a  smile  in 
time  saves  frowns. 

Mem.  (in  train).  Might  make  a  series  of  maxims  for  travellers  on  the  above 
model  very  useful.  Dedicate  them  to  The  Travellers.  Call  the  volume  Pas- 
sengers' Proverbs. 

Travelling  Maxim  JVo.  2. — The  Early  Passenger  catches  the  Train. 

Maxim  3rd.— An  Unprotected  First-class  Female  is  a  Crown  to  her  Guard 
(or  half-a-crown  at  least.) 

Maxim  4th  (for  Guards  and  Railway  Officials  generally}. — Look  after  the 
First  Class,  and  the  rest  can  take  care  of  themselves. 

Maxim  5th. — One  Sandwich  does  not  make  a  luncheon. 

Maxim  6th  (for  Train  Guides,  new  monthly).— Tempera  mutantur,  the 
Times  are  changed. 

Maxim  1th.— The  Luggage  that  is  unlabelled  is  lost. 

Maxim  8th. — The  Universal  Railway  Key  that  locks  all  carriages  is  a  silver  one. 

Special  Remark  on  the  Railway  in  Devonshire.— These  lines  are  fallen  in 
pleasant  places. 

BETS  AND  BUDGET. 

IF  ME.  ROBERT  LOWE  were  not  wedded  to  the  idea  of  raising  revenue  by 
simply  amercing  the  Income-tax  payer,  he  might,  as  Finance  Minister,  turn 
an  honest  penny  by  getting  a  clause  added  to  the  Government  Betting  Bill  by 
imposing  a  tax  on  bets,  to  be  paid  by  the  winner.  He  would  thus  derive 
lucellum  from  a  source  which  would  yield  it  without  the  hardship  of  its  ex- 
traction out  of  lux.  But  probably,  as  the  very  principle  on  which  ne  professes 
to  arrange  taxation  is  that  of  making  it  disagreeable,  MB.  LOWE'S  objection 
to  a  Bet-tax  would  be  the  peculiarity  that  it  would  put  nobody's  pipe  out. 


"  THE  BEST  ov  ALL  GOOD  COMPANY." The  Comedie  Francaise.    We  were 

only  too  sorry  to  part  with  such  good  company. 


TOMLINE  THE  MARE'S-NESTER. 

TOMLINE  found  a  mare's-nest, 

TOMLINE  he  found  two  : 
Never  larger  mare's-nest 

M.P.  dropt  into ! 

TOMLINE  his  first  mare's-nest 

Found  laid  in  the  Mint ; 
Silver  eggs,  that  won't  hatch 

Shillings,  there  were  in 't. 

To  look  upon  this  mare's-nest, 

And  its  eggs  alsu, 
Nothing  would  serve  TOMLINE 

But  to  drag  BOB  LOWE. 

BOB,  as  he  would  show  them, 
Looked,  but  answered  "  Faddle ! 

Those  your  eggs,  man  ?  Blow  them  ! 
Like  your  brain,  they  're  addle." 

Finding  his  first  mare's-nest 

All  so  lightly  reckoned, 
TOMLIXE,  nothing  daunted, 

AVent  to  find  a  second, 

Where  who  looks  for  mares'-nests 

Hath  not  far  to  look — 
In  the  pathless  jungle 

Of  our  Statute  book. 

In  that  Book  of  Statutes, 
Rightly  called  "  at  large," 

For  mares  to  make  their  nests  in, 
There  is  maze  and  marge. 

Thither  TOMLINE  took  him. 
Searched  both  low  and  high, 

In  four  six  Tert.  Edward: 
A  mare's-nest  he  did  spy  !| 

Never  finer  mare's-nest 

Man  of  Gotham  saw — 
Therein,  bare  i'  th'  Commons, 

Lay  eight  men  of  law ! 

"  Now  stand  by  me,  BENTINCK, 

Friend  that  never  fails, 
"While  I  put,"  quoth  TOMLINE, 

"  Salt  upon  their  tails." 

BENTINCK  held  the  salt-box, 

TOMLINE  took  a  pinch— 
They  have  reached  those  law-birds' 

Tails,  but  'twere  an  inch. 

They  have  reached  those  law-birds' 

Tails,  but  'twere  an  ell — 
When  oi  four  six  Tert.  Edward : 

Out  the  bottom  fell! 

And  as  in  all  things  bottomless 

Nothing  caught  will  stay, 
These  eight  little  law-birds 

Flew,  uncaught,  away! 

Sadly  then  to  BENTINCK 

TOMLINE  spoke  his  woe  : 
"  Shall  I  of  my  mares'-nests 

Ne'er  get  egg  to  show  ? 

"  Shall  school-boy  bird-nesters 

Fair  egg-trophies  make, 
Hang  them  in  their  studies, 

Barter,  blow,  and  break  ? 

"  And  shall  I,  still  bent  on 

Oologic  guests, 
Ne'er  catch  a  mare  sitting  ? 

Still  find  empty  nests  ?  " 

Then  spake  BENTOTCK,  soothing 

Disappointment's  fester : 
"  If  not  Nestor  of  the  Commons, 

You  are  their  Mares'-nester !  " 


"  NATURAL  SELECTION." — Choosing  a  Wiie. 
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THE   HEALTHY   MILLER. 

THERE  was  a  Jolly  Miller, 
So  cheerful,  gay,  and  free, 

He  lived  in  his  mill, 

And  he  never  was  ill, 
Such  a  healthy  Miller  was  he. 
He  had  such  an  appettVt — he  had, 
Ho  could  cat  enough  for  three  ; 

Mr  would  stuff  and  swill, 

And  never  be  ill, 
Such  a  healthy  Miller  was  he. 

( 'hnrus— He  had,  &c. 

He  ate  toadstools  and  fungi, 
Under  the  greenwood  tree, 

Then  he  danced  a  quadrille, 

For  he  didn't  feel  ill, 
But  as  brisk  as  a  Bumble  Bee. 
He  took  ten  steaks  for  breakfast, 
He  drank  ten  pints  of  tea  ; 

But  the  tea  and  the  grill, 

Never  made  him  ill, 
Such  a  healthy  Miller  was  he  ! 

Chorus  (as  before). 

He  dined  off  a  bullock  roasted  whole, 
With  most  it  could  not  agree ; 

But  ht-  went  out  to  drill, 

For  he  didn't  feel  ill, 
He  belonged  to  the  Yeo-man-ree. 
He  ate  roast  goose  and  custard, 
And  then  went  out  to  sea ; 

The  boat  wasn't  still, 

But  he  didn't  feel  ill, 
Such  a  healthy  Miller  was  he. 

Chorus  (as  before). 

He  'd  porridge  and  potatoes, 
Each  night  at  a  hostelrie, 

When  he'd  paid  the  bill, 

As  he  didn't  feel  ill, 
He  called  for  kidgeree. 
He  took  ten  quarts  of  physic, 
To  encourage  pharmacee, 

And  a  giant  pill, 

But  he  never  was  ill, 
Such  a  healthy  Miller  was  he. 

One  night  this  jolly  Miller, 

Went  out  to  have  a  spree, 
He  'd  a  shirt  with  a  frill, 
(Such  a  washing  bill !) 

And  he  'd  buckles  on  each  knee. 

He  was  found  next  morn,  about  the  dawn, 

Head  first  in  the  river  Dee, 
He  died— but  still- 
He  'd  never  been  ill, 

Such  a  healthy  Miller  was  he. 

Chorus — 

He  lived  in  the  Mill,  he  did — he  did. 
Of  rent  and  taxes  free, 

He  lived  in  the  Mill, 

And  never  was  ill — 
Such  a  healthy  Miller  was  he. 


Ingenuity  in  Office. 

A  MOID,  not  to  say  cheese-paring,  economy  has  been 
practised  (to  the  misery  of  clerks  and  workmen)  in  every 
department  under  Government.  This  has  coincided 
with  increased  taxation,  at  which,  however,  even  the 
privileged  persons  who  have  the  honour  of  being  ap- 
pointed to  bear  it  will  surely  not  grumble  considering 
now  very  much,  in  augmented  national  security,  there 
will  be  to  show  for  their  money. 

"  APROPOS   DE    llOTTK-i." 

WHY  is  it  that  shoemakers  are  so  fond  of  calling  shops 
''Noah's  Arks  "P— Why,  the  reason  is  obvious.  It  is 
to  infer  that  their  wares  are  water-proof. 


AN    OLD    OFFENDER. 

Country  Gentleman  (eyeing  his  Gardener  suspiciously).  "  DEAK,  DEAR  ME, 
JEFFRIES,  THIS  is  TOO  BAD  !  AFTER  WHAT  1  SAID  TO  YOU  YESTERDAY,  I 
DIDN'T  THINK  TO  FIND  YOU " 

Gardener.  "  You  CAN'T  SHAY— (Ate)— I  WASH  DRUNK  YKSHT'DAY,  SH !  " 

Country  Gentleman  (sternly).  "ARE  YOU  SOBER  THIS  MORNING,  SIR?" 

Gardener.  "  I  'M — SHLIGHTLY  SHOBER,  SHIR  !  I  " 


DEVELOPMENT  AND  PROGRESS. 

You  have  lately  heard  a  great  deal  about  "  natural  selection  "  and  "  struggle 
for  existence."  An  application  of  these  phrases  will  perhaps  be  suggested  to 
you  by  the  following  extract  from  the  Times : — 

"  The  REGISTRAR-GENERAL  of  England  «tates  that  the  population  of  the  United  King- 
dom is  increasing  at  the  rate  of  1173  a  day.  But  emigration  takes  away  468  of  the 
number,  leaving  705  a  day  to  swell  the  population  at  home." 

Those  705,  you  may  imagine,  will  daily  continue  increasing  the  severity  of 
the  struggle  for  existence.  The  4C8  whom  emigration  removes,  you  may 
consider  to  exercise  natural  selection.  For  do  they  not  leave  this  country 
for  another  which  they  prefer,  and  is  not  their  preference  natural  ?  No  doubt 
it  is  a  natural  selection  to  prefer  a  comparatively  mild  to  a  severe  struggle  for 
existence,  and  the  preference  of  some  other  country  to  this,  which  was  not 
natural  once,  is  now  fast  becoming  so.  Are  not  the  tall  chimneys  which 
blacken  the  sky  and  taint  the  air,  the  factories  which  pollute  the  streams,  the 
Lords  of  the  Manor  who  enclose  woods  and  commons,  fast  destroying  all  the 
loveliness  of  Old  England,  except  the  two-legged?  Now,  this  exception 
furthers  matrimony  amongst  the  very  rich,  who  can  afford  it,  and  the  very  poor, 
who  marry  whether  they  can  afford  to  or  no.  And  so  the  struggle  for  existence 
must  grow  harder  and  harder  in  this  land,  and  the  selection  of  some  other 
country  in  preference  to  it  more  and  more  natural.  But  of  course  you  won't 
say  they  manage  these  things  better  in  France,  where  the  population  is 
stationary.  Because  you  mustn't.  Gregarious  opinion  compels  you,  on  the 
contrary,  to  extol  the  continued  numerical  progress,  and  the  railway-paced 
advancement  in  manufacturing  industry,  of  this  great  commercial  nation. 


French.  Politics. 

WE  read  a  great  deal  in  the  newspapers,  and  learn  very  little,  about  the 
"Situation  in  France."  The  only  situation  which  we  know  anything  about 
there  with  certaintv  is  the  situation  of  Sovereign,  and  all  we  know  of  that 
is  that  is  vacant,  and  not  at  present  likely  to  be  filled. 
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"PITY!" 

Lady  of  Fashion.  "  IT  MUST  BE  VERY  SLOW  SHOOTING  AT  THESE  STUPID  TARGETS  !    WHAT  A  PITY  YOU  CAN'T  HAVE  PIGEONS  !" 


A  SONG  FOR  SUMMER,  TIME. 
(By  One  who  scarce  can  claim  to  be  esteemed  a  Sentimentalist.) 

0,  THERE  's  nothing  half  BO  sweet  in  life, 

As  strawberries  and  cream ! 
I  dote  on  them,  as  doth  my  wife, 

And,  both,  of  them  we  dream. 
MYNHEER  VON  DUNK,  who  ne'er  was  drunk, 

They  bring  into  my  thoughts  : 
For  of  cream  a  pint  a  day's  my  stint, 

Of  strawberries  two  quarts. 

The  apricot  let  others  praise, 

Or  pear,  or  peach,  or  pine, 
In  me  these  fruits  no  longing  raise, 

Be  they  however  fine. 
Some  tastes  the  nectarine  more  suits, 

Or  gage  ycleped  green  ; 
To  me  the  queen  of  British  fruits, 

Is  HYATT'S  "  British  Queen." 

The  melon  is  to  some  a  treat, 

I  eat  it  with  affright ; 
These  luscious  fruits,  altho'  so  sweet, 

Oft  cause  a  sleepless  night. 
But  no  such  fear  awaits  the  man, 

Whom  strawberries  content ; 
Let  hi™  demolish  all  he  can, 

The  feast  he  '11  ne'er  repent. 

Then  gather  strawberries  while  ye  may, 

Too  soon  their  time  is  o'er  ; 
And,  milkman,  bring  me  every  day 

Of  cream  a  pint,  or  more. 
And  when  the  fleeting  joys  of  earth, 

0  poet !  is  your  theme, 
Fail  not  to  call  a  stanza  forth, 

On  strawberries  and  cream ! 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
WE  read  in  a  weekly  paper  : — 

"  MR.  *  *  *  »  »  «  took  his  benefit  last  Monday  and  Tuesday  at  the  — — 
Theatre.  SIR  ROGER  TICH  BORNE  was  present  on  Tuesday,  and  upon  leaving 
the  theatre  he  was  loudly  cheered." 

Mr.  Punch  would  inquire  whether  this  sort  of  thing  is  to'go  on 
until  the  7th  of  November.  It  was  freely  resorted  to  a  gopdl  while 
back,  and  paragraphs  in  favour  of  the  person  who  asserts  himself  to 
be,  and  perhaps  is,  SIR  ROGER  TICHBORNE,  were  foisted  into  all 
corners.  But  now  that  the  case  is  half  heard,  this  kind  of  touting 
is  worse  than  objectionable.  Punch  omits  the  name  of  a  clever 
actor  and  a  respectable  theatre  from  the  above  paragraph,  as  there 
is  no  reason  for  connecting  either  with  the  name  of  the  Claimant. 
What  kind  of  animals  "cheered"  a  person  who,  upon  oath,  has 
described  himself  to  be  utterly  despicable,  we  do  not  care  to  ask ; 
but  we  trust  that  they  were  the  gentlemen  of  the  pavement,'not  a 
theatrical  audience. 


OUR  NATIONAL  INSURANCE. 

JOHN  BUXL,  at  seasons,  in  a  panic  fright, 
Cries  out  for  troops  fit  all  the  world  to  light. 
The  House  of  Jaw  resounds  with  long  debates, 
And  votes  a  huge  increase  of  Estimates. 
The  British  Army,  when  the  talk  is  o'er, 
Remains  inadequate  as  'twas  before. 
No  stronger  force  has  JOHN  his  Fleet  behind, 
But  pays  his  money,  and  has  eased  his  mind. 


Bad  Look-Out. 

THOSE  who  have  the  Statistics  of  Trade  and  Commerce  at  their 
fingers'  ends,  could  tell  you,  if  they  dared,  that  however  much  the 
supply  may  be  in  excess  of  the  demand  in  other  establishments, 
Stenographers  are  always  Short-handed. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

ONDAY,  July  17.— Third  night's  debate  on 
the  Army  Bill.    As  in  classical  days,  the 
sand  was  "  thrice  strewn,"  and  then  the 
body  was  left. 

Divers  Lords  spoke. 
Mention  shall  be  made 
of  LORD  ABINHKK. 
That  gallant  Guards- 
man fought  for  Pur- 
chase, and  against 
short  service.  He 
has  a  right  to  be 
heard  about  the  men 
in  Scarlett.  LORD 
SnunoHi)  in:  RKII- 
CLIHFE  held  the  na- 
tion to  be  insulli- 
eiently defended.  The 
DUKE  OK  ARGYLL  ably 
did  ruled  the  Bill. 
We  wish  that  all  our 
soldiers  could  shoot 
as  well  as  his  son, 
the  Princess's  Mar- 
quis, who  has  been 
distinguishing  him- 
self at  Wimbledon. 
The  oration  of  the 
night  was  that  of 
LORD  SALISBURY, 
who  reminded  us  of 
one  of  the  Shaks- 

]Himaii    buttles.      The  champions    of  the   Bill  might  have  run   away,   like  Charles, 
'/i,  aud  Reigniur,  crying — 

"  SALISBURY  is  a  Desperate  Homicide; 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life. 
The  other  Lords,  like  lions  wanting  food, 
Do  rush  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey." 

Truly,  LORD  SALISBURY  laid  about  him  well,  yet  he  seemed  rather  to  be  "  fighting  for 
his  own  hand  "  like  Hurry  Wi/nd,  than  for  his  party.  His  sarcasms  were  bitter,  and 
well  aimed,  and  the  speech,  apart  from  question  of  statesmanship,  was  an  intellectual 
treat.  Therefore,  and  thankful  for  any  high-class  performance,  we  omit  a  Philistine  cut 
Imitn  '?  LORD  GRANVILLE  replied,  with  much  tact,  and  then  the  Daggers  were  flourished 
for  the  last  time,  and  the  "  Doom'd  Ono  "  fell. 

For  the  Second  Reading    ....    130 
Against  it 155 

Majority  against  Ministers     ...      25 

The  Resolution  of  His  Grace  of  RICHMOND  to  the  effect  that  the  House  was  unwilling, 
\-e.,  until  &c.  (mind  this),  was  carried  without  division. 

We  heard  in  the  Commons  that  the  Picture  of  the  New  Courts  of  Justice  was  in  the 
Library.  If  it  has  all  the  final  improvements,  we  will  thank  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE 
1  A;  ii  i  .JIER  to  step  up  to  our  office  with  it  some  afternoon,  and  Mr.  Punch  will  give  his 
opinion  as  to  the  general  eil'n-t.  He  wonders  whether  the  bargain  has  yet  been  made,  out 
ol  which  is  to  arise  the  first  cause  to  be  tried  in  the  new  place. 

At'ti-r  a  squabble  (the  day  was  hot)  over  MR.  TOMLINE,  EDWARD  THE  THIRD,  and  the 
mare's-nest  about  the  eight  "  men  of  law  "—the  Act  is  to  be  repealed— we  had  a  Dies 
Innootnttum.  MR.  GLADSTONE  announced  his  resolve  to  jjo  on  with  the  Ballot  Bill,  and 
he  slaughtered  eight  other  Bills,  some  of  real  value,  especially  those  which  Ma.  DISRAELI 
elegantly  described  as  affecting  subterranean  labour.  Less  elegantly  said  MR.  GKEKN, 
that  a  Bill  which  concerned  thousands  of  lives  in  Mines  was  of  more  importance  than 
the  miserable,  sneaking  Ballot  Bill,"  and  still  less  elegantly  said  SIR  J.  ELPHINSTONE, 
that  Members,  instead  ot  being  allowed  to  go  and  join  their  families,  were  called  on  by 

j'  .YLADSIONE.  to  sit  there  as  long  as  his  Royal  Pleasure  wished  it,  in  order  to  allow  him 
and  his  Tyrannical  Government  to  proceed  with  their  measures. 

All  very  well,  SIR  J.  E.  But  Members  of  Parliament  have  no  business  with  fami- 
lies, unless  the  Senators  are  able  entirely  to  neglect  them  for  the  sake  of  the  nation. 
What  the  Head  Master  at  Christ's  Hospital  said  to  poor  little  S.  T.  COLERIDGE  when  he 
™ns  OT11J±8  after  his  relatives,  should  be  said  by  the  SPEAKER  to  a  sentimental  M.P. 
Boy,  this  House  is  your  father.  Boy,  this  House  is  your  mother.  Boy,  this  House  is 
your  uncle  and  aunt.  Boy,  this  House  is  your  cousins,  and  all  the  rest  of  your  relations. 
Let  s  have  no  blubbing."  But  the  way  Senators,  Judges,  Counsel,  Juries,  and  all  sorts 
clamour  for  holidays  is  perfectly  humiliating. 

Small  Ballot  details  till  about  two  in  the  morning.    The  Opposition  is  somewhat 
romanly  in  its  mode  of  fighting.     Fires  a  blunderbuss  at  ite  enemy.     Misses.    Then 
stamps  successively  upon  every  one  of  his  toes,  and  then  does  it  again  and  again. 

Tuesday   Everybody's  question.     What  will  Mr.  Gladstone  do  f 

s  Lords  took  the  Prevention  of  Crime  Bill.    LORD  HOUOHTON  thinks  that  criminals 

Hunted  down  too  much.    LORD  MORLEY  asserts  that  the  system  works  well. 

VOL.  LIT. 


More  Ballot  details  in  the  morning,  but  an 
early  Count  Out  at  night,  "  for  which  relief 
much  thanks." 

H'nlnesday.  Everybody's  question.  What 
«:ill  Mr.  (ilnilstnne  do  f 

We  discussed,  all  through  the  morning 
sitting,  a  Bill  for  the  Registration  of  Voters. 
It  only  applies  to  Boroughs,  and  iU  object  is 
to  take  the  duty  of  making  lists  from  the  over- 
seers, and  to  hand  it  to  the  regular  Registrar. 
Somebody  expressed  a  belief  that  the  appoint- 
ment of  this  officer  might  be  safely  trusted  to 
Town  Councils.  Well !  Just  glance  at  any 
report  of  a  Town  Council  Meeting,  and  see 
what  sort  of  folks  are  chosen,  and  what  sort  of 
language  they  use,  and  what  infinite  littleness 
they  display.  Perhaps,  in  the  recess,  Mr. 
Punch  may  favour  you  with  a  little  Essence  of 
Town  Councils,  unless  he  finds  the  aroma  too 
offensive. 

Thursday.  Everybody's  question.  What 
will  Mr.  Gladstone  do  t 

It  was  answered  to-night,  in  both  Houses. 
Her  Majesty  the  QUEEN,  by  Royal  Warrant, 
will  put  an  end  to  all  Purchase  in  the  Army 
after  the  1st  of  November. 

A  Royal  Warrant,  mind.  Not  one  signed  by 
llu.  CIRDWELL,  only,  of  which  the  Lords 
might  say  to  the  PREMIER,  as  the  Farmer  in 
MRS.  THRALE'S  Three  Warnings,  says  to 
Moas — 

"  Else  you  are  come  on  a  fool'i  errand, 
With  but  a  Secretary1!  Warrant." 

The  Lords  were  invited  to  revive  the  Army 
Bill,  now  divested  of  the  anti-purchase 
features. 

The  DUKE  OF  RICHMOND  declared  himself 
taken  by  surprise,  and  begged  leave  to  reserve 
ais  decision. 

But  there  was  not  much  reserve  in  the 
House  of  Commons  when  MB.  GLADSTONE  had 
made  his  announcement. 

MR.  DISRAELI  protested  againt  the  House's 
receiving  such  an  intimation  merely  in  answer 
to  a  question  by  SIR  G.  GREY  ;  protested 
against  the  setting  the  Lords  at  defiance  :  pro- 
tested against  such  an  exercise  of  the  Prero- 
gative of  the  Crown ;  protested  against  the 
ibstinence  from  originally  acting  by  warrant, 
if  it  were  to  be  done  at  all ;  anal,  in  fact,  the 
Leader  of  Opposition  felt  it  necessary  to  seem 
most  awfully  indignant.  MB.  VERNON  HAR- 
COCBT  more  than  hinted  that  the  indignation 
was  simulated.  Various  Members  fired  off 
their  remonstrances  (Ma.  HOKSMAN  was  so 
abandoned  by  Fortune  that  he  actually  fell 
into  the  disgraceful  blunder  of  using  the  base 
word  "reliable"  when  he  meant  "trust- 
worthy"). MB.  JACOB  BRIGHT  praised  the 
Ministers,  and  MR.  A.  HERBERT  drew  down 
Ha.  B.  OSBORNE'S  wrath  by  an  attack  on  the 
Lords.  MR.  OSBOBNE  also  alluded  to  "whipper- 
snapper  Liberals."  There  was  great  shouting 
ana  counter-shouting^  until  MR.  WHALLEY 
irose,  and  the  anti-climax  was  felt  to  be  too 
udicrous  to  be  endured.  So  we  awaited  the 
decision  of  the  Lords. 

But  Purchase  is  done  with,  and  Sir  Salaam, 
who 

"  First  for  his  son  a  gay  commission  buyt," 

rill  not  be  able  to  make  that  investment  after 
November,  unless  Ma.  GLADSTONE  be  brought 
x)  judgment,  and 

"  The  House  impeach  him,  Coningtby  harangues," 

and  we  would  not  lay  money  on  the  double 
event,  though  the  second  is  likely  enough. 

More  Ballot,  and  SIR  JOHW  PAKTNOTON'  ob- 

erving  that      we    had    wasted   hours/'  the 

.iberals  cheered  suokastically  for  five  minutes. 

?he  Tories  have  good  lungs,  and  in  order  to 

how  that  the  suckaam  was  not  felt,  cheered  in 

eturn.     MR.  DISRAELI  himself  talked  of  an 

avowed  and  shameless  conspiracy,  and  had  to 

withdraw  those  words,  which,  perhaps,  were 
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HOW    PROVOKING 

p  WHEN  MRS.  BROWN  HAS  PUT  HER  GARDENER  UP  AS  GROOM,  TO  TRY  AND  CUT  our  MRS.  GREEN,  THAT  THE  COB  SHOULD  JIB  WITH 

JAMES  THE  FIRST  TIME  THEY  PASS  EACH  OTHER  I 


not  much  stronger  than  his  alleging  that  ME.  GLADSTONE 
"  gloated  with  triumph  "  over  the  idea  of  the  Lords  throwing  out 
the  Ballot  Bill,  and  that  he  had  long  sought  to  pick  a  quarrel  with 
the  Peers.  Let  us  lay  all  this  on  the  hot  weather  which  has  sud- 
denly come.  Why  is  not  the  SPEAKER  allowed  to  send  claret-cup  to 
any  Member  who  may  be  getting  too  fervid  ?  It  need  not  be  made 
— in  fact,  we  hope  it  will  not  be  made,  of  "  GLADSTONE'S  Claret," 
partly  because  that  would  offend  Conservative  tastes,  and  partly 
because — ugh ! 

A  Local  Government  Board  Bill  was  read  a  Second  Time.  It  is  a 
measure  for  concentration  and  re-organisation.  The  office  of 
Registrar-General  of  Births,  Deaths,  and  Marriages,  the  Medical 
Department  of  Privy  Council,  and  the  Local  Government  Office, 
under  MR.  Tost  TAYLOR,  are  to  be  transferred  to  the  Local  Govern- 
ment Board. 

Friday.  The  Royal  Warrant  was  spread  before  the  Lords.  The 
DUKE  OF  RICHMOND  bowed  to  circumstances,  as  might  have  been 
expected  from  a  nobleman  of  so  much  politeness.  He  should  move 
that  the  Second  Reading  of  the  Army  Bill  be  assented  to  (with 
strong  censure  of  the  course  of  the  Government),  only  to  secure  com- 
pensation to  the  officers.  The  Second  Reading  was  fixed  for  the 
last  day  of  July.  Thus  hath  AJAX  GLADSTONE  defied  the  lightning 
of  the  Lords,  and  been  seathless. 

More  Ballot,  and  some  capital  criticisms  by  SIR  JOHN  LUBBOCK 
on  the  school-books  issued  by  the  National  Educational  bodies. 
These  authorities  tell  the  children  that  seals,  whales,  and  shrimps 
are  fishes,  that  Iceland  is  in  America,  that  flies  keep  the  air  pure, 
and  that  sap  is  dark  blue. 

We  need  hardly  say  that  Ma.  WHALLEY  was  called  to  order  before 
the  night  was  over. 

Contemporary  Tragedies. 

WHAT  would  be  thought  of  anybody  who,  in  conversation, 
seriously  called  a  Murder  a  Tragedy  ?  A  Tragedy  ought  to  hare  five 
Acts,  and  a  Murder  can  only  be  an  incident  in  one  of  them.  Why 
will  reporters  continue  to  write  nonsense  which  they  would  not  speak  ? 


EVERYWHERE  A  NUISANCE. 

THEY  have  street-organs  in  Rome !  And  they  suffer  from  them 
just  as  we  do  in  London.  And,  the  other  day,  some  of  the  inhabit- 
ants of  the  Piazza  Navana  (who  evidently  do  not  regard  Patience  as 
one  of  the  cardinal  virtues),  "distracted  beyond  endurance,  took 
the  law  into  their  own  hands,  and  smashed  the  offending  instru- 
ments to  pieces."  That  would  not  do  in  London.  Terrible  as  the 
organ-plague  is  amongst  us,  we  are  kinder  to  the  wandering  min- 
strels than  they  are  to  us,  and  have  no  desire  to  see  their  instru- 
ments of  torture  handled  in  this  rough  fashion.  But  we  are  not 
ashamed  to  confess  that  the  passing  of  a  little  Bill,  tending  to  make 
life  in  the  Metropolitan  boroughs  rather  less  intolerable,  by  im- 
posing some  restraint  on  bands,  solo  performers,  coloured  troupes, 
and  costermongers  (as  to  the  last-named  tormentors,  particularly  on 
Sundays),  would  arouse  in  us  (and  thousands  besides)  far  more 
genuine  interest  than  either  the  Abolition  of  Purchase  or  the  Intro- 
duction of  the  Ballot. 

Rival  Worth. 

THE  Times,  in  a  recent  leader,  remarked  that  the  general  im- 
pression was  that  two  great  militarv  nations,  who  had  often  been  at 
war  together,  "  were  worthy  of  each  other's  steel."  So  they  are,  no 
doubt ;  and  not  only  that.  In  as  far  as  they  are  aggressive,  they 
are  worthy  not  only  of  each  other's  steel,  but  also  of  each  other's 
powder  and  shot.  

This  is  a  Fact. 

MUSICAL  JONES'S  Doctor  last  week  forbad  him  to  eat  Pastry. 
Musical  JONES  simply  responded  to  his  Medical  Man  by  singing, 
dolorously,  "  Good  bye,  sweet  tart,  good  bye." 

uirusuAi,  OCCURRENCE. 

THAT  good-natured  but  exceedingly  simple  youth,  SEPTIMTJS 
MODDICOMBE,  is  suffering  from  the  effects  of  rather  a  singular 
accident — an  Idea  suddenly  Struck  him. 
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OUR    RESERVES! 

Aide-de-Camp  (at  the  last  Review}.  "  WHAT  ARE  YOU  DOING  HERE,  SIR  ?     WHERE'S  YOUR  REGIMENT  !  " 

Party  on  the  Grass.  "  SHURE  I  DON'  KNOW.      Bu-B  I  DON'  REC'NISE  YOUR  TUORITY,  GOV'NOUR  !  " 

A  ill-  -de-Camp  (furious}.  "WHAT  THE  DEUCE  D'  YOU  MEAN,  SIR!     YOU'RE  A  VOLUNTEER,  AREN'T  YOU?" 

Parly  on  the  Grass,  "(flic/)   NORABIROFIT! — WAS  j  us' NOW — BU-R  I  'vn  RESHIGNBD  'N  CONS' QUENOE — TEMP'RY 'NDiSHPOsmoN  I" 


POST-CARD  FOR  PERU. 

NOT  only  does  Mr.  Punch  survey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru, 
but  mankind  from  those  regions,  both  included,  surveys  him. 
Especially  Peru,  whereof  DB.  WATTS  wrote — 

"  I  would  not  change  my  native  land 
For  rich  Peru  with  ull  her  gold, 
A  nobler  prize  lies  in  my  hand 

Than  £att  or  Watern  Indiei  hold." 

The  Italics  are  his  own.  but  we  have  no  idea  what  they  imply. 
The  prize  means  that  which  is  now  being:  revised  in  the  Jerusalem 
Chamber.  But  never  mind  DR.  WATTS.  Mr.  Punch  has  just  received 
a  letter  from  Lima,  requesting  an  answer  in  his  "Notices  to 
Correspondents."  He  never  notices  Correspondents,  as  his  Corre- 
spondents might  have  noticed.  But  as  he  is  applied  to  by  beings  in 
another  world,  he  will  waive  his  rule,  and  state  that  "  the  dis- 
tinguished artist  who  designed  the  Punch  frontispiece "  it  alive, 
and  Mr.  Punch  hopes  that  he  will  be  able  to  make  the  same  state- 
ment many  years  hence.  Now  then,  what  is  the  best  thing  Lima 
produces  ?  Let  it  he  sent  here,  carriage  paid,  by  the  next  ship  from 
Callao.  N.B.  Neither  pumas,  jaguars,  vipers,  toads,  nor  armadilloes 
need  apply.  

Progress  in  Parliament. 

THE  House  of  Commons  created  by  MB..  DISBAELI'S  Reform  Bill  is 
very  Liberal,  but  also  very  Conservative.  The  Ministerial  majority 
in  it  is  extremely  large,  and  the  Government  can  get  it  to  pass  ex- 
tremely few  measures.  Maintaining  things  much  as  they  were,  it  is 
thus  considerably  more  Conservative  than  Progressive,  and  the 
Leader  of  Her  Majesty's  Opposition  may  chuckle  over  the  thought 
that,  in  constituting  it  on  the  basis  of  household  suffrage,  ho  did  the 
best  he  could  for  his  party. 


THE  RITUALIST  PARSONS'  PETITION. 

Yoira  petitioners  humbly  solicit  the  pity 
Which  the  candid  ana  just  for  their  fike  ever  feel ; 

0  deliver  us  from  the  Judicial  Committee, 
And  permit  us  to  have  our  own  Court  of  Appeal. 

We  require  not  a  Court  to  determine  expressions 
By  the  terms  of  an  Article,  Canon,  or  Act. 

But  we  want  a  Tribunal,  in  trying  transgressions, 
To  make  law  for  the  nonce  whilst  it  judges  the  fact. 

To  be  brief,  we  demand  a  Tribunal  elastic, 
Which  shall  deal,  by  an  absolute  unwritten  rule, 

With  offenders  in  all  cases  ecclesiastic, 
At  a  pedagogue  governs  the  boys  of  a  school. 


An  Adequate  Sovereign. 

THE  complaint  that  Royalty  has  failed  to  show  distinguished 
visitors  the  nospitality  expected  of  it,  is  indiscriminate.  Tne  CITY 
MONARCH,  anyhow,  has  fully  shown  himself  equal  to  all  occasions  in 
that  particular.  No  wonder  at  the  high  idea  entertained  by  foreign- 
ers of  the  dignity  and  greatness  of  the  LOED  MAYOR. 


NO  KOBE  BRIBERY. 

MB.  Tippnro,  who  is  a  Conservative,  has  been  speaking  in  the 
House  in  support  of  the  Ballot.  This  is  very  disinterested  conduct 
on  the  part  of  the  Member  for  Stockport,  for  some  people  assert  their 
belief  that  when  the  Ballot  comes  into  operation,  there  will  be  an 
end  of—"  Tipping." 
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MY    HEALTH. 


S 


TILL  in  the  Carriage.— Quite 
full.  Wo  are  all  set- 
tling down,  and  making 
ourselves  gradually  less 
disagreeable  to  one  an- 
other. Every  one  has 
brought  into  the  carriage 
a  bag,  a  great  eoat,  a  rug, 
and  an  umbrella,  each  per- 
son apparently  under  the 
impression  that  the  same 
original  idea  would  occur 
to  no  other  passenger  ex- 
cept himself.  A  gentle- 
man in  the  next  seat 
presently  asks  me,  "How 
Bath  races  went  off  this 
year  P  " 

He  has  not  led  up  to 
this  inquiry,  and  I  feel 
somewhat  taken  aback.  I 
reply  that "  I  do  not  know, 
as  I  have  not  been  there 
this  year,"  which,  with- 
out committing  me  to 
anything,  leads  him  to 
suppose  that  my  absence 
from  this  Spring  Meeting 
(if  it  is  a  Spring  Meeting) 
is  a  solitary  exception  to 
my  general  practice. 

He  has  evidently  made 

up  his  mind  that  I  am  a  sporting  character,  and  have  got  infor- 
mation on  various  "events,"  which  I  am  slily  keeping  to  myself, 
as  his  next  question,  with  an  apology  for  his  own  ignorance,  as  he 
has  not  been  long  in  England,  is,  "whether  I  don't  think  that 
Scavenger 's  safe  for  the  Two  Thousand  ?  " 

Note.  Sporting  amusements  are  part  of  our  national  character. 
Every  Englishman  is  born  a  Sailor  and  a  Sportsman.  Of  course, 
if  he  doesn't  keep  it  up  after  being  born  with  these  advantages,  that 's 
his  fault.  Odd  that  it  should  never  have  struck  me  till  now ! 

Mem.  One  really  ought  to  read  sporting  papers  once  a  week :  it 

wouldn't  take  more  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  get  up  the  names 

of  a  few  leading  horses.   Some  men  are  equally  ready  on  all  subjects : 

these  are  men  who  do  not  waste  their  club  subscriptions. 

Mem.  Next  to  being  rich,  the  best  thing  is  to  have  the  credit  for 


you  have  started,"  would  (Johnsonianly)  put  an  end  to  all  such 
casual  conversation  as  might  beguile  a  journey. 


_  believe  my  answer  will  cosl 

this  gentleman  some  anxious  consideration,  and  perhaps  bring  aboul 
an  entire  change  in  the  betting. 

He  apologises  again  for  having  been  absent  in  India  for  some 
tame,  and  I  smile,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  0,  don't  mention  it! "  anc 
then  he  asks  me  who  are  considered  the  best  "  boys  to  put  up  "  now  i 
A  searching  question.  Luckily,  1  Ve  heard  the  phrase  "  boy  to  put 
up  before,  or  might  have  thought  he  alluded  (having  been 
absent  in  India  for  some  time)  to  the  obsolete  climbing  boys, 
.  ye  an  idea  that  the  other  passengers  are  furtively  listening 
1  feel  that,  as  an  Englishman,  I  ought  to  know  the  names 
°L  e  Jockeys'  •»*  particularly  as  1  have  not  the  excuse  to 
offer  of  having  been  out  of  England  for  a  long  time.  I  cautiously 
reply,  Well7  -"  and  consider.  A  name  suddenly  occurs  to  me,  as 
if  by  inspiration.  I  come  out  with  it,— I  say  that  "  I  suppose 
GKIMSTONE'S  not  a  bad  one." 
I  have  scarcely  uttered  this  opinion  before  I  feel  I  Ve  made  a  false 


--,  --          —    ,. •..^i*  ^«,uv    j.    «**vi4.*M.   fflVG    Up  GrlllSt 

STONE,  and  suppose  that  I  was  thinking  of  somebody  else. 

<f  sporting  inquirer  appears  impressed  by  my  reply,  and  merely 
observes   "Al!''  then    after  looking  at  nothing  fn  particular  oY 
toe  left  window,  and  after  turning  his  attention  to  something  o 
equal  importance  out  of  the  right  window,  he  evidently  determine 


upon  not  "  asking  this  witness  (myself)  any  further  questions,"  and 
gradually  subsides  into  a  newspaper. 

Dyspeptic  Symptoms  consequent  upon  the  early  dinner  enormity. — 
indigestion  from  now  to  Exeter.  Drowsiness.  After  Exeter,  dark- 
ness. Near  the  Sea.  Rain.  Passengers  have  dropped  out  one  by 
me.  Sense  of  loneliness. 

Thoughts  in  the  Dark. — Note  in  pocket-book,  with  the  idea  of 
'  writing  to  the  Times"  on  the  subject. 

(o).  Why  are  there  no  lights  in  the  carriages  between  Exeter  and 
Torquay  ? 

(6).  To  find  out  if  there  isn't  an  Act  of  Parliament  compelling 
Railway  Companies  to  put  lights  in  carriages.  Mem.  Does  this  Act 
only  apply  to  ships  ?  If  so,  suggest  to  some  one  (find  an  M.P.,  and 
suggest  it  to  him)  to  bring  in  a  Bill  for  the  purpose. 

By  the  Way.  First  find  your  M.P.,  and  then  might  suggest 
plenty  of  Bills  and  Measures.  With  a  view  to  My  Health,  I  wonder 
how  a  Parliamentary  Life  would  suit  me  ?  Think  it  over.  If  my 
Doctor  says  it's  just  the  thing,  I  might  go  in  for  somewhere. 
Where  ?  As  what  P  How  much  'f  If  much,  would  My  Aunt  advance 
the  money  ?  She  might  for  the  honour  of  the  family.  Might  give 
her  an  I.  0.  U.,  payable  on  my  becoming  a  Cabinet  Minister.  One 
never  knows  what  may  eventuate.  These  are  Thoughts  in  the  Dark. 
Good  title  for  a  Religious  Tract.  Might  suggest  it  to  REV.  J.  C. 
RYLE.  Hear  he  makes  thousands  by  a  Tract  of  only  four  pages. 
Nothing  easier  than  to  write  a  Tract,  or  any  number  of  Tracts.  1  eel 
I  could  do  it.  Why  not  ?  If  I  was  a  Clergyman,  I  might.  Why 
not  write  as  a  Clergyman,  say,  "  Thoughts  in  the  Dark,  by  the  REV. 
J.  A.  B,  H.  L.  K."  Might  add  (to  puzzle  the  Public)  "  &  Co." 
New  Tract  (Fifty  Thousandth,  this  Day),  by  REV.  J.  A.  B.  H.  L.  K. 
&  Co.  Or  really  start  a  Tract  Company  (Limited). 

This  money  (out  of  the  tracts)  would  defray  election  expenses. 
Some  one  told  me  once  that  he  was  travelling  in  a  train  (as  I  am 
now),  and  happened  to  say  to  a  casual  acquaintance  (but  1  am  all 
alone  now  in  the  dark)  that  he  intended  going  in  for  Parliament. 
Whereupon  the  Casual  Acquaintance  said,  "  Are  you,  by  Jingo  !" 
or  words  to  that  effect;  adding,  "Then  you're  the  man  forme." 
Will  you  come  back  to  (I  forget  where),  and  stand  for  the  County  (or 
Borough,  I  don't  remember  which)  P  "  My  friend  said,  "  Yes,  cer- 
tainly," but  expressing  at  the  same  time  a  wish  to  go  home  and  get 
another  pair  of  trousers  (I  think  it  was),  as  he  had  not  intended 
being  away  more  than  a  day  when  he  started.  The  Casual  Acquaint- 
ance wouldn't  let  him  do  it,  but  jumped  out  at  the  next  station,  took 
my  friend  with  him,  telegraphed  back  to  somewhere,  where  he  "d 
come  from,  to  say,  "Found  a  man  to  stand  for  the  place:  will  be 
amongst  you  (i.e.,  the  Electors)  in  an  hour."  And  a  telegram  to 
agent,  "Issue  Address  at  once."  By  the  time  that  they  reached 
the  town  the  Addresses  were  out,  and  my  friend  told  me  that  he  was 
received  by  Deputations  at  the  station,  cheered  all  over  the  place, 
carried  in  triumph  to  his  hotel,  presided  at  a  public  dinner, 
addressed  crowds  from  the  balcony,  wore  colours,  presented  colours, 
was  serenaded  at  night,  went  to  church  next  day  with  a  band 
playing,  and  listened  to  an  election  sermon,  with  an  appropriate 
election  hymn  afterwards ;  that,  being  short  of  stature,  he  nad  con- 
sented to  stand  upon  three  hassocks  in  his  pew,  in  order  to  show 
himself  to  the  people;  that,  in  order  to  secure  the  votes  of  the 
Churchmen,  he  went  to  service  three  times  that  day  in  three 
different  places,  never  closed  his  eyes  once  through  any  of  the  ser- 
mons, and  stood  on  four  hassocks  in  the  evening  because  of  the 
gaslight  being  bad,  and  never  once  took  his  eyes  off  his  book :  that 
henceforth,  not  only  was  he  the  Popular  Candidate  (as  his  Casual 
Acquaintance  informed  him),  but  the  only  Candidate,  until  the  very 
last  day  but  one,  when  a  meeting  was  held  in  which  he  was 
denounced  as  an  adventurer  by  all  parties,  and  some  one  whose 
name  had  never  been  mentioned,  suddenly  issued  an  address  ;  and 
that,  upon  this,  his  Casual  Acquaintance  took  him  aside,  and 
advised  him  that  the  best  course  he  could  pursue  would  be  to  retire 
at  once,  before  the  Mob  became  very  violent,  in  which  case  he  (my 
friend)  might  be  held  legally  responsible  for  the  damage  done  to  the 
Hotel,  and  perhaps  for  the  destruction  of  half  of  the  public  buildings 
in  the  town ;  that,  hearing  this,  my  friend  went  off  by  the  very 
next  train,  disguised  as  a  bricklayer,  but  was  recognised  by  the 
roughs,  hooted  at,  and  pelted  before  he  got  to  the  station,  into  which 
he  was  dragged  by  the  police.  That,  before  he  was  allowed  to  go, 
he  was  obliged  to  pay  his  hotel  bill  of  about  five  hundred  pounds, 
besides  drawing  cheques  for  printing,  treating,  and  a  tailor's  and 
haberdasher's  bill  for  several  entire  new  suits  (shirts  and  ties  in 
election  colours,  and  trousers  with  election  stripes  down  the  sides) 
made  in  a  hurry,  in  consequence  of  having  come  off  without  his 
portmanteau,  and  which  were  of  no  sort  of  use  to  him  after- 
wards; and  that,  finally,  he  read  of  the  new  Candidate's  unop- 
posed return,  but  never  again  fell  in  with  his  Casual  Acquaintance, 
nor  heard  a  word  about  him,  except  from  one  man,  who  told 
him,  confidentially,  that  the  less  he  saw  of  him  the  better.  That  his 
family  (my  friend  s  family)  had  him  (my  friend)  watched  by  a  detec- 
tive, and  once  his  relations  clubbed  together  to  pay  a  mad  doctor  to 
visit  him.  All  this  occurs  to  me  in  the  dark,  between  Exeter  and 
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Torquay,  and  (to  trace  the  stream  of  ideas  back  to  their 
source.)  it  all  arose  out  of  the  Company  having  supplied 
no  light  to  the  first-class  carriage.  Cheer  myself  up. 
Directly  I  arrive  at  Torquay,  will  go  on  board.  Perhaps 
WKTIIEKHY'S  steward  or  pilot  or  captain  will  meet  me. 
If  the  Station  U  (as  one  is  at  Ramsgate)  on  the  sands, 
I  shall  be  able  to  take  a  boat  instead  of  a  fly,  and  be  on 
deck  in  a  few  minutes.  It  will  be  a  change.  I  feel  that 
early,  unseasonable,  and  hurried  dining  would,  if  per- 
sisteil  in,  end  in  unnatural  stoutness. 

Torquay.— Here  I  am.  The  only  first-class  passenger. 
No  ntir  is  waiting  tn  receive  me.  I  feel  so  lonely  that  I 
should  like  to  go  back  again  in  the  same  train. 

Note. — Sudden  and  causeless  depression  is  on  un- 
healthy sign. 

Rouse  myself. 


BIRDS  OF  THE  SEASON. 
(A  lihaptndj/  ly  ME.  Jons  THOMAS.) 

I  LOVE  the  Pawks  in  Sumraa's  season, 
Tlie  Flaw-Show  is  a  chawming  scene. 

Myheye  delights  to  dwell  the  trees  on, 
JIattired  in  livery  hall  of  green. 

And  where  the  carridges  is  must* 
How  other  liveries  crowds  the  view ! 

Some  of  'em  chocolate  and  custard, 
Some  drab  with  scarlet  or  with  blue. 

When  I  regaud  their  tints,  too  splendid 
To  be  described  in  common  words ; 

The  warious  wehiolet  attended, 
I  seems  to  see,  with  warious  birds. 

"When  cocoa's  with  gambooge  united, 

Adornin'  sitch  a  wun  as  me, 
My  pliancy  is  in  'im  delighted, 

A  yellow-hammer  for  to  see.| 

Wun,  hall  in  green  and  gold  risplendent, 
Like  a  cock-greenfinch  looks,  I  think ; 

A  fine  male  bullfinch  that  attendant 

\Vhat  "s  decked  in  azure  matched  with  pink. 

I  note  a  chaffinch  in  another, 
With  claret  coat  and  ruddy  vest ; 

And  for  cock-robin  counts  my  brother, 
Whose  back  is  brown  and  red  his  breast. 

Where  purple  do  with  horange  mingle, 
There 's  a  king-fisher,  I  suppose ; 

Or,  if  the  colour 's  primrose  single, 
'Tis  a  canary  wears  them  clothes. 

There  's  them  that,  if  their  legs  was  slender, 
Flamingoes  I  should  call  in  plush  ; 

There 's  blackbirds  in  heclipse  of  splendour — 
I  never  yet  made  out  a  thrush. 

When  thus  I  feels  by  birds  surrounded, 
Whose  plumidge  weak  description  mocks, 

By  this  here  difference  1  'm  confounded — 
The  'ens  so  far  hexcels  the  oox. 

The  'Art  may  sigh  for  satisfaction, 
To  dream  the  aarin'  phancy's  free  : 

But  soft,  JOHN  ! — that  way  lays  distraction — 
Them  Birds  can  ne'er  be  mates  for  me ! 


REPRESENTATION  WITHOUT  R. 

APPREHENSION  has  been  expressed  that,  unless  a  clause 
is  introduced  into  the  Ballot  Bill  entitling  electors  who 
cannot  read  to  have  their  Ballot-papers  secretly  marked 
for  them  by  the  Returning  Officer,  they  will  be  prac- 
tically disfranchised.  What  a  calamity  that  would  be 
to  the  country !  What  a  loss  would  be  that  of  the 
advantage  of  their  enlightened  judgment  and  apprecia- 
tion of  men  and  measures !  How  desirable  it  is  that  the 
numerous  and  important  class  of  electors  who  are  unable 
to  read  should  be  fully  represented  in  Parliament ! 

THE  CULTT/S  OF  HOBTICULTUBI:.— Buddhism. 


STRICTLY    PROFESSIONAL. 

Romantic  Amelia  (wedded  to  the  young  Doctor,  Celadon}.  "  LOOK,  CELADON — 

SUCH   A   BEAUTIFUL  SUNSET  !      TlIE   SKY   IS  ALL   CRIMSON  !  " 

Unromantic  Celadon.  "  YA-AK— APPEARS  TO  HAVB  HAD  A  MUSTARD  PLASTER 
ON!" 


OUR  CHARITABLE  DINERS-OUT. 
DRAB  PUNCH, 

CANNOT  something  be  suggested  to  relieve  yourself  and  me,  and  other 
charitable  people  from  the  nuisance  of  attending  a  charitable  dinner  ?  At  this 
season  especially,  when  everybody  dines  out  a  great  deal  more  than  is  good  for 
him,  and  when  specially  we  feel  the  force  of  the  remark  that  life  would  be 
enjoyable  if  it  were  not  for  its  enjoyments,  one  is  sure  to  be  invited  to  take 
the  chair,  or  to  support  the  chair,  or  else  to  take  a  chair  supporting  the  sup- 
porters of  the  chair  at  every  kind,  and  sort,  and  species  of  charitable  festival. 
Now,  charity  begins  at  home,  and  I  had  rather  have  it  stay  there  than  be 
the  cause  of  dragging  me  to  dine  away  from  home,  when  I  am  disinclined  to 
leave  it.  What  have  I  done  that  I,  by  virtue  of  my  social  influence,"  (which  I 
take  to  be  an  euphemism  for  the  balance  at  my  banker's,)  should  be  condemned 
to  sit  for  hours  in  a  hot,  stuffy,  gaseous  atmosphere,  and  to  make,  or  else  to 
listen  to,  a  lot  of  stupid  speeches,  simply  for  the  purpose  of  promoting  what 
is  called  the  "business  of  the  evening."  Why  cannot  the  business  of  the 
evening  be  transacted  in  the  morning,  or  in  the  afternoon,  when  men  of  leisure 
like  myself  would  have  more  time  to  spare  for  it  ?  What  with  operas,  French 
plays,  and  private  entertainments,  my  evenings  are  completely  occupied  just 
now  ;  and  I  feel  convinced  that  there  are  hundreds  like  myself  who  would  very 
much  prefer  attending  a  charitable  lunch  (if  such  a  thing  could  be)  rather  than 
bear  the  bore  of  a  charitable  dinner.  If  this  system  were  adopted,  many  a 
good,  charitable  cause,  might  be  helped  by  many  a  guinea  which  u  wasted  now 
on  a  bad,  charitable  dinner. 

So  believe  me  yours,  in  charity, 

EPICURUS  CRUSTT. 

Solace  for  Sufferers. 

IT  used  to  be  considered  that  the  extraction  of  a  tooth  was  no  joke,  at  any 
rate  to  the  patient.  Let  those  who  take  a  too  serious  view  of  this  operation 
consider  that  it  may  be  undergone  beneath  the  influence  of  Nitrous  Oxide  or 
Laughing  Gas. 
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FASHIONABLE    INTELLIGENCE. 

SINCE   IT  HAS   BECOME  THE  FASHION   FOB  GENTLEMEN  TO   DANCE   WITH   MARRIED  LADIE3   ONLY,    WALLFLOWERS   HAVE   MUCH 

IMPROVED    IN   APPEARANCE,    BUT    STILL  THEY   ABE  NOT  HAPPY! 

Wallflower  No.  1.  "  I  SHOULD  LIKE  A  WALTZ  so!     BUT  I   SUPPOSE  THERE'S  NO   CHANCE  FOH   POOH  ME,  TILL   MAMMA'S   BEEN 

THOHOUQHLY   DANCED  OFF   HER  LEGS  !  " 

Wallflower  No.  2.  "/  SHOULD  BE  CONTENT  WITH  AN  Ics,  IF  I  COULD  ONLY  GET  ONE!    FANCY!    MAMMA'S  BEEN  TAKEN  DOWN 
FOE  REFRESHMENT  THRSR  TIMES,  AND  I  NOT  Oifoslt" 


A  SOCIAL  REFORM  BILL  WANTED. 

WOULD  you  be  surprised  to  hear  that  the  Houses  of  the  Legisla- 
ture, at  the  suggestion  of  LORD  SALISBURY  and  MR.  BENJAMIN 
DISRAELI,  were  agreed  to  go  without  their  grouse-shooting  this 
autumn,  in  order  to  secure  the  passing  of  the  Ballot  Bill  ?  Perhaps 
scarcely  less  surprising  would  be  the  intelligence  that  a  Social 
Reform  Bill  had,  at  this  late  hour,  been  brought  in  by  the  Govern- 
ment, with  a  view  to  the  correction  of  certain  "  corrupt  practices" 
which  can  hardly  be  prevented  by  the  using  of  the  ballot-box.  Of 
these  practices  it  may  suffice  if  we  particularise  the  following  : — 

The  practice  of  taking  up  the  time,  which  is  the  money,  of  an 
editor,  by  sending  him  half-legible  and  wholly  worthless  corre- 
spondence. 

The  practice  of  stewing  people  in  the  drawing-room,  when  half  of 
them  had  far  rather  be  smoking  in  the  garden. 

The  practice  at  some  theatres  of  clapping  on  a  premium  for  seats 
paid  for  beforehand,  the  rule  of  trade  being  rather  to  take  off  a 
discount. 

The  practice  with  hotelkeepers  of  selling  sixth-rate  wine,  and 
charging  first-rate  prices  for  it. 

The  practice  of  inviting  some  two  hundred  persons  to  what  you 
please  to  call  in  mockery  a  "dance,"  in  a  small,  stifling,  stuffy- 
room,  that  barely  will  hold  fifty. 

The  practice  of  cheating,  especially  poor  people,  by  selling  shop- 
sweepings  for  tea  and  chicory  for  coffee. 

The  practice,  by  encores,  of  swindling  a  good  singer  out  of  a 
good  many  more  songs  than  have  been  bargained  for. 

The  practice  of  giving  two  dinner-parties  running,  and  making 
the  stale  entries  of  the  first  do  for  the  second. 

The  practice  with  some  drapers  of  bullying  timid  ladies  into 
buying  "  bargains  "  which  they  nave  no  use  for. 


The  practice  with  hotel-waiters  of  fishing  for  stray  shillings  on 
divers  lame  excuses,  when  they  are  well  aware  that  their  attendance 
has  been  charged  for. 

The  practice  of  a  barrister  who  accepts  the  fee,  and  leaves^the 
case  entirely  to  Ms  junior. 

The  practice  on  pianos  in  a  seaside  lodging-house,  where  the  walls 
are  scarcely  thicker  than  a  sixpence. 

The  practice,  after  charging  you  six  shillings  for  your  stall,  of 
leaving  you  to  pay  another  shilling  to  be  shown  to  it. 

The  practice  of  giving  a.  soiree  musicale  to  guests  who,  you  can  see, 
have  not  the  slightest  ear  for  music. 

The  practice  of  making  solemn  speeches  after  dinner,  when  any- 
thing like  thinking  interferes  with  the  digestion. 


"  Great  Expectations." 

"  A  few  daj-s  ago  a  meeting  of  the  Drake  family  took  place  in  New  York. 
They  claim  to  be  the  descendants  of  the  famous  SIR  FRANCIS  DKAKE,  and  to 
be  legally  entitled  to  property,  chiefly  in  England,  to  the  value  of  Twenty- 
five  Millions  Sterling." 

Do  the  Drake  family  really  expect  to  get  this  property  of  the 
value  of  Twenty-five  Millions  Sterling  ?  Then  they  deserve  to  be 
allowed  to  change  their  name,  and  to  take  in  its  stead  that  of 
another  bird  equally  well  known  in  the  poultry-yard.  One  thing 
we  hope — that  ichen  the  Drake  family  do  come  into  their  property, 
they  will  not  make  Ducks  and  Drakes  of  it. 


A  WOED  TO    THE  VEN&EFUL. 

THE  heroes  who  talk  of  avenging  Sedan 
To  do  so  require  something  more  than  ilan. 
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LOOKING  FACTS  IN  THE  FACE. 

O'ER  Buckingham  Palace  to  let, 

When,  high  and  low,  West-Enderg  grumble, 
lied  caps  arc  on  banner-polos  set 

By  their  East-Ender  copyists  humble. 

"When  upper-crust  London  declares 
That  she  don't  fret  the  worth  of  her  Sov'reign, 

What  wonder  if  slums  echo  squares, 
And  for  "  change  "  from  below,  as  above,  run ! 

"We  don't  like  to  see  the  crowned  heads 
That  visit  us  charged  for  their  carriages  ; 

Forking  out  for  their  dinners  and  beds 
At  Mivart's,  or  the  Grosvenor,  or  Claridge's. 

And  when  ALEXANDRA  and  spouse 

To  dearest  Mamma  pay  a  visit, 
The  Black  Eagle  isn't  the  house 

For  them  and  the  babies,  now  is  it  ? 

Punch,  whose  business  it  is  in  the  face 
To  look  facts,  whether  ugly  or  pleasant, 

Feels  the  facts,  in  HER  MAJESTY'S  case, 
Would  be  better  for  facing,  at  present. 

There  are  "  'spounders  and  'splainers"  about 
Who  feel  rank's  distinctions  a  scandal ; 

For  dislike,  disaffection,  and  doubt, 
Make  all  that 's  established  a  handle. 

Who  kings,  nobles,  priests,  from  the  stage 
Would  thrust,  to  take  rank  as  their  betters  ; 

And  print  future  history's  page 
In  a  type  without  Capital  letters. 

Who  to  hands  would  dispatch  heads  to  school, 
Hold  landlords,  at  best,  as  but  lodgers ; 

And  insist  that  millennial  rule 
Will  be  that  of  the  BRADLATJOHS  and  ODOERS  ; 

That  by  cutting  in  federal  slips 

You  11  renew  nations'  youth,  d  la  ^ 
And  from  all  known  faiths  shattered  to  chips, 

Build  up  a  new  Temple  of  Reason  : 

Who  'twixt  masters  and  men  sow  ill-will, 
Or  where  good-will  unites  them  would  snap  it  all, 

And  the  veins  of  their  Commune-wealth  fill 
By  drying  the  fountains  of  Capital. 

Such  doctrines  are  now  Hung  about 
By  KARL  MARX  and  his  friends  International, 

For  turning  this  earth  inside  out, 
To  re-mould  it  on  principles  rational. 

So  we,  who  don't  hold  that  the  world 
To  come  right  must  be  set  topsy-turvy, 

Those  now  at  the  helm  from  it  hurled, 
And  their  place  taken  crassA  Minerrd, 

Had  better  look  squalls  in  the  face, 
Make  snug  for  a  douche  and  a  drenching, 

And — Queen,  Lords,  and  Commons — embrace 
The  supports  that  will  stand  the  most  wrenching. 

Were  I  Queen,  I  'd  not  so  play  my  rule, 
As  if  bent  to  prove  those  right  who  flout  me, 

And  show,  whU«  folks  pay  the  Crown  toll, 
How  well  things  can  go  on  without  me. 

Were  I  Lord,  Folly's  gales  I  would  thwart, 
Not  by  spreading  my  sails,  but  by  furling  'em  : 

Nor  expose  my  prestige  to  be  caught 
In  the  traps  of  the  Gun  Club  and  Hurlingham. 

Were  I  in  the  Commons,  I  'd  strive 
More  than  one  Bill  a  Session  to  carry ; 

Nor  abreast  all  my  busses  to  drive, 
Till  all  in  a  block  have  to  tarry. 

As  Queen,  Lords,  or  Commons,  in  fine, 
My  course  by  the  chart  were  I  making, 

I  should  take  just  the  opposite  line 
To  that  QUEEN,  Lords,  and  Commons  are  taking. 


WET    AND    DRY    SUNDAYS. 

HE  Gentlemen  of  the  Plat- 
form who  advocate  a  dry 

Sunday  art'  rrsin-ctfully  in- 
vited to  consider  the  sub- 
joined resolution,  passed 
at  a  public  meeting  lately 
held  in  St.  George's  Hall, 
Langham  Place.  Regent 
Mutt,  for  an  object  ap- 
proved (if  by  Siu  JOHN 
Bon  HIM;,  and  ntlii-r  stre- 
nuous vindicators,  as  far 
as  men  may  be,  of  liberty  : 

"  Tlint  this  meeting  ha» 
teen  with  regret  a  professedly 
Liberal  Government  seeking 
to  retain  and  impose  coercive 
measure!  for  Sunday  observ- 
ance, and  is  of  opinion  that 
the  opening  of  national  mu- 
seums and  galleries  on  Sun- 
days would  do  more  to  promote 
temperance  and  prevent  un- 
necessary Sunday  trading  than 
the  enforcement  of  old  and 
obiolete  Acts  of  Parliament, 
obnoxious  to  the  feelings  and 
subversive  of  the  rights  of  the 
people." 

Perhaps  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Sabbatarian  and  Liquor  Law  Plat- 
orms  have  their  doubts  as  to  the  correctness  of  that  opinion.  Then 
et  them,  some  fine  Sunday,  as  many  of  them  as  possible,  make  a 
'ilgrimage  (not  to  say  excursion)  to  Kew  Gardens,  and  on  the  next 
ine  Sunday  another  Pilgrimage  to  Hampton  Court.  Such  a  Sabbath 
)ay's  journey,  to  speak  as  those  who  call  Sunday  the  Sabbath,  will 
be  legitimate  labour  on  the  Day  of  Rest :  rightly  regarded  it  will  be 
a  labour  of  love.  Of  that  labour,  indeed,  viewed  in  that  light,  they 
will  make  a  pleasure,  even  though  they  should  abstain  from  indul- 
gence in  so  much  as  ginger-beer.  At  either  9f  those  two  places  of 
mblic  resort  they  will  witness  a  truly  gratifying  spectacle  ;  a  mul- 
itude  combining  the  most  exemplary  sobriety  with  unrestricted 
access  to  beer  and  other  invigorating  liquors.  Now,  at  Hampton 
Court  there  is  a  picture  gallery,  and  at  Kew  there  are  two  museums ; 
solvitur  ambtilando,  therefore,  the  question  for  them  as  to  the  efts 
of  opening  museums  and  picture  galleries  on  Sundays,  as  they  may 
convince  themselves  on  any  convenient  Sunday  by  a  stroll  through 
those  scenes  of  moral  and  intellectual  recreation.  They  will  behold 
the  popular  influence  of  a  Sunday  which,  being  dry  neither  to  mind 
nor  body,  is  not  wet  in  the  sense  wherein  an  inconsistent  member  of 
the  Society  of  Friends  is  called  a  Wet  Quaker.  Suppose  they 
compare  the  phenomena  presented  by  Kew  Gardens  and  Hampton 
Court  on  a  Sunday  in  point  of  temperance  with  those  which 
might  be  discovered  in  certain  Scottish  interiors  whence  there  are  no 
neighbouring  picture  galleries  or  museums  to  attract  the  people. 
Then  perhaps  they  will  see  the  policy,  even  on  their  own  principles, 
with  a  view  to  practical  good,  of  unbarring  the  doors  of  those  insti- 
tutions on  the  weekly  holiday  of  the  working  classes. 


A  PLEASANT  PROSPECT. 

FIFTY-SIX  members  of  The  Commune,  we  are  told,  are  now 
assembled  in  London,  and  about  to  start  their  organ,  the  Kappel, 
here.  We  offer  them  for  motto,  a  quotation  from  HORACE  (Curm. 
lib.  ii.,  Ode  xv.,  15)  :— 

"  Privatui  illit  censut  erat  brevit, 
Commune  magnum  "— 

With  Mr.  Punch's  translation : — 

"Their  Commune  might  be  a  great  fact,  but  their  private  sense  waa 
small." 

Shakspeare  on  Wimbledon. 
Queen's  Prize,  1871. 

"  And  HUMPHREY  is  no  little  man  in  England." 

2  Hen,  VI.,  Act  iii.  sc.  1. 


PBOBATUM  EST. 

One  loss  has  a  companion  always.     Semper, 

When  people  lose  their  train,  they  lose  their  temper. 
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AN  IDEA  FOE  THE  ADMIRALTY. 

Tin:  Agincoiirt  has  happily  been  got  off.  Let  us  hope  that  the 
Officers  for  enforcing  whose  responsibility  for  the  accident  which 
befel  her  a  cry  was,  with  British  promptitude,  of  course  raised  at 
once,  will  be  equally  fortu- 


nate. Had  the  Agincourt 
foundered,  her  loss  would 
have  naturally  afforded 
gratification  to  some  of  our 
French  neighbours,  con- 
sidering her  name.  Why 
do  we  christen  our  ships  by 
the  names  of  battles  in 
which  we  have  triumphed  ? 
Because  of  nothing  but  our 
national  pride.  If,  on  the 
contrary,  we  were  actuated 
by  that  spirit  of  humility 
which  certain  parties  recom- 
mend us  to  cultivate  with 
a  view  to  national  defence, 
we  should  proceed  on  quite 
another  principle  in  devis- 
ing our  naval  nomenclature. 
"We  should  name  our  men- 
of-war  after  engagements 
which  we  have  lost,  and  ex- 
peditions in  which  we  have 
been  unsuccessful.  There  is 
no  precedent  which  would 
warrant  the  Admiralty  in 
changing  the  name  of  the 
Agincourt ;  but  they  might 
call  the  next  Iron-clad 
they  build  the  Fontenoy, 
"Wouldn't  that  be  a  graceful 
compliment  to  a  noble  na- 
tion? By  the  same  rule 
another  of  Her  Majesty's 
ships  might  be  called  the 
Wahheren.  But,  ah  !  it  is 
too  probable  that  foreigners, 
who  obstinately  persist  in 
giving  us  discredit  for  the 
motives  of  everything  we 
do  to  please  them,  would 
mistake  conciliatory  suavity 
for  defiant  brag.  If  we 
were  to  commemorate  our 
military  reverses  by  the 
names  of  the  Queen's  ships, 
the  memorials  of  misfor- 
tune which  we  should  so 
exhibit  to  solace  Europe 
would  not  amount  to  a  suf- 
ficient number.  They  would 
hardly  make  a  fleet.  Indeed, 
they  would  be  so  few  as  pro- 
bably to  impress  the  pre- 
judiced Continental  mind 
with  the  belief  that  we 
meant  to  parade  them.  On 
the  whofe,  then,  perhaps 
the  names  of  our  iron  castles 
had  better  remain  such  as 
they  are.  One  ship  that,  if 
unhappily  need  should  ever 
be,  may  be  expected  to 
prove  herself  worthy  of  her 
name  is  the  Devastation. 


Distinguished 
Foreigner. 

WE  are  to  have  the  Ballot, 
after  all ;  imported,  too, 
from  another  country,  and 
that  neither  Australia  nor 
America,  and  not  in  the 
first  instance  into  England, 
but  into  Scotland.  The 
British  Association  (why  do 


A  NEW  CALCULUS  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 

THE  mathematical  reputation  of  Cambridge  may  be  considered  to 
accid'ent  which  j  have  been  in  some  sort  augmented  by  the  ingenious  Ritualist  named 
in  the  following  extract  from  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette : — 

"  Some  of  the  Church  papers 
state  that  the  KEY.  EICHAKD 
WILKINS,  of  Magdalen  College. 
Cambridge,  has  just  preached 
a  sermon  in  the  Church  of 
St.  Michael  and  all  Angels, 
Swanmore,  in  which  he  slated 
as  his  belief  that  there  will  be 
twelve  women  to  one  man  who 
would  enter  heaven.  This,  he 
added,  was  a  calculation  of  his 
own,  and  was  based  upon  Sacra- 
mental Confession." 

The  Rev.  Gentleman 
above-named  appears  to 
have  invented  a  new  branch 
of  mixed,  as  contra-distin- 
guished from  pure,  mathe- 
matics. It  may,  indeed,  be 
questioned  whether  the  basis 
of  a  calculation  based  on 
"Sacramental  Confession" 
is  sufficiently  sound  to  sup- 
port a  superstructure  of 
trustworthy  figures,  especi- 
ally when  the  Confessional 
is  a  Protestant  counterfeit 
of  a  Roman  Catholic  insti- 
tution, and  the  penitents 
are  largely,  if  not  mostly 
of  a  sex  especially  tenacious 
of  their  own  secrets.  On 
what  particulars  disclosed 
by  them,  whether  of  one  sex 
or  the  other,  any  such  cal- 
culation could  be  founded, 
it  is  hard  to  conceive.  Per- 
haps its  basis  was  the  simple 
fact  thatj  of  the  devotees 
who  credited  Mu.  WILKINS 
with  the  character  of  a 
Roman  Catholic  Priest,  the 
women  were  to  the  men  as 
twelve  to  one.  At  this  rate 
the  calculation  could  not 
have  been  a  very  intricate 
one ;  nevertheless  let  the 

REV.      RlCHABD      WlLKINS 

have  all  the  credit  which  is 
justly  due  to  him  as  the  in- 
ventor of  the  Theological 
Calculus. 


MOSSOO'S    ABROAD    AGAIN. 

Scotch  Waitress.  "  THERE'S  A  LADDIE  BOON  THE  STAIR  WA'ANTIN'  TAR 
SEE  'YE " 

Mossoo.  "  A  LADY  !  MON  DIEU  !  SAY  HER  TO  GIVE  HERSELF  THE  PAIX 
TO  SIT  DOWN  WHILE  I  ARRANGE  MY  TOILET." 


THE   "LADY"   IN  WAITING;. 


they  mix  themselves  up  with  politics  ?)  are  going  to 
burgh,  and  expect  "  Dr.  Buys  Ballot  of  Utrecht." 


meet  at  Edin- 


New  Discovery. 
THOSE  who  complain  that 
the  day  is  hardly  long 
enough  for  all  they  nave  to 
do,  should  consult  the  Ma- 
nagers of  the  two  Opera 
Houses,  who  seem  to  nave 
found  out  some  means  of  lengthening  the  week  in  ordinary  use, 
for  they  constantly  offer  the  public  an  "  extra  night." 


Somebody  Pleased. 

THAT  large  section  of  the 
community  who  have  no- 
thing to  sell  and  everything 
to  buy,  and  who  are  never 
incommoded  by  the  "  enor- 
mous plethora  of  cheap 
money,  or,  indeed,  money 
of  any  sort,  are  delighted 
beyond  measure  to  hear  that 
"  Purchase  "  is  abolished. 


"AiBY,  what  is  a  "mock 

sun?" 
"  That  of  summer,  '71." 


JULY  29.  1871.] 
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"REGULATION." 

Captain  of  one  of  the  New  Mounted  Batteries.  "  CAN  YOU  TELL  ME  WHAT  MEN 
OF  MY  BATTERY  OUGHT  TO  WEAR  SPURS  ? " 

Adjutant  (looking  doicn).  "THE  COMMANDING  OFFICER,  SIR,  CERTAINLY!" 


PHOSPHORUS  AND  PHRENOLOGY. 

"  WITHOUT  Phosphorus  no  thought." 

So  we  "re  told  by  modern  Sages, 
Whom  the  Clergy,  having  caught, 
Would  have  med  in  former  ages. 

For  the  doctrine  so  defined 

Would  have  seemed,  to  pristine  Parson, 
One  with  "  Phosphorus  is  Mind  " — 

Heresy  deserving  arson. 

Reason  it  a  little  shocks, 
If  it  humbles  pride  and  glory, 

Merely  as  a  Phosphorus  Box, 
To  regard  the  Upper  Storey. 

If  that 's  true,  good  care  befits 

Kvcry  Thinker.  What  a  loss  for  us, 

Were  we  sure  to  lose  our  wits 
Always  when  we  lost  our  Phosphorus ! 


FRANKENSTEIN'S  CHEMISTRY. 

IN  his  recently  published  Fragments  of  Science  for 
Unscientific  People,  PROFESSOR  TYNDALL,  discussing  the 
inexplicable  origin  of  life,  remarks  that  "if  a  chemist, 
by  bringing  the  proper  materials  together  in  a  retort  or 
crucible,  could  make  a  baby,  he  would  do  it."  No  doubt 
he  would,  and  an  unscientific  anonymous  bard  has  even 
imagined  that  he  could.  Cookery  is  applied  chemistry, 
and  although  a  cook  would  not  put 

"  Sugar,  and  spice,  and  all  things  nice," 

into  a  crucible  or  retort,  he  might  put  them  into  a  sauce- 
pan, and  we  know  that  the  result  would,  tinder  certain 
conditions,  be,  not  a  plum-pudding,  but  little  girls. 
Also  that  if  he  were  to  mingle 

"  Slugs  and  snails,  and  puppy-dogs'  tails," 

in  gome  equally  idoneous  vessel,  say  a  cauldron,  the 
concoction  of  those  unpleasant  ingredients  would  issue 
in  a  brood  of  goblins  whom  a  popular  nursery-rhyme 
calls  little  boys.  Some  of  the  Innocents  lately  massacred 
may  appear  to  have  been  made  of  these  materials. 


ATHLETICS  FOR  LADIES. 

IT  is  wonderful  how  the  above  healthy  movement  is  gaining  ground 
with  all  classes,  especially  the  very  highest.  The  following  authentic 
instance,  incredible  as  it  may  appear,  has  lately  come  to  our  know- 
ledge, and  it  is  only  one  out  of  a  thousand  similar  cases,  which  we 
might  easily  quote.  The  name  of  our  distinguished  heroine  we  pur- 
posely suppress,  as  it  might  only  expose  her  to  the  envy,  if  not 
to  the  ridicule,  of  her  less  energetic,  less  successful  sisters. 

We  shall  merely  give  the  summary  of  one  day's  proceedings,  as  it 
is  quite  sufficient  to  prove  the  vast  extent  of  labour  some  ladies  can 
go  through,  when  once  they  have  made  up  their  minds  to  do  so. 

She  rose  at  a  very  early  hour,  though  'she  had  been  to  the  Opera 
the  night  before,  and  out  to  a  late  dance  after  that,  and  dressed  for 
breakfast  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time. 

Presided  at  the  breakfast-table,  poured  out  the  tea,  buttered  her 
toast — all  by  herself. 

Had  a  long  conference  with  Cook  about  dinner. 

Set  the  various  servants  about  their  respective  duties, 

Hearing  the  children  cry,  went  up-stairs  to  the  Nursery  to  ascertain 
the  cause.  Nursed  the  Baby,  and  romped  with  the  children  for  a 
good  half -hour. 

Called  on  the  different  tradesmen  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  paid 
them  their  little  bills. 

After  luncheon  (the  children's  dinner,  at  which  she  did  all  the 
carving)  practised  some  music,  and  tried  one  or  two  new  songs. 

Made  several  calls,  went  to  the  Royal  Academy,  drove  out  in  the 
Park,  looked  in  at  a  croquet-party,  and  on  her  way  home  called  at 
the  circulating  library. 

Having  half  an  hour  to  spare  before  dinner,  did  some  embroidery 
to  fill  up  the  time. 

After  dinner,  wrote  letters,  and  sent  out  two  hundred  and  fifty 
invitations  to  a  grand  ball. 

Tea,  singing,  and  playing. 

Received  a  few  friends  in  the  evening,  and  joined  in  the  dancing 
up  to  half -past  one  o'clock  in  the  morning. 


Now,  when  it  is  recollected  that  the  above  unexaggerated  pro- 
gramme is  gone  through  within  less  than  sixteen  hours,  all  in  the 
same  day.  it  will  scarcely  be  credited  that  any  lady  could  be  equal 
to  the  fatigue  it  would  necessarily  entail.  Far  from  being  fatigued, 
however,  the  lady  to  whom  we  are  specially  alluding,  ana  who  is  no 
stronger  than  most  athletic  young  ladies,  declares  that  she  is  ready 
to  go  through  the  same  amount  of  work  to-morrow,  and  be  pre- 
pared to  keep  it  up  even  for  six  days  a  week ! 

How  different  to  the  lackadaisical  young  ladies  of  only  a  few  years 
back,  who  used  to  loll  on  sofas  and  read  novels  all  day  long,  and  yet 
complain  of  being  fatigued ! 


"  REPEAL'S"  NEW  NAME. 

A  KEM  \  RKA  RLE  change  of  phrase  has  lately  occurred  in  the  nomen- 
clature of  Irish  politics.  The  repeal  of  the  Union  between  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland  was  a  political  object  briefly  termed  "  Repeal." 
But  what  used  to  be  called  "Repeal  is  now  denominated  "Home 
Rule."  Irish  Nationalist  newspapers,  instead  of  the  original  word, 
employ  the  synonym,  and  speak  of  the  Home  Rule  principle  and 
j  Home  Rule  candidates  and  Members  of  Parliament.  The  synonym 
I  of  Repeal  is  a  milder  name  for  it ;  and  the  fact  that  a  euphemism  as 
well  as  a  synonym  has  come  to  be  substituted  is  pleasing.  The 
Repealers  have  taken  to  put  Home  Rule  for  Repeal  for  the  same 
reason  that  the  Tories  changed  their  name  to  Conservatives. 

"  Home  Rule  "  will  be  a  mighty  pretty  toast  for  the  Irish  Nation- 
alists. "  Pros't !  "  as  the  German  students  say.  Much  good  may  it 
do  them. 

Iterum  Iterumque. 
"  MB.  BKNTINCK  took  the  opportunity  of  again  protesting." 

IN  these  days  of  unsettled  belief  and  lukewarm  zeal,  it  is  conso- 
latory to  know  that  the  House  of  Commons  possesses  one  good 
Protestant. 
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TOMLINE'S    QUESTIONS. 


B.  TOMLINF.  has  given  notice  of  his  in- 
tention to  ask  the  following  Question 
before  the  Session  closes : — 

Whether  there  was  not  an  Act 
passed  in  the  reign  of  STEPHEN,  re- 
quiring the  wigs  of  the  Judges  of  the 
Superior  Courts  of  Law  (when  en- 
gaged in  trying  Civil  cases)  to  be 
made  of  a  particular  description  of 
horse-hair;  whether  this  Act  is  not 
still  unrepealed ;  whether  it  is  not  a 
notorious  fact  that  the  wigs  of  the 
Judges  have  for  the  last  three  hundred 
and  thirteen  years  ceased  to  be  manu- 
factured in  accordance  with  1  Steph. 
c.  3 ;  whether,  therefore,  all  judicial 
decisions  which  have  been  given  since 
the  year  1558  are  not  null  and  void ; 
and  whether  Her  Majesty's  Govern- 
ment are  prepared  to  order  new  trials, 
and  to  award  compensation  to  those 
parties,  or  their  representatives,  who 
have  been  illegally  adjudged  to  pay 
damages  and  costs. 

MB.  BENTINCK  will  supplement  this  question  with  another  asking 
whether  Her  Majesty's  Government  will  provide  the  Lord  Chief 
Justice  of  the  Common  Pleas  with  a  legally  valid  wig,  before  the 

if  the  Tichborne  Trial. 

it  is  JIR.  IOMLINE'S  intention  to  study  Constitutional  Law  during 
the  Vacation,  and  he  hopes  to  be  in  a  position  to  ask  the  following 
additional  questions  early  in  next  Session :— 

Whether  the  right  of  fishing  for  gudgeon  in  the  Thames  was  not 
expressly  confined  to  Members  of  the  House  of  Commons  m  the  pos- 
session of  red  hair,  by  an  Ordinance  passed  in  the  reign  of  WILLIAM 
KCFCS  ;  and  whether  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  will 
pledge  himself  to  introduce  a  vote  into  the  Estimates  for  1872—3, 
providing  for  the  maintenance  of  an  adequate  force  of  Keepers 
and  Watchers,  to  prevent  any  further  infringement  of  the  piscatorial 
rights  of  privileged  Members.  . 

Whether  Her  Majesty's  Government  will  take  into  consideration 
the  propriety  of  appointing  a  Royal  Commission,  to  report  how  far 
Hares  go  mad  in  the  month  of  March  (and  the  annual  number  of 
cases  during  the  last  twenty  years) ;  what  is  the  exact  effect  of  the 
Moon  upon  Lunatics;  to  what  extent  dogs  are  benefited,  or  the 
reverse,  by  the  retention  of  the  Dog-days  m  the  Almanack ;  and 
whether  hatters  are  more  liable  to  mental  aberration  than  the 
members  of  any  other  trade,  profession,  or  calling. 

EVENINGS  FROM  HOME. 

FAREWELL  BENEFIT  OF  SIGNOR  MARIO,  19CA  July,  1871, 

When  He  played  Fernando,  as  he  alone  can  play  it,  in  La  Favorita,/or 

the  last  time  in  London. 

HOUSE  densely  crowded.     Enthusiasm  from  the  commencemenl 
shown  in  fitful  flashes  throughout  the  opera.    Whenever  SIGNOR 
MARIO  is  recalled,  he  gracefully  leads  on  MADEMOISELLE  SCALCHI, 
the  Leonora  of  the  evening.    But,  at  last,  the  opera  over,  enthu- 
siasm bursts  out  ablaze,  and  demands  no  longer  La  Favonta,  but 
The  Favourite  of  the  music-loving  public  for  the  last  thirty  years. 
With  this  slight  prologue  we  are  now  in  the  Stalls.     "  Valete, 
SIGMOB  MABIO  is  saying:    it   is  quite   unnecessary  to    add       e 
plaudite."    Allans  done  7 

Shouts  of  "Bravo,  MABIO!"  gradually  swelling  into  a  deafening 
roar  as  MABIO  appears  in  front  of  the  curtain.  Bouquets  in 
showers. 

Well-informed  Person  (to  Friend).   MABIO 's  a— bravo '.—Count 
in  his  own  right.  [Bravo  !    Hurrah 

His  Friend  (applauding).  No;  he's  a— bravo  '.—  Marquis— (afrau 
of  having,   in  his  enthusiasm,  contradicted  too  peremptorily— Exi 
MARIO,  first  time)— at  least,  so  I  think.     (Immense  applause.     Re- 
iili/irnrance  of  MABIO.)    Here  he  comes  again.    Bravo!     Bravo! 
(Three  dozen  bouquets,  and  several  wreaths,  thrown  on  the  Stage 

SIGNOR  MABIO  picks  them  all  up.) 

Old   Gentleman   (sympathetically).    Hope  he  won't  suffer  from 
lumbago  to-morrow.    Bravo ! 
(More  tumult,  cheering,  hurrahing.     SroNOR  MARIO  bows  right  am 

left.) 

Elderly  Lady  (feelingly).    He  's  very  nervous. 
Younger  Lady  (rather  hysterical).  He's  very  pale. 

[Applauds,  and  feels  she  could  almost  cry 


Her  Brother  (who  is  an  Amateur  Singer  at  Private  Operetta  par- 
ies, and  of  course  knows  all  about  it).  Pale!  Pooh!  that's  'cos  he 
lasn't  washed  the  paint  off.  (His  Sister  thinks  this  very  unkind. 
rears.  Cheers.) 


He 


lU/   0«  \      III    '    I   Q,} 

(More  cheers— people  rising  tumultuously — bouquets — wreaths  !  .') 
Friend  of  Well-Informed  Person  (renewing  the  discussion).     H 
6-  a  Marquis,  because  PBINCESS  MARY  bowed  to  him. 
Immense  applause,   consequent  upon   the    ever-popular   PRINCESS 
MART  OF  CAMBRIDGE,  as  she  will  always  be  in  our  memory, 
throwing  a  wreath  to  SIGNOR  MARIO.     The  DUCHESS  OF  CAM- 
BRIDGE throws  another,  which  SIGNOR  MABIO  catches.    Immense 
applause.) 

A  Public  School  Duke  (in  private  box,  jocularly).  Well  fielded! 
iravo ! 

[Exit  MARIO  backwards,  gradually  bowing  himself  nut. 
Well-informed  Person  (determined  to  argue  with  Friend].  That 
doesn't  prove  he 's  a  Marquis.    He  was  a  great  friend  of  PRINCESS 
IARY'S. 
More  cheering.      Everybody  standing  up.      Evidently  they  WILL 

have  him  on  again.) 

Familiar  Person  (next  to    Well-informed  Person).   The  TECKS 
lave  sent  him  a  handsome  dinner-service,  gold. 

[Bravo!      Cheers.     Exit  MARIO,  backwards  again,  probably 

backing  on  to  the  Prompter's  toes. 
Well-Informed  Person  (not  to  be  outdone).  No,  silver. 

[Brarissimo  !     Cheerissimo  !    lie-enter  MARIO. 
Old  Habitue  (looking  round).  Never  saw  such  a  sight. 

[More  people  rising.     Increasing  applause. 

Young  Habitue  (generally  languid).  No— never— gad.     (Becomes 

anguidlt/  interested.)      Bravo  !      ( Taps   two  fingers   of  right  hand 

against  three  of  his  left,  and  is  rather  ashamed  of  himself  for  such  a 

\how  of  weakness.) 

MARIO  collectt  a  few  hundred  bouquets,  bows  a  few  hundred  times, 

and  then  disappears  ;  sideways  this  time.) 

Everybody  (including  the  languid  enthusiasts,  who  begin  to  think 
hat  if  they  MUST  applaud  they'll  take  off  their  gloves).  Bravo, 
MAHIO  ! 

(Re-enter  MARIO,  evidently  having  commenced  taking  off  part  of  his 
monk's  costume.  More  bouquets,  more  flowers,  more  wreaths. 
People  in  side  boxes  nod  at  him  encouragingly,  as  if  he  was  a 
young  beginner,  then  smile  at  one  another,  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  There— we  did  it  that  time."  Eoyal  Box  enthusiastic.) 
Discontented  Person  (who  CAS'T  have  enough  for  his  money). 
Wish  he  'd  speak. 

Enthusiast  (excitedly).  He— bravo!— will.  [Hurrah!  Bravo! 
Enthusiast  No.  2  (more  excitedly).  No,  he— bravo  !— won  t :  he 
n't  [Bravo  !  Bravo ! 

Third  Enthusiast  (almost  angrily).  What!— bravo!  hurrah!— 
not  speak  English ?  [Bravo!  Bravo! 

Enthusiastic  Lady.  Yes,  he 's  going  to—- 

[  Waves  pockethandkerchief. 
Perfect   Stranger  (to  her.     Enthusiasm,   being  one  of  Nature's 
touches,  makes  everybody  kin  for  the  moment).    I'm  afraid   he 

[Tries  to  get  a  speech  out  of  MARIO  by  shouting  "Bravo!" 

several  times. 

One  Voice  from  somewhere  above.  Speak! 
Everyone  (drowning  the  little  Voice).  Hurrah!     Bravo! 

[Handkerchiefs,  bouquets,  Sfc.,  SfC.  ad  lib. 

Unbelieving  Worldling.  Wonder  if  it'' s— bravo !— his  last  appear- 
ance? 

(At  last  MABIO  makes  his  exit,  beginning  sideways,  then  disappearing 
backwards,  for  the  fifth  time.  Lights  begin  to  be  extinguished. 
Enthusiasm  subsides,  and  everybody  leaves  solemnly,  as  if 
coming  out  of  church.  Enthusiasm  outside.  MARIO  cheered 
to  his  carriage.) 

Young  Habitue  (loudly  to  Friend  in  the  Hall,  so  as  to  be  heard  by 
Admiring  Crowd).  I  went  to  say  good-bye  to  the  old  boy.  Very 
much  affected.  (He  probably  went  round  to  the  btage  Door  to  see 
MABIO  come  out.) 

Old  Habitue  (also  loudly).  I  remember  MARIO  when,  &c.,  &c. 
[The  usual  thing  about  his  first  appearance,  with  additions  about 

RUBINI,  PEKSIANI,  and  GRISI'S  debut. 

(Carriages  gradually  receive  the  enthusiasts,  and  by  half -past  twelve 
Covent  Garden  is  still  and  dark,  for  MARIO  has  gone,  and  so  has 
everyone  else.) 

Mr.  Punch.  Fare  Thee  Well !  and  if  for  ever— then  for  ever— 
MABIO,  Prince  of  Lyric  Artists,  fare  thee  well ! 

(Bids  SIGNOR  MARIO  adieu,  and  adds  when  he  is  gone,) 
Though  lost  to  ear, 
To  memory  dear, 
I  ne'er  shall  look  upon  his  like  again ! 
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-        \  \ 


OXD.VY,  Jii!.1/  'l\lli.  Itoyal  Assent  was  Driven  to  the  Rill 
for  repealing  the  Ecclesiastical  Titles  Act.  Mr. 
Punch  takes  leave  to  congratulate  his  Catholic  ad- 
mirers. He  improves  the  occasion,  and  specially  wishes  the  younger 
Catholics  j  oy  upon  the  advantages  they  are  likely  to  obtain  by  means  of 
a  speech  just  made  by  one  of  their  esteemed  prelates,  the  BISHOP  OF 
!.M  i  iirooi,.  That  hierarch  declares  that  he  regrets  to  know  that 
the  Rod  is  getting  into  disuse,  that  he  thinks  a  good  birch  rod, 
hanging  up  in  a  house,  the  best  ornament  that  can  be  seen  there, 
but  that  for  oldish  offenders  a  good  switch  is  the  proper  substitute 
for  the  birch.  Mr.  Punch  commends  these  Solomonian  counsels  to 
1ln-  consideration  of  Catholic  parents,  not  that  SOLOMON'S  authority 
on  education  is  particularly  valuable,  judging  by  the  result  in  his 
own  family. 

Mr.  Punch  invariably  excludes  from  his  columns  all  topics  which 
it  is  undesirable  to  offer  to  the  attention  of  everybody.  He  writes 
for  those  to  whom  HORACE  sang.  He  does  not  propose  to  permit 
certain  preachers  and  ladies,  who  rush  "  excitedly  into  the  presence 
of  a  Minister,  and  rave  upon  a  question  of  medical  police,  to  force 
into  these  pages  any  needless  reference  to  such  indecorous  eccentri- 
cities. Nevertheless,  as  these  folks  have  their  mouth-pieces  in  the 
House,  it  is  necessarv  for  Mr.  Punch  to  say  that  agitation  against 
some  valuable  and  efficacious  sanatory  Acts  is  flagrant,  and  that  the 
agitators  threaten  to  flood  the  households  with  one-sided  and  offen- 
sive tracts.  He  will  add  that  a  police  summons  against  one  of  the 
most  notorious  leaders  of  the  movement  will  probably  be  the  conse- 
quence of  such  a  course  of  action.  The  law  is  quite  strong  enough  to 
deal  with  fanaticism,  when  it  takes  the  form  of  outrage  on  decency. 

Notice  to  gallant  but  stupid  young  gentlemen.  You  may  buy 
Commissions  in  the  Army  up  to  the  31st  day  of  October  next.  After 
that,  you  will  be  driven  to  the  cruel  necessity  of  deserving  them. 

Ballot  again  in  the  Commons.  The  ingenuity  displayed  by 
Honourable  Members,  in  suggesting  all  kinds  of  electioneering 
trickery  to  be  guarded  against,  does  honour  to  their  inventive 
faculties.  One  of  the  two  most  high-minded  assemblies  in  the 
world  was  awake  to  as  many  evil  dodges  as  a  club  of  thieves'  attor- 
neys could  have  shown  itself.  This  is  not  to  its  discredit;  on  the 
contrary,  it  proved  that,  just  as  the  greatest  and  purest  poets  have 
been  strong  in  depicting  the  basest  subjects,  a  House  which  itself  is 
above  suspicion,  knows  excellently  well  whom  and  what  to  suspect. 

In  the  course  of  the  debate  COLONKL  STEPNEY  rose,  and  said,  "I 
am  a  Welshman,  Sir.  I  give  prosperity  to  the  Ballot.  Sir."  That 
was  all.  To  which  Mr.  Punch  replies,  in  the  purest  Welsh,  Diolch 
i  chivi,  sir.  Doeth  dyn  tra  tairo.  Diitcch  i  mi  y  ctcnc  goreu, 
()  clirni-rli  fi.  lit/mi  ftifh/jt'ii  /In.  Your  health,  Colonel. 

Difit  Mi;.  (JiADSTONK.  You  may  go  on  repeating  that  the 
country  does  not  care  about  the  Bill,  and  that  we  had  better 


abandon  it,  but  the  majority  here  is  of  opinion  that  there  should  be 
a  settlement  of  the  question  within  these  walls,  and  that  Parliament 
should  not  be  prorogued  until  that  is  accomplished.  Hut  whether 
we  are  to  have  an  Autumn  Session  or  not  is  a  matter  for  con- 
sideration. 

Tin-!tilay.  A  morning  sitting,  all  devoted  to  Ballot.  At  night, 
SIR  ( 'HARM'S  AHIIKKI.KV  introduced  a  really  valuable  Bill  to  con- 
solidate and  amend  the  laws  relating  to  public  health.  But,  of 
course,  this  is  to  stand  over  until  next  year,  when  we  shall  perhaps 
have  some  additional  information  before  us,  obtained  from  a  Witness 
that  is  said  to  have  appeared  in  the  East,  and  may  be  <-n  rmtte  for 
England.  Should  he  come,  with  the  usual  consequences,  or  worse, 
it  will  be  of  course  a  sufficient  administrative  answer  to  the  question 
why  we  were  not  better  prepared  for  his  viitit,  that  we  were  much 
too  busy  contrivinga  scheme  for  purifying  Election  Returns  to  be 
able  to  purify  our  Waters. 

MK.  .lissia.  made  an  able  speech  against  Mil.  RoWDKLL  PAI.MKK'S 
scheme  for  a  College  of  Law.  He  took  lurge  ground,  and  contended 
that  oar  law  system,  which  is  dear  to  the  people,  was  of  a  nature 
nut  to  be  I'.uni'd  in  a  doctrinal  way.  There  ii  something  pleasant 
in  a  sound  and  healthy  speech  in  these  dayi  of  line  and  rule,  and 
"  education  to  order.""  Itut  that  law  and  lawyers  require  a  precious 
deal  nf  improvement  will  not  be  disputed,  we  fancy,  by  MK.  JKU8EL, 
cither  now,  or  when  he  surveys  them  from  the  sack  of  wool. 

The  Hill  for  restricting  Sabbatarian  prosecutions  went  through 
Cummittce.  A  Member  said  that  many  persons  "had  b. .  n 
punished,  but  it  was  for  a  violation  of  the  law."  "  Yes,"  said  Mn. 
1 1  >:XKY,  "  for  such  a  violation  of  it  as  wo  all  commit  when  wo  take 
a  cigar  at  the  Club  on  Sunday,  and  pay  the  porter  for  it."  Mr. 
Punch,  in  such  circumstances  (which  are.  rare,  with  him,  as  all  his 
club  friends  are  only  too  ready  with  proffers  of  their  eigar-cases, 
when  he  "  looks  smoke  ")  pays  the  smoking-room  waiter,  but  the 
moral  is  the  same. 

W,-(lui-silutj.  That's  over,  hooray,  but  a  nice  kind  of  a  morning 
we  had.  MR.  J.  B.  SMITH  moved  the  Second  Reading  of  the  Bill  for 
Ml  iblishing  a  Metric  System.  We  have  Ten  systems  of  weights  and 
measures,  wliich  the  people  have  been  learning  and  using  since  the 
days  of  Xurnia  and  Ororeio,  and  it  is  proposed  to  abolish  them  all, 
and  go  in  for  Decimals.  It  is  truly  frightful  to  think  of  the  amount 
of  incessant  torture  which  a  compulsory  measure  of  this  sort  would 
inflict  upon  the  ignorant  and  semi-ignorant ;  that  is,  upon  forty-nine 
out  of  fifty  of  the  population.  Punch  believes  that  it  would  bring 
on  a  Revolution,  and  he  is  far  from  certain  that  he  would  not  head 
one,  brandishing  the  Yard  Measure,  in  the  form  of  an  iron  bludgeon, 
and  bearing  an  Imperial  gallon  as  a  shield.  What's  the  good  of  a 
change  ?  The  Jews,  who  derive  their  arrangements  from  the  best 
sources,  and  who,  moreover,  are  supposed  to  know  the  value  of 
things  as  well  as  most  nations,  have  not  any  such  uniform  system. 
They  had  the  shekel,  and  the  maneh,  and  the  daric,  and  the  bekah, 
and  the  zuzah,  and  the  gerah,  and  Mr.  Punch,  turning  these  into 
decimals,  perceives  that  they  have  no  pedantic  affinity.  But  he 
simply  asks  anybody  who  knows  the  Saxon  farmer,  or  the  Saxon 
peasant,  whether  by  any  possible  process,  the  old  weights  and 
measures  could  be  knocked  out  of  the  neads  of  either,  and  a  new  and 
elegant  education  be  knocked  in.  We  may  bo  bigoted  and  insular, 
but  we  prefer  to  go  with  MR.  BERESFORD  HOPE,  who  said  that  he 
had  no  objection  to  a  uniform  system,  if  foreigners  found  incon- 
venience in  the  'present  state  of  things,  but  let  it  be  the  English 
system.  Is  Life  so  long  and  so  happy  that  we  ought  to  look  about 
for  means  to  make  it  a  deal  more  disagreeable  ?  Don't  we  all  work 
too  hard  ?  Let  us  make  the  best  of  the  world,  and  not  bother. 
There.  What  ho  !  vassal,  some  drink,  and  bring  it  in  an  Imperial 
pint,  that  Punch  may  do  homage  to  the  Imperial  Parliament  which 
threw  out  the  persecuting  Bill  by  82  to  77. 

Thursday.  LORD  CAIRNS  gave  notice  of  an  amended  motion  where- 
withal to  receive  the  Army  Bill.  It  is  to  be  read  a  Second  Time, 
but  with  the  expression  [of  the  Lords'  Opinion  that  "the  Inter- 
position of  the  Executive  during  the  progress  of  a  measure  is  calcu- 
lated to  depreciate  and  neutralise  the  independent  action  of  the 
Legislature.  Over  those  ten  Latin  words  LORD  CAIRNS  meant  to 
give  the  Peers  a  bit  of  his  mind. 

Much  more  to  the  purpose  was  LORD  CABNABVON'S  question  what 
precautions  the  Government  meant  to  take  to  prevent  mischief  from 
the  Witness  whose  advent  we  have  alluded  to.  What  could  LORD 
KIMBERLEY  say  ?  Perhaps  our  fears  were  unfounded.  But  every 
attention  should  be  paid  to  the  subject.  Only  the  "  Local  Authori- 
ties "  could  seldom  be  got  to  act.  One  sickens  at  such  talk.  Sup- 
pose that  in  the  case  of  Cholera  breaking  out  in  a  place  where  the 
waters  had  not  been  cleansed  by  reason  of  the  resistance  of  the 
"  Local  Authorities,"  we  were  to  Hang  a  "Local  Authority."  Fiat 
rrperiinentinn  in  corpore  cili.  Well  said  LORD  SHAFTESnURY,  who, 
in  spite  of  domestic  affliction,  attended  to  do  his  duty  where  the 
interests  of  his  fellow-citizens  were  concerned.  "  If  Parliament 
would  attend  more  than  it  did  to  social  reforms  directed  to  the 
improvement  of  the  people,  they  would  rind  the  English  the  most 
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THE    SLANG    OF    THE    DAY. 

(Fragment  of  Fashionable  Conversation,') 

Youth.  "A — AWFUL  HOT,  AIN'T  IT?" 

Maiden.  "  YES",  AWFUL  !  "     (Pause.) 

Youth.  "  A— AWFUL  JOLLY  FLOOR  FOR  PANCINO,  AIN'T  IT?" 

Maiden.   "  YES,  AWFUL  !  "     {Pause.) 

Youth.  "  A— A— AWFUL  JOLLY  SAD  ABOUT  THE  roon  DUCHESS,  AIN'T  IT  ? " 

ifauten.  "Yes— QUITE  TOO  AWFUL "     (And  so  forth.) 


THE  TWO  HOGS. 

(AiiAllegory,  by  MR.  HOMEGHEEN.) 

THERE  be  two  Hogs,  both  voreifm-bred, 
One  on  "urn  Black  ;  the  t'other  Red  : 
Which  colours  is  bv  all  men  known 
Together  for  the  Old  un's  Own. 

The  /ee  o'  Home  is  that  there  place 
Wherein  fust  rose  the  Black  Hog's  race. 
In  Paris  wust  Vrench  pips  among, 
The  .t'other  Hog,  the  Red  un,  sprung. 

These  Hogs  don't  goo  upon  all-vours  ; 
But  they  be  terreeable  Bores. 
And  in  their  time  ha'  done  wus  work 
Than  e'er  a  Pagan  or  a  Turk. 

The  Red  and  likewise  the  Black  Boar 
Was  always  equal  apt  to  gore  : 
And  whomsomedever  disagreed 
Wi'  either,  them  'a  massacreed. 

Once,  when  the  Black  Hog's  means  was  higher, 
'A  used  to  huck  folks  into  fire, 
But  got  his  tuxes  ground  so  low, 
'A  can't  no  longer  sarve  'urn  so. 

The  Red  Hog's  vangs  be  still  as  keen 

As  any  knife  o'  guillotine. 

And  only  let  'urn  git  a  chance ! 

You  've  sin  what  he  've  a  done  in  France. 

The  Black  Hog  can't  do  what  'a  'ood, 
But  'oodn't  'a  tho'  if  'a  could  ? 
You  hears  un  squale  wi'  rage  and  spite, 
All  which  'a'd  act  out  i£J»  might. 

These  voreign  Hogs,  o'  differ'nt  dye, 
Have  each  his  own  partickler  stye ; 
As  two  contrairy  pigs  requires, 
They  wallers  in  tfieir  separate  mires. 

To  differ'nt  mires  they  so  incline 
That  they  to  death  be  rival  swine, 
Each  other  everywhere  confronts, 
And  sets  their  bristles  up,  and  grunts. 

If  them  two  Hogs  could  fight  it  out, 
That  'ood  the  thing  be,  just  about. 
Each  med  rip  up  the  t'other  one. 
And  two  bad  Pigs  'ood  then  be  done. 


easily  governed  nation  in  the  world."  For  fifty  years,  as  LORD 
ASHLEY,  or  under  his  present  title,  he  has  been  saying  or  doing  good 
and  noble  things — he  did  both  to-night. 

Message  to  both  Houses  to  provide  for  PRINCE  ARTHUB.  The 
wrong  message  was  given  to  MR.  GLADSTONE,  and  by  him  to  the 
SPEAKER  of  the  Commons,  who  read  out  that  "  the  QUEEN,  relying 

on  the  attachment  of  the  House  of  Lords ".  Here  the  Right 

Honourable  Gentleman  did  not  faint,  but  he  came  to  a  dead  pause, 
and  the  business  was  hastily  huddled  up,  and  a  new  Message  pro- 
mised for  the  Monday.  A  more  awful  incident  is  not  on  Parlia- 
mentary record.  Somebody  must  since  have  been  recommended 
to  try  Happy  Dispatch.  More  Ballot.  Discontent  of  MR.  DISRAELI. 
Conciliation  by  MR.  FOHSTER. 

Friday.  LORD  CAIRNS  complained  of  the  state  of  public  business. 
Not,  perhaps,  without  reason,  for  he  spoke  on  the  28th  of  July,  and 
there  were  Seventy-Three  Bills,  in  various  stages,  to  be  dealt  with, 
besides  the  Army,  Navy,  and  Educational  Estimates.  LORD  GRAN- 
VILLE  made  a  good  point,  in  his  defence,  by  reminding  the  Conser- 
vatives that  great  delay  had  been  caused  in  the  Commons,  by  the 
"unusual"  way  in  which  some  of  its  business  had  been  treated. 
LORD  CAIBNS  was  piteous  about  the  holidays,  "on  arrangements 
for  which  our  whole  social  system  was  based."  This  is  certainly  an 
•levated  view  of  Margate,  Southend,  Grouse,  and  the  Engadine, 
but  there  is  something  in  it. 

Ballot.  Of  course,  a  scene  with  MR.  WHALLEY.  The  Chairman 
would  not  notice  some  question  MR.  AV.  put,  but  went  on 
writing ;  and  when  MR.  W.  complained,  a  Minister  told  him  that 

his  observations  were  not  worth  an  answer."  Later,  he  brought 
up  his  grievance  "  again,  and  was  promptly  called  to  order  by  the 
SPEAKER.  The  way  the  agents  of  Popery  persecute  this  great  and 
good  man  is  truly  shocking.  Let  us  give  him  a  Testimonial. 


MR.  CAVENDISH  BENTINCK  caught  a  tremendous  jobation  from  the 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL,  for  that  MR.  C.  B.  (a  barrister)  tried  to  get  an 
opinion  of  the  House  on  a  matter  that  was  sub  judice.  "So  irre- 
gular a  proceeding  had  never  been  committed  in  that  House."  MR. 
BENTINCK  made  the  odd  charge  against  the  Irish  SOLICITOR- 
GENERAL,  that  he  had  cried  Hear,  hear !  "  in  an  Irish  tone !  "  With 
these  and  other  amenities,  we  made  out  the  night  pleasantly,  and 
separated  at  three  in  the  morning. 


The  Crown  Lands  for  the  Cads. 

A  CONTEMPORAEY  notes,  as  a  very  significant  circumstance,  that, 
in  the  People's  Parks  throughout  the  country,  with  which  the  Crown 
and  the  Government  have  nothing  to  do,  political  meetings  are 
strictly  forbidden.  This  circumstance  is,  indeed,  very  significant. 
The  People's  Parks  throughout  the  country  are  no  special  resort  of 
the  richer  and  more  refined  classes.  Seditious  howls  and  menaces 
would  annoy  all  their  frequenters. 


Bird  and   Berry. 

YOUR  Gooseberry  to  its  right  use : 
Great  Gooseberry  is  for  great  Goose. 


EATHER  A   DRAWBACK. 


CRICKET  is  generally  considered  a  fine  manly  sport,  with  nothing 
trickish  about  it;  yet  those  who  watch  the  game  closely,  cannot 
help  seeing  a  great  deal  of  "  underhand  "  work  going  on. 
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THOROUGH! 

Hairdresser  (to  perspiring  Customer  during  the  late  Hot  Weather).   "  'HAIR  Cor,  SIR  ? " 

Stout  Party  (falling  into  the  Chair,  exhausted).   "  YE " 

Hairdresser.    "'Mucil  OFF,   SIR?" 

Stout  Party.  "  (Pheic  I)    CUT  IT  TO  TUB  BONE!" 


ME.  W.  H.   RUSSELL. 

T'rxcn  is  pleased,  but  not  surprised  to  read  that  the  EMPEROR  OF 
GKHMAXY  has  conferred  a  decoration  on  MR.  WILLIAM  HOWARD 
Ki  ssi.i.i.,  of  the  Times,  for  his  brilliant  contributions  to  the  history 
of  the  late  war.  MR.  RUSSELL'S  letters  from  the  French  battle- 
tields  were  marked  by  his  ancient  vigour,  refined  by  the  grace  which 
practice  alone  can  bestow.  The  honour  which  has  been  awarded  to 
him  was,  of  course,  inevitable.  The  EMPEROR  OF  GERMANY  could 
not  hesitate  to  follow  the  example  of  the  English  Court.  Years 
ago,  MR.  RUSSELL  rendered  splendid  service  to  the  British  Army  by 
his  chronicle  of  the  Crimean  War  ;  and  later  he  paralleled  his  first 
work  by  his  glowing  narrative  of  the  War  of  the  Indian  Mutiny. 
It  cannot  have  escaped  the  recollection  of  our  readers  that  for  these 
achievements  MR.  RUSSELL  was  rewarded  by  their  graceful  recogni- 
tion at  Court,  or  that  the  decoration  reserved  for  civilians  who  have 
deserved  well  of  the  nation  was  publicly  conferred  upon  him.  It  is 
pleasant  to  find  the  Germans  so  prompt  to  follow  the  example  of  the 
English,  in  showing  gratitude  to  one  who  has  laboured  so  loyally  in 
the  production  of  a  faithful  record  of  national  triumphs. 


Singular  and  Plural. 

HEV,  my  Cockalorum, 

Don't  you  think  it  odd, 
Beaks  are  few  in  Quorum, 

Many  Thieves  in  Quod  r 

No  Baby  for  Bung. 

NEVER,  in  the  presence  of  a  Publican,  speak  of  the  Licensing  Bill 
as  having  perished  in  the  Massacre  of  the  Innocents.  "  Do  you  call 
that  an  Innocent '(  "  BUNG  will  cry.  You  will  have  hurt  his  feelings. 


PEACE  IN  THE  PARKS. 

MUCH  credit  is  due  to  the  Select  Committee  on  that  massacred 
Innocent,  the  Royal  Parks  and  Gardens  Bill,  for  their  clever  sug- 
gestion that  a  provision  be  introduced  thereinto,  enacting  that  "  No 
person  shall  deliver,  or  invite  persons  to  deliver,  any  public  address 
in  a  park,  except  in  accordance  with  the  rules  of  the  park."  What 
a  saving  exception !  It  would  have  saved  the  HOME  SECRETARY 
from  any  call  to  interfere  at  his  own  discretion  and  prevent  seditious 
meetings  in  the  parks;  a  demand  to  which  he  would  have  been 
made  liable  by  the  unqualified  prohibition  of  spouting.  But  then  it 
would  have  enabled  the  Park  Ranger,  who  makes  the  rules  of  the 
park,  should  he  think  proper,  in  the  interests  of  order,  to  make  a 
rule  which  would  shut  up  nowling  demagogues.  The  Government 
would  in  that  case  have  no  alternative  but  to  carry  it  out,  according 
to  law.  This,  it  is  true,  would  be  an  apology  which  might  not 
satisfy  ODGER.  The  Bill  which  might  have  prevented  the  Koughs 
from  thronging  the  Parks  in  their  thousands  has  been  abandoned. 


Theatrical  Advertisement. 

THE  management  of  one  of  the  outlying  Theatres,  recently  closed, 
continued  to  inform  the  public  up  to  the  last  night  of  its  summer 
existence,  that  "No  one  should  miss"  seeing  the  performance.  In 
order  to  keep  itself,  after  modern  fashion,  before  London  eyes  during 
its  absence,  wouldn't  it  be  as  well  to  change  the  form  of  advertise- 
ment to,  "  No  one  will  miss  the  performance  at  this  theatre  now 
they  are  for  the  present,  discontinued."  The  Greatest  Novelty  in 
the  playbill  advertisements  would  be,  occasionally,  the  Truth. 

A   REGULAR   SET-TO. 

SHOULD  there  be  a  collision  between  the  Lords  and  Commons  on 
the  Ballot  Bill,  as  there  was  on  the  Army  Bill,  the  proper  description 
of  it  will  be  a  Boxing  Match. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

AUTIOUSLY,  I  ask  the  Station- 
Master,  in  return  for  giving 
him  my  ticket,  if  he  knows 
MB.  WETHERBY.  Briefly, 
he  doesn't.  I  mention 
MR.  WETHERBY'S  yacht. 
No,  he  doesn't  know  MB. 
WETTIERRY,  or  his  yacht, 
but  dares  say  Flyman  may 
be  able  to  inform  me.  Then 
he  shouts  out,  "  Brix !  "  to 
some  one  in  the  distance, 
to  which  some  one  in  the 
distance  answers,  where- 
upon Station-Master  walks 
to  the  end  of  the  platform, 
and  I  walk  out  of  the 
Station. 

Flyman,  waiting  for  the 
chance  of  a  fare,  knows, 
or  thinks  he  knows,  MR. 
\\'KTI  TERRY. 

As  he  may  only  say  this 
from  an  interested  motive, 
I  question  him  as  to  his 
feeling  of  confidence  in  his 
own  assertion. 

"0,  yes,    Sir,"  he   an- 
swers ;  "  MB.  WETHERBY,  as  lives  at  Firkin  Terrace." 

"No,"  I  say,  impressively,  "he  has  a  yacht.  He  is  only  in 
harbour— I  mean  in  port — here." 

I  am  uncertain  whether  I  should  say  "  harbour"  or  "port,"  but 
as  he 's  only  a  flyman  (perhaps  the  most  un-nautical  calling  in 
existence),  correctness  in  terms  won't  be  of  any  consequence.  I  've 
not  come  to  see  a  man  living  like  anybody  else  could  do,  in  a  terrace, 
but  a  yachtsman,  sleeping  on  board,  merely  "  putting  in  "  to  take 
provisions — to  "  ship  cargo"  is  nearer  the  'expression.  I  fancy,  but 
will  ask  WETHERBY— and  then  "putting  out"  or  "putting  off" 
again  in  the  morning  with  a  fair  wind  and  the  stud-  sails  set. 

Mem.  Coming  upon  yachting  suddenly,  I  seem  to  know  much 
more  about  it  than  I  had  imagined.  Can't  think  where  I  got  the 
term  "  stud-sails"  from.  It  flashed  on  me  suddenly,  and  I  note 
it  down,  while  I  think  of  it,  in  the  fly,  on  my  way  to  Firkin  Terrace 
to  begin  with,  where  it  certainly  appears,  from  the  Flyman's  de- 
scription of  him,  that  WETHEBBY  has  at  some  time  or  other  resided. 
Anticipations :  To  have  met  at  the  Station  a  pilot-looking  man 
with  a  gold  band  round  his  cap.  That  he  would  salute  me,  and  to 
my  question  as  to  whether  he  was  from  WETHERBY'S  yacht,  he 
would  have  replied,  "Aye,  aye,  your  honour!"  That  then  we 
should  have  heaved  ahead  in  a  fly,  with  this  seaman  steering,  on  the 
box,  directing,  as  it  were,  the  wheels  of  the  vehicle.  That  we 
should  have  been  driven  to  some  gateway  leading  to  a  port,  or  the 
docks,  or  the  harbour.  That,  then,  a  sailor  would  have  met  us  to 
carry  luggage.  That  then  we  should  have  got  into  a  small  boat — 


"  jolly  boat,"  I  think— if  dark,  one  sailor  in  the  bows  with  a  torch, — 
that  lights  should  have  been  hoisted  from  the  Elfin  Queen  (or  what- 
ever WETHERBY'S  yacht's  name  is),  and  that  he  himself  should  have 
been  standing  at  the  gangway— the  gangway  being  where  one  goes 
on  board — to  welcome  me.  In  fact,  novelty :  novelty  in  surroundings 
in  atmosphere,  in  everything,  in  fact,  being  the  very  best  thing  for 
my  Health. 

Realisation.— Number  14,  Firkin  Terrace.  Seaside-looking  house, 
apparently.  Flyman  rings  bell.  Man-servant  answers  it.  MB. 
WETHERBY'S?  Yes,  Sir.  At  home?  No,  Sir.  Onboard?  0,  no. 
Sir.  (This  decisively,  as  if  such  a  proceeding  was  quite  out  of 
the  question.)  He  expects  me  ?  Yes,  Sir,  he  said  a  gentleman  was 
coming.  _  (This,  undecidedly,  rather  guardedly.)  Pause.  What 


Take  down  my  luggage."  I  descend.  Flyman  paid.  Luggage 
in  the  passage.  Alone  with  servant.  One  question,  with  a  tinge  of 
uncertainty,  and  a  feeling  that  I  am  exactly  350  miles  away  from 
my  own  bed,  "I  suppose  you've  got  a  room  for  me  here,  eh?" 
'  Well,  Sir,"  the  servant,  a  most  respectful  and  evidently  obliging 
man,  in  undress,  replies,  "My  Lady  didn't  know  whether  you'd 
prefer  sleeping  at  the  hotel,  or  not."  ' 

[Rapid  thoughts  during  the  pause  between  his  question  and  my 
answer.  My  Lady!  who's  she?  I  don't  ask,  as  I  evidently  ought 
to  know.  Always  thought  WETHERBY  was  a  bachelor.  But  if 
he  isn't,  how  can  his  wife  be  "My  Lady,"  unless  he's  LORD 
WETHEBBY,  or  Sir  Something  WETHERBY  ?  and  I  've  only  heard 
him  spoken  to  and  spoken  of  by  his  friends  as  "WKTHERBY." 
Very  awkward  this.  It  now  strikes  me,  for  the  first  time,  that 


WETHEBBY  is,  after  all,  only  an  acquaintance ;  but  whenever  I  've 
met  him  he's  been  one  of  those  hearty  men  whom  one  seems, 
from  their  manner,  to  have  known  for  years.  Strictly  speaking, 
I  have  only  met  him  three  times,  but  then  on  the  very  first  occa- 
sion he  invited  me  to  come  out  yachting  with  him.  I  fancy, 
though,  that  that  was  in  December.  However,  whenever  it  was,  or 
whatever  he  is,  it's  done  now.  Last  Thought.  If  I  go  to 
Hotel  will  Lord,  or  Sir  Something,  WETHEEBY,  pay  my  bill  there. 
If  not,  and  supposing,  after  all,  he  doesn't  yacht,  the  whole  thing 's 
an  imposition.  I  decide.] 

My  reply.  "0,  no;  I  prefer  stopping  here,  certainly."  Very 
well,  then,  he  '11  take  my  things  up.  My  Lady,  he  adds,  is  in  the 
drawing-room.  A  bell  rings.  That,  says  the  servant,  is  for  the 
chamber  candle.  He  '11  show  me  up.  What  name  shall  he  say  ? 

I  tell  him.  We  commence  mounting  the  stairs.  I  wish  he  'd  inform 
me  who  My  Lady  is.  I  should  like  to  see  WETHEKBY  first;  but  if 
his  wife — or  whatever  relation  My  Lady  may  be — is  at  home,  it 
won't  look  well  for  me  to  avoid  her,  and  sneak  up  to  bed.  Wish  I 
could  go  back  again,  even  350  miles,  or  wish  I  'd  said  I  'd  choose  the 
Hotel.  Too  late  now.  The  drawing-room  door. 

The  butler,  or  servant  of  some  sort,  not  in  livery,  but,  on  second 
thoughts,  not  old  enough  for  a  butler  .  .  . 

[Note.—  Why  isn't  there  a  Servants'  College,  with  "Butler"  for 
a  degree?  B.A.,  Aged  Butler.  M.D.,  Major  Domo.  The  Under- 
graduates in  buttons  :  additional  buttons  being,  somewhat  after  the 
manner  of  Mandarins,  a  sign  of  superior  rank  or  reward  of  merit. 
Culminating  point  of  buttons  in  a  Bachelor.  Bachelor's  Buttons. 
Bachelor  to  be  Footman  in  livery.  There 's  evidently  a  sort  of  idea 
in  this,  which  I  jot  down  on  retiring  for  the  night  at  WETHERBY'S. 
Might  obtain  a  Government  subsidy  to  provide  lecturers.  Think  it 
out,  and  suggest  it  to  somebody  interested  in  the  Educational  move- 
ment. The  idea  to  include  female  education  for  cooks,  housemaids, 
ladies' -maids,  scullery-maids,  dairy-maids,  &c.,  &c.,  and  nurses 
and  nursemaids.  Lectures  to  the  latter  given,  practically,  with 
dummy  babies  in  perambulators,  cradles,  and  so  forth.  Think  it  out.] 

The  domestic  .  .  .  when  in  doubt  speak  of  a  servant  as  a  "  do- 
mestic "...  opens  the  drawing-room  door,  first  floor.  He,  on  his 
side  of  the  door,  takes  it  for  granted,  evidently,  that  I  am  intimate 
with  LADY  WETHERBY  (that  is,  if  it  is  LADY  WETHERBY),  and 
LADY  WETHERBY,  on  her  side  of  the  door,  as  evidently  takes  it  for 
granted  that  I  am  the  chamber-candlestick  for  which  she  has  rung. 
The  domestic  announces  my  name  wrongly,  and  I  am  there  to 
explain  at  once  who  I  am,  and  also  who  I  am  not,  which  is  awkward 
to  begin  with. 

There  are  two  ladies ;  one  dark,  undeniably  handsome,  and,  so  to 


either  being  wafted  away  in  a  cloud,  or  requiring  an  attendant  to  be 
always  on  the  watch  with  a  hearth-rug,  in  case  of  her  getting  too 
near  a  fire.  The  former  the  substance,  the  latter,  taking  into 
account  height  and  general  flimsiness,  the  shadow.  Substance  is  so 
clearly  LADY  WETHERBY,  that  I  have  no  doubt  on  the  subject.  As 
clearly,  too,  it  flashes  upon  me  that  WETHEBBY  is  only  Mr. 
WETHEBBY,  but  has  married  a  Lady  Somebody  in  her  own  right. 

Another  Flash.  It  occurs  to  me  suddenly  and  momentarily,  that 
the  picture  at  present  is  something  like  what  I  've  seen  on  the  first 
page  of  a  story  in  the  London  Journal,  with  description  underneath 
to  this  effect:  " LADY  WETHERBY  and  her  companion  receive  the 
Mysterious  Stranger." 

"  LADY  WETHERBY,"  I  say,  with  a  feeling  that  it  will  be  all  right 
presently,  and  that  in  a  few  minutes  we  shall  be  sitting  down  and 
chatting  together  as  if  we'd  known  one  another  for  years ;  "I  must 
apologise  for  disturbing  you  at  this  late  hour."  So  far  'the  Court 
is  with  me,'  and  I  continue ;  "  but  the  fact  is,"  [if  I  'd  thought  twice 
I  shouldn't  have  used  this  phrase,  it  seems  always  to  mean  so 
exactly  the  opposite,  and  to  create  antagonism  and  doubt,  but  not 
being  able  to  revise  the  sentence,  I  go  on] — "  that  when  I  last  met 
your  husband"— she  seems  interested  in  my  "  fact " — great  point  to 
interest  your  audience  at  the  outset — "  about  three  weeks  or  so 
ago  " — the  ladies  look  at  one  another  with  a  sort  of  glance  which 
seems  to  ask  each  other,  "  Shall  we  scream  or  ring  ?" — being 
accustomed  to  nervous  people,  (My  Aunt,  for  example,  would  have 
shrieked,  or  been  in  tears  before  this — I  suppose  that  they  have 
both  been  reading  closely,  or  been  fast  asleep,  and  my  unexpected 
appearance  has  discomposed  them,)  I  continue  quietly — "he  told 
me  to  come  down,  and  he  'd  be  sure  to  be  here,  and  so  " 

Heavens !  What 's  the  matter  ? 

LADY  WETHERBY  literally  staggers  back  against  the  mantelpiece — 
she  hasn't  far  to  stagger  having  been  standing  on  the  hearth-rug — 
and  the  Muslin  Shadow  dashes  at  her,  convulsively. 

Brilliant  Ft'ash  (to  evince  presence  of  mind).  I  say  "  Perhaps  it's 
the  heat,"  and  I  run  to  open  the  middle  window,  with  the  air  of  a 
medical  man  whose  superior  knowledge,  on  being  called  in  at  a  crisis, 
suggests  an  immediate  and  certain  remedy. 

"  No !  No ! "  cries  the  Muslin  Shadow,  "  it 's  some  mistake.  Please 


AUGUST  5,  1871.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


47 


open  the  door,  and  call  CLASPKE."  This  is  addressed 
to  me.  Attempts  opening  the  door  from  within  at  the 
same  instant  as  the  domestic  with  chamber  candles  opens 
it  from  without.  Anything  more  painful  than  - 

Aii'ttlirr  1'lii.ih.  To  show  my  chivalry,  by  ignoring 
the'  agony  from  the  bridge  of  my  nose  across  my  funln  i4 
upwards  to  thr  roots  of  my  hair,  and  addressing  the  man 


. 
"  CLASI-ER,"   I  say,    anxiously,   "  LADY    WRKKKB1 

—  " 

lu  a.  second  hf  puts  down  the  oandlertiokg,  and  goes 
1d  tlir  luiid  of  the  staircase.  lie  calls  out,  "CLA8MER!" 

they  are  all  mad,  and  I  've  come  to  thr 
house  (which  can't  be),  he,  at  all  events,  is  W  (i  \srn:. 

A  Voice  Nopruno)  from  above  replies,  "  \>  s,"  and  a 
light  footafap  brings  CI,\SI'];K,  the  Lady's-maid,  a  v<  ry 
jintu,  elegant  girl  —  (sort  of  person  my  Aunt  ought  to 
have  instead  nf  DODDHIDGE)  —  into  the  room. 

The  street-  loor  bangs. 

A  Voice  —  "\VI:THI;I;[:Y'S  Heaven  be  thanked!  — 
shouts  out,  "Here,  ROIIEKT!"  —  then  bustle,  bustle 
below  -"Tell  HIM,  to—"  bustle,  bustle  below,  and 
sound  of  steps  on  stuirs.  I  don't  think  1  ever  was  more 
glad  to  see  any  one  than  I  am  now  to  welcome  WKTH  I:KHV. 


"BEGONE,  BRAVE  ARMY  '." 

Bombnsttt  Furio»o. 

ONE  day  last  week  Tlie  Life  Guards  Blue  marched  out 
to  Virginia  Water,  or  to  some  fearfully  dangerous  loca- 
lity in  the  neighbourhood,  all  the  way  from  Spital 
Barracks,  spent  several  hours  under  canvass  teit/imit 
umbnllM ;  then  performed  the  astonishing  strategic 
movement  of  watering  their  horses  in  the  adjoining 
stream,  and  then,  their  boots  not  being  calculated  to 
withstand  the  dew  (as,  indeed,  why  should  they  be  f 
seeing  they  are  cavalry's  boots) ,  they  remounted  their 
gallant  steeds,  and  by  another  strategic  movement,  which 
won  the  admiration  of  all  who  saw  them,  they  marched 
back  again,  horses,  canvass,  and  all,  to  Spital  Barracks. 

Who  says,  after  that,  that  England  has  no  train- 
ing for  her  Soldiers !  Sleep,  Brave  Heroes  sleep !  Kei>ose 
on  your  well-earned  laurels. 


A  VULGAR  EREOE. — Misplacing  the  Hasmrate. 


OUR    YACHT. 

MR.  PUNCH  is  MAKING  ARRANGEMENTS  FOR  n:g  ANNUAL  YACHTING  CRUISE. 
HERE  is  ONE  OF  HIS  CREW. 


BEALES  MAGISTER  ARTIUM  REDIVIVUS. 

NOTWITHSTANDING  the  infanticide,  by  the  Government,  of  the 
Parks  Regulation  Bill,  the  "  Demonstration  Committee "  of  the 
"Patriotic  Society"  resolved  to  hold  a  demonstration  last  Sunday 
in  Hyde  Park,  "  in  order  that  Government  may  see  that  the  people 
are  determined  to  uphold  the  right  they  now  possess  of  meeting  in 
the  parks."  At  a  convention  to  make  arrangements  for  that  sedi- 
tious proceeding,  held  in  the  associated  Patriots' rooms,  Kirby  Street, 
a  letter  was  read  from  Mi;.  1!  I:\LES  (M.A.),  expressing  his  regret 
to  find  that  the  question  of  the  right  of  the  people  to  meet  in  Hyde 
Park  had  been  re-opened,  and  stating  that,  although  he  should  not 
be  able  to  take  any  active  part  in  the  meeting,  he  was  prepared  to 
assist  the  committee  with  his  advice.  The  next  time  the  Patriots" 
meet  in  Hyde  Park  for  the  purpose  of  annoying  and  intimidating  all 
respectable  people,  perhaps  to  take  an  active  part  in  their  demon- 
stration may  be  possible  for  BEALES.  He  may  hope  to  find  his 
account  in  doing  so,  particularly  if  the  Roughs  assembled  under  his 
tutelage  demolish  the  new  park  rails.  At  present  he  is  only  a 
County  Court  Judge.  Should  he  repeat  the  deserts  which  earned 
his  appointment  to  that  office,  he  will  probably  get  raised  to  the 
Bench. 

NO  WORK,  NO  TURTLE. 

AT  a  special  Court  of  Common  Council  held  the  other  day  in 
Guildhall,  MR.  T.  BEDFORD,  in  a  vigorous  speech,  strongly  animad- 
verted on  the  indifference  to  public  feeling  manifested  oy  Govern- 
ment in  their  slackness  to  take  measures  for  the  preservation  of 
Epping  Forest,  and  for  vindicating  public  claims  with  respect  to  the 
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Thames  Enbankment.  The  LORD  MAYOR  presided  on  this  occasion, 
and  might  have  had  offered  to  him  a  suggestion  which,  if  adopted, 
would  be  very  likely  indeed  to  quicken  the  action  of  Ministers  in  the 
above-named  particulars,  and  all  other  matters  affecting  the  rights 
of  the  British  Public  and  the  Citizens  of  London.  So  long  as  any 
Government  remains  backwards  in  coming  forwards  to  do  what  it 
ought,  let  the  LORD  MAYOR  OF  LONDON  desist  from  inviting  Her 
Majesty's  Ministers  to  dinner. 


SERVILE  SUNDAY  WORK. 

FOE  the  information  of  the  Lord's  Day  Society,  the  Saturday 
Review  points  out  that  "  servile  work  "  was  originally  forbidden  by 
the  Church  on  Sunday  to  secure  rest  and  recreation  on  that  Festival 
for  slaves  and  the  labouring  classes.  An  exact  definition  of  servile 
work  would  be  rather  difficult ;  but  there  is  some  work  of  a  nature 
manifestly  and  specifically  servile,  beside  that  of  toadyism.  If,  like 
Dissenting  Ministers  very  generally,  and  even  many  Clergymen  who 
should  know  better,  you  were  so  ignorant  as  to  be  capable  of  calling 
Sunday  the  Sabbath,  and  the  doing  of  servile  work  thereon  Sabbath- 
breaking,  at  whom  would  you  point  as  the  most  conspicuous  and 
glaring  perpetrators  of  that  offence  P  Would  you  not  indicate  JOHN 
THOMAS  and  his  colleague  JEAMES,  mounted  on  the  footboard  of  a 
carriage  drawn  up  on  a  Sunday  outside  a  Church  ?  Those  gorgeous 
footmen  would,  as  doing  work  wholly  unnecessary  and  servfle  in  the 
strictest  sense,  be  doing  forbidden  work,  and  in  doing  it  their  liveries 
would  render  them  glaring  and  conspicuous.  But  if  you  called  the 
servants  behind  a  carriage  Sabbath-breakers  on  a  Sunday,  would 
you  not  say  that  the  greater  Sabbath-breaker*  were  those  upon 
whom  they  were  needlessly  attending — their  employers  inside  ? 


"  CHILL  OCTOBER." 

EACH  weary  M.P.  would  be  flitting, 
Each  Minister 's  worked  off  his  legs  ; 

Yet  when  was  there  so  long  a  sitting 
That  to  chickens  has  brought  so  few  eggs  ? 

Is 't  your  Spring  and  your  Summer  of  addlin?-, 
For  an  Autumn  of  addling  makes  fain, 

That  you  call  on  tired  Members,  skedaddling, 
To  meet  in  October  again  ? 
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REASONING    BY 


ANALOGY. 

'  0  AUNTY  ! 


Cecil  (who  is  in   the  habit  of  surreptitiously  dissecting  7ns  sister's  dills). 
•SOBMOUS  HEAP  OF  SAWDUST/     How  VERY,   VSRY  DREADFUL  ! 

Aunt.    "DREADFVL,    DARLING!       WHY?" 

Cecil.  "  WHY,  THE  LOTS  OF  MEN  AND  WOMEN  THAT  MUST  HAVE  BEEN  KILLED  HERE,  Tor 


1    DECLARE    IF    HERE    ISN'T    A    GREAT    BIO 


NATIONAL  AND  DENOMI-NATIONAL. 

HEKE  is  come  a  deputation 

About  Irish  education, 
"With  the  head  of  Dublin's  great  municipality, 

To  GLADSTONE,  to  enlist  him 

For  what  they  call  a  system 
Of  "  strict  denominational  equality ! " 

If  Catholic  at  Protestant 

And  vice  versa,  hot  his  taunt 
Must  fling,  be  that  manhood's  recreation : 

Party  tunes  and  mutual  threshin' 

Are  for  years  of  discretion, 
Not  luxuries  for  school-boy  delectation. 

When  Ireland  turns  her  wit  to 

Such  wisdom,  Punch  says  "  ditto  :  " 
By  all  means  keep  teaching  free  of  feuds  sectarian : 

Let  all  churches  drink  in  knowledge, 

From  national  school  to  college, 
And  in  unity,  at  least,  so  far,  be  Unitarian. 

How  Punch  had  hugged  the  fancy — 

But  in  Ireland  facts  who  can  see  < — 
That  this  was  what  wise  MFBRAY  and  wise  WHATELEY, 

"With  a  tolerance  rare  as  rational. 

In  the  schools  entitled  "  National," 
Through  the  Green  Isle  had  set  working  mighty  nately : 

That  their  followers  had  bettered 

The  instruction  they  unfettered, 
And  in  the  noble  army  of  Queen's  Colleges, 

Excluding  only  "  Theo  " • 

(For  which  sense  sings  Laus  Deo} 
Had  duly  made  provision  for  the  "  ologies." 


So  Ireland  won  the  blessing,— 

Still  beyond  JOHN  BULL'S  possessing,— 
Of  a  thorough  unsectarian  school  gradation ; 

Where  from  learning's  wells,  at  need, 

PAT  could  drink,  unchecked  by  creed- 
Then  what  more  has  she  to  ask  in  Education  ? 

If  the  Priests  denounce  the  school 

Because  in  it  they  don't  rule. 
And  the  Colleges  style  "  godless"  and  Socinian, 

Because  Church-Dogma  there 

Is  not  allowed  a  chair, 
And  scholar  brooks  not  sectary's  dominion — 

Let  us  give  things  their  right  names, 

And  when  Dublin's  Lord  Mayor  claims 
Fair  play  between  the  altar  and  the  steeple, 

Let  us  read  between  the  lines, 

"  Hand  our  schools  to  our  divines ; 
Leave  our  Priests  free  not  to  educate  the  people. 

So  carry  they  the  farce  on— 

Not  more  P.P.  than  Parson- 
Each  deprecates  the  other's  itch  for  ruling, 

But  on  this  point  they  agree, 

On  this  point  would  equal  be, 
That  to  Priest  belongs  supremacy  in  schooling. 

Now  we  'd  not  see  either  Church 

Leave  the  other  in  the  lurch, 
While  neither  on  the  tree  of  knowledge  perches  ; 

But  if  either  Church  claim  rule, 

Of  College  or  of  school, 
What  we  say  is, tl  A  plague  on  both  your  Churches. 

FORCED  POLITENESS.— Bowing  to  circumstances. 
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(AS  INVENTED  BY  "COLLECTIVE  WISDOM.") 
"NOW,   WHAT    MORE    CAN  WE   DO  TO  PROTECT   HIM  P" 
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THE    FIGHT    FOR    EPPING    FOREST. 

TTENi)  to  MR.  DEPUTY 
Sru'LETON,  one  of  a  de- 
putation from  the  Com- 
mon Council  present  at  a 
meeting  lately  held  at  the 
Coach  and  Horses  Hotel, 
.Stratford,  to  discuss  the 
recent  encroachments 
which  have  been  allowed 
by  Government  to  be 
committed  on  Epping 
l-'oi-i-st.  The  deputation 
had  been  during  the  day 
engaged  in  visiting  the 
scene  of  these  conveyances 
(the  wise  call  them),  and 
1) KITTY  SIAFLETON  said : — 

"  The  Corporation  had  that 
day  visited  some  of  the  most 
beautiful  spots  in  England, 
which  formerly  belonged  to 
the  people,  and  nil  they  could 
do  was  to  look  over  the  palings 
without  the  right  of  tra\ 
the  green  sward.  There  were 
only  about  3000  acres  left  to 
the  inhabitants  of  the  metro- 
polis, and  if  the  Government 
continued  indifferent  to  the 
subject,  there  soon  would  not  be  300  acres  remaining." 

But  do  the  Government  continue  indifferent  to  the  conveyance  of 
Epping  Forest?  Is  not  active  MR.  AYRTON  zealously  urging  on  a 
Bill  for  an  Epping  Forest  Commission,  which  is  to  inquire  about  it 
during  the  space  of  two  years,  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  publish  a 
Report  respecting  it  ?  If  anybody  should  think  that,  by  the  time 
this  Report  is  published,  the  conveyance  will  have  been  completed. 
let  him  not,  however,  say,  that  while  the  grass  grows  the  steed  will 
starve.  It  may,  nevertheless,  be,  that  before  any  suggestion  is  made 
for  shutting  the  stable  door  the  steed  will  be  stolen.  That  is  far 
from  impossible.  But  although  the  steed  may  very  likely  be  stolen, 
the  grass  will  not  grow  in  the  meanwhile.  Certainly  not.  At 
present,  to  be  sure,  MK.  DEPUTY  ST.VPLETON  and  his  anti-conveyance- 
of-Eppmg- Forest-colleagues  can,  by  looking  over  the  palings,  look 
over  the  greensward  which  inchoate  conveyance  prevents  them  from 
traversing.  But,  long  before  MR.  AYRTON'S  Committee  can  publish 
its  Blue  Hook,  the  conveyancer  and  his  merry  men  will  have  abo- 
lished the  greensward,  and  covered  the  site  of  it.  perhaps,  with 
bricks  and  mortar ;  unless  they  are  happily  withheld  from  doing  so 
by  legal  measures  generously  taken  by  the  City  of  London.  In  that 
case,  doubtless,  the  Government  will  be  very  much  obliged  to  the 
City,  the  spirited  City,  the  gallant  City,  the  chivalrous  City.  MR. 
GLADSTONE  will  probably  do  something  to  mark  his  sense  of  the 
City's  public  spirit.  The  least  he  can  do  will  bo  to  knight  LORD 
MAYOR  DAKIN,  who  will  have  won  his  spurs  more  worthily  than  any 
Lord  Mayor  has  since  WALWORTH.  Perhaps  our  earnest  and  appre- 
ciative PREMIER  will  make  MB.  DAKIN  a  Baronet. 


BENS-BIG  AND  LITTLE. 

(Respectfully  dedicated  to  the  Members  for  Witt  Norfolk  and 

IPhiteharcii.) 

T\vo  Bells  in  BAHRY'S  clock-tower  hang, 
Two  BENS  in  BARRY'S  House  make  martyrs  : 

Big  Ben,  who  strikes  the  hours,  bing-bang  ! 
And  Little  Ben,  who  strikes  the  quarters. 

Each  Bell,  for  constancy  of  chime, 
Claims  its  respective  Ben  as  brother  : 

Their  diff'rence.  one  pair  wastes  the  time 
Whose  waste  'a  recorded  by  the  other. 


Another  Competitor. 

SEVEN  Cities  contended  for  the  honour  of  being  the  birthplace  of 
the  author  of  those  standard  works,  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  Had  it 
existed  at  that  early  period,  CROMER  would,  no  doubt,  have  also  put 
in  its  claim,  for  this  overpowering  and  allsufficient  reason, — tnat 
there  is  no  other  spot  on  earth  which  rhymes  so  well  to  HOJTEB. 


THE  SCHOOLMASTER  VERY  MUCH  "ABROAD." 

"  He  commended  to  the  attention  of  Government  the  books  u»ed  in  elemen- 
tary schools.  Ho  had  looked  through  a  set  adopted  by  our  two  largest  edu- 
cational societies,  and  adapted  to  the  New  Code.  They  were  full  of  ambiguities 
and  errors.  In  the  pages  devoted  to  geography  Iceland  was  said  to  be  in 
America.  In  the  botanical  portion,  '  sap '  was  said  to  be, '  according  to  some 
eminent  authorities,  not  exactly  black,  as  it  appears,  but  of  a  dark  blue 
colour.'  .  .  .  Seals,  wholes,  shrimps,  and  prawns,  were  said  to  be  flsh,  &c."— 
SIR  JOHN  LUKBOCK  on  Elementary  /-,'</«. .//u,,,,  ll',n\eof  Cummons,  July  21, 
1871. 

SCHOOL  CATECHISM.     (SPECIMEN.) 
(Dedicated  to  Her  Maje»ttf»  Intpeclor.i  of  Schools.) 

WHERE  is  Winchester  ? 

Winchester  is  an  island  by  itself,  and  the  capital  of  Southampton. 

Where  are  the   Straits  of  Gibraltar  '' 

They  divide  Asia  from  Africa,  and  are  spanned  by  the  largest 
suspension-bridge  in  the  world. 

Describe-  In  i.  tly  the  United  States. 

The  United  States  are  close  to  the  Mediterranean  Ocean,  and  can 
be  seen  on  a  fine  day  from  the  top  of  Snowdon.  They  consist,  princi- 
pally, of  California,  Mexico,  New  York,  Newfoundland,  Canada,  IVm, 
and  the  Ojibbeway  Indians.  Their  chief  products  are  eneese, 
American  apples,  cotton  wool,  preserved  ginger,  mocassins,  toma- 
toes, and  turtle-soup.  They  are  governed  by  a  Republic,  and  the 
President  is  executed  every  four  years.  The  capital  is  alternately 
Ohio  and  I.O.U. 

What  is  dew  P 

Dew  is  small  rain  which  falls  in  the  night  time  when  we  are 
asleep.  When  it  can  be  collected  in  sufficient  quantities  in 
buckets,  it  is  excellent  for  domestic  purposes,  and  is  then  known  as 
soft  water. 

What  is  gum  P 

A  gelatinous  substance  extracted  from  sea-weed  found  on  the 
coast  of  Arabia  and  used  for  cooking  purposes. 

What  is  the  temperature  of  the  earth  ? 

The  heat  of  the  earth  .is  very  oppressive,  especially  in  summer, 
owing  to  the  great  quantity  of  coal  fermenting  underground. 

ll"w  is  coal  produced  P 

From  fossils,  the  bones  of  antediluvian  animals,  the  debris  of 
extinct  Empires,  and  a  certain  amount  of  friction. 

Describe  the  action  of  the  tides  ? 

The  tides  are  different  in  different  countries,  and  depend  upon  the 
almanack  and  the  weather.  When  it  is  high  water  at  London  Bridge 
it  is  low  water  somewhere  else,  and  ritd  voce.  Persons  who  bathe 
may  always  ascertain  the  state  of  the  tide  years  beforehand,  by 
addressing  a  stamped  envelope  to  the  Editor  of  the  Nautical 
Almanack,  but  he  will  not  be  responsible  for  rejected  contributions. 

What  causes  an  eclipse  P 

The  sudden  interposition  of  masses  of  dark  clouds  between  the  sun 
(or  moon)  and  the  earth. 

What  is  a  prawn  ? 

A  prawn  is  a  better  sort  of  shrimp,  and  the  young  of  the  lobster. 

What  is  an  eel  ? 

An  edible  fresh-water  snake,  amphibious,  untameable,  and  very 
tenacious  of  life.  It  is  found  in  all  cool  countries,  and  hibernates 
during  the  winter  season.  Eels  have  been  known  to  attain  to  a 
great  age ;  and  their  eggs,  which  are  green  speckled  with  yellow, 
are  greatly  prized  by  naturalists  and  collectors. 


USE  FOR  GREENWICH  HOSPITAL. 

CERTAIN  influential  persons  have  set  on  foot  a  movement  with  the 
view  of  getting  some  use  made  of  Greenwich  Hospital,  which  "noble 
structure,"  says  a  newspaper  paragraph,  has,  since  the  "exodus,"  a 
few  years  ago,  of  its  "  then  inmates,"  most  of  it  "  remained  tenant- 
less."  They  intend  soliciting  Government  to  utilise  it  for  national 
purposes.  There  is  one  national  purpose  for  which  Greenwich  Hos- 
pital might  be  well  utilised ;  that  of  affording  a  foreign  Bong  or 
Emperor,  whilst  the  guest  of  the  nation,  a  decent  residence,  which, 
because,  unless  some  nobleman  can  be  got  to  lend  him  a  mansion, 
we  have  not  to  offer,  the  Royal  or  Imperial  stranger  has  to  be  billeted 
at  a  publichouse.  

Liquor  Lawson. 

INSTEAD  of  being  Member  for  Carlisle,  SIB  WILFRID  LAWSON 
should  represent  some  Irish  constituency.  He  would  fain  deal  with 
the  Publicans  by  abolishing  the  Liquor  Trade !  What  a  Bull !  At 
the  next  election  this  champion  of  compulsory  total  abstinence  will 
perhaps  be  returned  for  Waterford.  A  declared  enemy  of  whiskey 
is  not  likely  to  be  the  Elect  of  Cork. 
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TEMPTING. 

Blanche  (knowing  he  can't  walk  over  tlu,  slippery  rocks— to  Devoted  Admirer,  who  bored  her  to  dmth  yesterday  at  Croquet,  and  who  would 
give  anything  now  to  join  the  Pic-nic).  "AVoN'T  vou  COME  OVER,  AND  HAVE  SOME  LUNCHEON,  MR.  GKEEN  ?  THERE  is  PLENTY  OF  ICED 
CLARET  CUP,  AND  NO  END  OF  LOBSTER-SALAD  !  " 


A  FREEDOM  IN  THE  FREE  KIRK. 

ON  Wednesday,  last  week,  the  assembled  Free  Church  Presbytery 
of  Edinburgh  unanimously  adopted  a  report  "condemning  the 
recent  action  of  the  QUEEN,  through  the  Government,  in  congratu- 
lating the  POPE,  on  the  twenty-fifth  year  of  his  Pontificate." 
Uplifting  hia  testimony  against  a  civility  which  he  probably  called 
sinf  u' : — 

"  One  of  the  divines  characterised  the  POPE  as  the  representative  of 
despotism,  the  deceiver  of  souls,  and  the  enemy  of  human  liberty." 

True  enough  it  is  that  the  POPE  has  published  the  Syllabus,  pro- 
claimed himself  infallible,  and  sits  in  the  seat  of  opposition  to  con- 
stitutional Government.  But  then  he  is  a  benevolent  old  gentleman, 
of  irreproachable  life,  and  genial  disposition.  The  QUEEN  (who  can 
do  no  wrong)  congratulated  the  POPE  in  his  personal,  not  his  official 
character.  Scotch  divines  should  distinguish. 


Ireland  in  America. 

TBULY  the  Orange  and  Papist  riots  at  New  York  illustrate  the 
Roman  poet's  saying  that : — 

"  Ccelum,  non  animum,  mutant,  qui  trana  mare  currunt." 

They  also  suggest  what,  if  it  would  scan,  might  be  called  the 
parody  of  a  line  in  Paradise  Lost : — 

"  Which  way  I  fly  is  Ireland,  myself  am  Ireland." 
Poor  PADDY  ! 

STRIKING  EXCEPTION. 

JUSTICE  in  this  country  is  always  said  to  be  brought  home  to  the 
very  doors  of  all,  whether  poor  or  rich  ;  yet  in  one  most  important 
class  of  cases,  those  in  the  Divorce  Court,  the  sufferers  are  obliged 
to  go  to  the  Land's  End— to  PENZANCE. 


A  PUFF  MISSED. 

WHAT  are  the  Wine  Puffers  about ;  the  gentry  who  send  you 
a  dozen  circulars  and  pamphlets  per  diem  ?  Have  they  not 
pounced  upon  the  fact  that  at  Goodwood  the  accustomed  draught  of 
fine  old  crusty  port  wine  again  sent  Taralan  in  triumph  to  the  post  ? 
Where  is  the  Taraban  Port  ? 

They  will  think  of  it  in  a  week  or  two,  no  doubt,  but  in  a  week  or 
two  we  shall  be  out  of  town,  and  out  of  the  reach  of  pull's. 


OUR  GLORIOUS  ATTITUDE. 

THE  Tichborne  Trial  now  stands  over 

Until  a  far  November  day ; 
Our  friends  across  the  Straits  of  Dover 

No  doubt  admire  our  Law's  delay. 
That  Eltham  case  displays  what  wonders 

Our  vigilant  Police  can  do  ; 
How  GuUt  escapes  not  through  their  blunders  : 

How  Innocence  they  ne'er  pursue. 

The  fruits  of  this  productive  Session 

All  people  are  enough  to  stun. 
E'en  schoolboys  say,  with  apt  expression, 

"  A  fat  lot  Parliament  has  done !  " 
Not  yet  forbidden  strong  potations, 

We  stand,  with  Freedom's  fiag  unfurled, 
The  envy  of  surrounding  nations, 

And  admiration  of  the  world. 


Modern  Politeness. 

Question  (to  be  asked  of  the  Lady  you  Adore").  What  has  been  the 
brightest  idea  of  the  whole  season  ? 
Answer  (to  le  told  her  in  a  confidential  whisper}.  Your  eye-dear  I 
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NOMENCLATURE. 

Shr.    "  I    KNOW  !      IT'S  A   GURXEY  !  " 

He.  "No,  'TAINT.    IT'S  A  LITTLE  SPURCEON!!" 


GEORGIA'S  JUBILKK. 

Tin:  POPE,  I  am  so  glad  to  hear, 
Because  ho  is  such  an  old  Dear, 
Has  lately  held  a  Jubilee  : 
The  reason  why  applies  to  me. 

•Since  he  came  to  the  Papal  throne 
•lust  five-and-twenty  years  have  Mown. 
They  therefore  say  he  has  passed  by 
The  years  of  PKTKII.     So  have  I. 

But  then  I  haven't  any  more, 
Because,  you  see,  I  'd  none  before  ; 
That  little  difference  there  appears 
Between  my  own  and  PETER  s  years. 

With  that  distinction,  to  explain, 
At  PETER'S  years  could  I  remain 
Just  like  I  am,  how  nice  'twould  be ! 
I  'd  always  keep  a  Jubilee. 


REVEXGE  SUPERSEDED. 

"REVENGE!"  the  French,  infuriate,  cried, 

Because  when  they,  without  occasion, 
Germany  to  dismember  tried, 
The  Germans  rolled  back  their  invasion. 

The  wrong  thus  done  them  they  forget, 
Having  fall'n  out  with  one  another. 

Will  Frenchmen,  having  Frenchmen  shot, 
Perhaps  forgive  their  German  brother  ? 


Anti-Sanitary  Opposition. 

WE  are  admonished  to  take  precautions  against 
approaching  Cholera.  Suppose  a  set  of  strong-minded 
women  and  weak-minded  men  were  to  get  up  an  agita- 
tion for  the  repeal  of -.the  Sanitary  Acts  which  legalise 
such  precautions,  they  would  have  some  reason  for  so 
doing.  What  would  it  be?  That  the  enforcement  of 
those  Acts  affected  themselves  ? 


FRISKY  YOUNG  CHRISTIANS. 

HAVE  we  not  rather  a  false  idea  as  to  the  "  Young  Men,"  who,  in 
a  Christian  country,  deem  it  proper  to  label  themselves  as  "  Chris- 
tian Young  Men  ?  "  There  is  a  notion  that  they  are  ascetics,  or  at 
all  events,  preternaturally  proper  parties.  We  discover  that  they 
are  nothing  of  the  kind.  They  appear  to  take  quite  a  jocund  view 
of  life,  and  to  be  as — well,  we  won't  say  vulgar,  but  as  Music 
Hall-ish  in  their  tastes  as  Heathen  Young  Men.  Look  at  this.  It 
is  from  Scarborough.  The  Christian  Young  Men  have  an  excursion 
to  York  this  week,  and  very  right  too.  Only  are  not  these  sugges- 
tions, which  we  find  in  their  pious  placard,  rather  of  a— a  worldly 
sort  ? 

First  comes — 

"  Polly  dear: 

Louisa  love  : 

Lilly  sweet : 

Ml  the  Bachelors  by  thit  train  you  'II  meet." 
And  then — 

"  Charming  scenery !  Lovely  walks ! !  and  Beautiful  sands ! ! ! 
Dear  Polly  said,  'Just  ask  Papa,"  whilst  listening  to  the  Bands 
On  the  Promenade." 

Now,  this  sort  of  thing,  if  not  refined,  is  perfectly  harmless,  and 
Punch  is  not  blaming  the  Christian  Young  Men  for  liking  a  little 
decorous  flirtation,  especially  as  it  tends  to  marriage.  But  such 
Fnskmess  is  not  what  we  had  expected,  and  we  wonder  how  the 
MAYOK  OF  DOVER  likes  it. 


Prize  Conundrum  for  August. 
(Question  and  Anttcer  by  H.K.II.  PUIXCB  O*C»R  OP  SWEDEN.) 

To  what  country  should  a  gentleman  go  in  order  to  put  the  last 
touch  of  polish  to  his  education  ? 
To  Finland.    In  order  to  get  some  Finnish. 


PETTY  CASH  FOR  ST.  PAUL'S. 

A  PEEP  into  St.  Paul's  will  convince  the  most  sceptical  that  the 
Dean  and  Chapter  are  pushing  on  the  decoration  ana  improvement 
of  that  Cathedral  with  a  will.  All  they  want,  to  make  a  magnificent 
job  of  it,  is  money ;  be  that  said  to  their  credit,  and  not  the  reverse, 
as  it  might  in  the  case  of  some  other  people  at  the  head  of  public 
works  ;  put  the  Pauline  clergy  are  exemplary  reverend  gentlemen, 
and  not  jobbers.  They  want  £250,000  to  do  the  whole  thing  hand- 
somely ;  at  present  have  got  only  £37,000.  That  is  very  little.  It 
is  really  no  more  than  what  would  be,  as  times  go,  a  very  moderate 
fortune  for  a  very  moderate  man.  Invested  in  the  Three-per-Cent 
Consols,  it  would  yield  no  more  than  £1,110  a-year.  What  is  that 
for  anybody  but  a  philosopher  whose  wants  are  severely  reasonable '{ 
Who  would  dream  of  marrying  on  such  an  income  in  the  middle 
class  of  life,  even  if  he  were  assured  that  he  would  have  no  family  'f 
Not  any  man  who  knows  the  amount  it  takes  to  satisfy  a  lady's 
requirements  of  dress  and  other  display,  and  the  unpleasantness 
incurred  by  the  husband  who  cannot  satisfy  them.  With  the  above- 
named  income  safely  invested,  a  single  man  could  interchange  hos- 
pitality, having^  a  decent  house  over  his  head,  afford  butcher  s  meat 
as  a  rule,  occasionally  travel,  and  pursue  his  studies  and  researches 
with  a  mind,  although  a  thinking  mind,  tolerably  at  peace.  But 
that  is  as  much  as  can  be  said  of  such  an  income  and  such  a  capital. 
How  far,  then,  can  £37,000  he  expected  to  go  in  beautifying  the 
inside  of  St.  Paul's  ?  The  £250,000  wanted  for  that  purpose  ought 
to  be  a  mere  fleabite  to  any  person  of  the  expensive  classes  who  keep 
their  carriage,  give  garden  parties,  and  stand  contested  elections. 
They,  if  they  cared  a  straw  for  St.  Paul's,  would  contribute  twice  as 
much  as  its  embellishment  requires  amongst  them  to-morrow. 


The  House  and  its  Rider. 

THE  Opposition  in  the  Lords  has  changed  its  censure  of  the 
Government  from  a  rider  to  an  independent  motion.  How  could 
the  Lords  approve  of  a  rider,  when  they  complain  of  being  over- 
ridden ? 
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PUBLIC    SCHOOL    WORK    AND    PLAY. 

N  the  highly  interesting 
and  important  subject  (to 
read  about)  of  cricket, 
•J  "  AN  ELIZABETHAN  "  writ- 
ing to  the  Times,  urges 
that  "  Winchester  should 
play  Eton  next  year  at 
Lord's,"  for  the  following 
reason : — 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  they 
have  a  right  to  claim  this 
honour,  having,  under  the 
more  liberal  system  latterly 

, '  pursued  in  their  grand  old 
school,  achieved  high  public 
school  distinction,  and  beaten 
Eton  in  succession  in  the  last 
two  years,  while  Eton  in  those 
same  years  has  beaten  Harrow 

..    at  Lord's." 

''  In  what  field  does  "  An 
ELIZABETHAN"  mean  to 
say  that  Winchester  has 
"achieved  high  public 
school  distinction?"  As  neither  scholarships  at  New  College, 
Oxford,  nor  any  other  prizes  of  mental  exertion,  are  to  be  won  with 
bats  and  halls,  and  not  only  attest  no  proficiency  in  cricket,  but  do 
not  so  much  as  imply  any  the  slightest  degree  of  skill  in,  or  even 
concern  about,  that  game,  the  field  in  which  high  public  school 
distinction  has  been  achieved  by  Winchester  can,  in  the  foregoing 
connection,  only  mean  the  Cricket  Field,  whereon  Winchester  has 
gone  in  to  win  with  other  schools,  and  has  won ;  having,  in  parti- 
cular, beaten  Eton.  This  is  very  creditable  to  Winchester.  Cricket 
is  a  manly  English  .game ;  but,  considering  how  large  a  part  it, 
and  other  athletic  pastimes,  have  come  of  late  years  to  take  among 
academic  pursuits,  don't  you  think  the  time  has  arrived  when  it  is 
not  unnecessary  to  point  out  that  "  high  public  school  distinction 
may  mean  high  distinction  in  another  field  than  that  of  learning  ? 


A  CURE   FOR  CHEATS. 

WHAT  shall  he  have  who  cheats  the  poor?  This  is  certainly 
becoming  a  question  of  the  day,  and  one  which  we  should  like  to 
hear  debated  before  Parliament.  The  punishment  in  vogue  now  is 
completely  insufficient.  It  is  obviously  useless  to  impose  a  paltry 
fine,  which  is  paid  by  a  day's  profit  gained  by  fraudulent  short 
measures.  A  notice  like  the  following  might  certainly  be  stereo- 
typed, so  frequently  we  find  such  announcements  in  the  news- 
papers : — 

"  Forty-two  tradesmen  in  the  Southern  districts  of  London  were  punished 
last  week  for  having  fraudulent  weights  and  measures.  The  total  amount  of 
fines  levied  was  £00  17*.  6rf." 

How  absurdly  ineffectual  are  such  punishments  as  these  is  proved 
by  the  frequent  repetition  of  the  offences.  Clearly  something  more 
severe  than  a  twenty  shilling  fine  is  needed  to  deter  people  from 
swindling  their  jpoor  neighbours.  A  little  gentle  exercise  taken  on 
the  treadmill  might  possibly  be  useful  for  correction  of  such  cul- 
prits ;  or  might  it  not  be  wise  to  revive  for  their  behoof  a  still  more 
ancient  institution ;  such,  for  instance,  as  the  one  which  here  we 
find  referred  to  ? — 

"  The  Magistrates  of  Sunderland  have  resolved  to  revive  the  old  institution 
of  the  Stocks  as  a  punishment  for  drunkenness." 

Scamps  who  cheat  the  poor  are  even  worse  than  drunkards,  and 
deserve  to  be  exposed  as  publicly  as  possible.  Exposure  in  the  stocks 
might  fairly  be  prescribed  for  them,  and  a  supply  of  rotten  eggs 
might  be  furnished  from  their  stores,  and  used  for  giving  them  in 
public  a  regular  ovation. 


Sauce  for  Goose— Holloa ! 

"  The  engineers  on  strike  in  Newcastle  have  informed  the  masters  that 
they  cannot  agree  to  their  proposal  to  offer  a  compromise,  if  the  votes  of  the 
men  upon  it  are  to  be  taken  by  ballot." 

What! — not  take  the  physic  MR.  FOESTF.E  prescribes  for  the 
British  elector  all  over  the  united  Kingdom  ?  Is  this  because  the 
Tyne  engineers  value  the  influence  of  opinion,  or  because  they  know 
the  power  of  intimidation,  and  mean  to  use  it  ?  If  the  first,  it  speaks 
badly  for  the  Ballot ;  if  the  second,  it  speaks  badly  for  them.  Who 
will  help  Punch  out  of  the  dilemma  ? 


A  GREAT  DISAPPOINTMENT. 

MR.  PUNCH, 

I  have,  before  now,  come  to  you  in  those  geographical 
difficulties  which  beset  every  Englishman  who  has  been  prepared 
for  the  great  public  school  of  life  by  an  expensive  and  meapre  educa- 
tion ;  and  I  wish  to-day  to  relate  what  has  proved  a  heavy  dis- 
couragement to  one  who  is  no  longer  young,  and  has  but  little  spare 
time  for  self-improvement. 

The  other  evening,  while  brooding  in  solitude  over  mf  ignorance 
of  the  configuration  of  this  globe  which  we  inhabit,  mj  eye  fell  on 
an  advertisement  of  the  Journal  of  the  Royal  Qeograplical  Society. 
Instantly  the  thought  Hashed  across  my  brain — this  is  the  publica- 
tion to  remedy  the  defects  of  my  early  and  costly  training.  I  eagerly 
perused  the  list  of  contents.  My  eagerness  was  only  equalled  by  my 
disappointment.  The  periodical  was  clearly  not  designed  to  meet 
the  wants  of  one  in  my  destitute  condition. 

To  begin  with,  it  invited  me  to  take  a  "  Journey  to  the  New 
Course  of  the  Yellow  River  of  China."  I  felt  that  it  would  be  pre- 
sumptuous in  me  to  dp  this,  until  I  was  familiw  with  the  Old 
Course.  A  ' '  Journey  from  Leh  to  Yarkand  ai.d  Kashgar,  and 
Exploration  of  the  Sources  of  the  Yarkand  River,"  was  the  next 
little  undertaking  proposed.  How  could  I  think  of  an  expedition  to 
what  I  was  sure  must  be  very  distant  regions,  when  I  was  not  too 
well  acquainted  with  the  names  and  number  of  ;he  counties  in  Scot- 
land, and  the  course  of  the  Medway  in  my  own  dear  country  ?  A 
"Visit  to  Easter  Island"  would  have  tempted  many  men :  I  had 
misgivings  whether  I  could  delineate  a  map  o'  the  Isle  of  Thanet. 
"  Notes  on  the  Runn  of  Cutch  "  set  me  wondering  who  Cutch  was, 
and  where  he  had  accomplished  his  pedestrian  feat,  and  for  what 
reason  the  Fellows  of  the  Geographical  Society  took  an  interest  in 
his  performance,  and  how  the  betting  stood,  and  why  such  a  com- 
mon word  as  "run"  had  not  been  properly  spelt.  The  pleasures 
of  a  "Journey  through  Shantung"  I  felt  I  must  postpone  until 
I  had  improved  my  acquaintance,  say  with  Holland  or  Belgium. 
An  "Expedition  to  the  Trans-Naryn  Country"  I  declined  for 
a  similar  reason;  and  a  "Mission  up  the  Yang-tse-Kiang  "_  (the 
advertisement  did  not  even  state  whether  it  was  a  mountain  or 
a  river !),  not  being  a  clergyman,  I  was  compelled  to  leave  to  the 
Missionaries.  I  considered  it  would  be  time  to  explore  "The 
Irawady  and  its  Sources"  when  I  had  the  Thames  and  its 
tributaries  at  my  finger-ends.  As  to  a  "  Journey  to  the  Western 
Portion  of  the  Celestial  Range  (Thian  Shan)."  I  determined  to 
know  something  more  of  the  line  of  the  Cotswolds  before  I  ventured 
on  such  a  very  distant  excursion ;  and  to  a  man  who  had  not  yet 
been  on  the  Shannon,  the  Danube,  or  the  Moselle,  a  voyage  "  on 
the  Rivers  Maueassu,  Abacaxis,  and  Canuma,"  seemed  a  wanton 
extravagance  (just  as  any  trouble  bestowed  "  on  the  Southern  Alps, 
New  Zealand,"  appeared  to  be  labour  thrown  away  to  one  wno 
had  never  set  foot  on  Alpine  ranges  much  nearer  home  and  Folke- 
stone.) The  "  Topography  of  the  Zarafshan  Valley "  I  could  not 
rouse  myself  to  care  about,  and  after  all  the  disappointments  I  had 
gone  through,  I  had  no  heart  to  grapple  with  the  Identification  of 
Mount  Theches  of  Xenophon." 

Somewhat  exhausted,  I  lay  back  in  my  chair  in  an  attitude  of 
thought,  and  wondered  whether  mine  was  a  case  of  virulent  igno- 
rance, or  whether  it  could  be  matched  at  the  Club,  or  at  the  table  of 
the  equally  expensively  and  inadequately  educated  friend  with 
whom  I  was  to  aine  next  day,  or  amongst  the  Heads  of  Houses  at 
the  two  Universities,  or  in  a  first-class  carriage  full  of  Eton  boys 
going  home  from  school,  or  at  the  Mess  of  a  llegiment  ordered  on 
foreign  service — until  I  fell  asleep,  and  dreamt  I  had  given  Cutch  ten 
yards  start  and  beaten  him,  and  was  going  up  the  Yang-tse-Kiang 
in  a  yellow  post-chaise  with  my  bosom  friend  Irawady. 

IGNORAMUS. 

Extreme  Politeness. 

You  have  your  pocket  picked.  Your  purse  is  taken.  It  contains 
gold,  silver,  stamps,  cards  with  your  name  and  address,  and  memo- 
randa useless,  but  to  yourself.  The  memoranda  are  returned  to  you 
in  an  envelope— "  With  MK.  W.  SIKES  FAGIN'S  compliments." 


Smoke  and  Sentiment. 

I  NEVER  smoked  a  cherished  Pipe, 

Which  pleased  me  with  its  choice,  quaint  make, 
But  when  it  had  grown  nearly  ripe 

In  colouring,  it  was  sure  to  break. 


LOVES   OF  THE   STABS.' 


POETS  are  very  fond  of  expatiating  on  the  above  elevated  theme, 
but  we  can  only  say,  as  regards  the  only  Stars  we  are  personally 
acquainted  with— theatrical  Stars— that  far  from  their  cherishing 
any  immortal  loves,  they  mortally  hate  each  other. 
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RITUALIST  PARSOXATION. 

ON  the  occasion,  one  day  last  week,  of  laying  the 
foundation-stone  of  a  new  Church  at  Hampstead,  the 
HAUL  OK  SIIAFTKSBUKY  delivered  an  address  to  the  by- 
standers, "in  the  course  of  which  he  expressed  the 
opinion  that  the  Clergy  must  get  rid  of  their  buckram 
and  starch,  and  unite  with  other  evangelical  Christians 
of  other  denominations  if  they  wanted  to  preserve  the 
Church  of  England."  Yes,  and  get  rid  not  only  of  their 
buckram  and  starch,  but  also  of  their  orfrey,  and 
embroidery,  and  lace,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  sham 
peacock's  plumage  in  which  the  English  Jack  Daw 
Parson  attempts  to  personate  the  Romish  Jack  Priest. 


A    DISTINCTION    AND    A    DIFFERENCE. 

Aunt.  "  CAKDIDLY,  DON'T  YOU  THINK  YOU'VE  HAD  ENOUGH,  ETHEL?" 
Ethel.  "  I  MAY  THINK  so,  AUNTY,  BUT  I  DON'T  FXML  so !" 


LIBERATORS  <>r  TIIK   FAITH. 

THE  POPE  has  been  pleased  to  reward  ME.  M'Evqv, 
M.P.,  with  the  Order  of  St.  Gregory  for  the  service 
done  to  Popery  by  the  Member  for  Meath  in  procuring 
the  repeal  of  the  Ecclesiastical  Titles  Act.  There  is, 
however,  somebody  else  whom  the  POPE  has  more  to 
thank  for  that  matter  than  Ma.  M'Evor.  The  repeal 
of  the  Ecclesiastical  Titles  Act  would  have  had  to  wait, 
if  Infallibility  had  remained  united  with  Temporal 
Power.  It  has  been  rendered  possible  by  the  establish- 
ment of  a  constitutional  Kingdom  of  Italy  with  Rome 
for  Capital.  His  Holiness  has  cause  to  confer  the  Order 
of  St.  Gregory  on  no  man  so  much  as  on  the  Sove- 
reign of  that  Kingdom.  But  perhaps  he  deems  that 
recompense  inadequate,  peradyenture  the  Holy  Father  will 
present  YICTOE  EMMANUEL  with  the  "  Golden  Rose." 


From  an  Unpublished  MS. 

"  IT  was  the  depth  of  winter,  and  a  wild  and  stormy 
night.  The  sky  was  inky  black,  not  a  star  could  be 
seen,  and  the  moon  lay  shrouded  in  masses  of  dense 
cloud.  The  wind  roared,  the  rain  poured,  the  forest 
groaned,  the  trees  moaned,  frost  and  snow  were  on  the 
ground,  and  desolation  reigned  around.  He  had  long 
found  difficulties  in  his  way,  he  had  long  been  embar- 
rassed, but  at  last  he  trembled,  he  hesitated,  he  stumbled, 
he  could  go  no  farther— he  had  come  to  a  dead  pause." 


ADVICE  TO  A  MOB  ORATOR. 

Now,  ODOEB,  you  have  got  a  V9te,  and  may  obtain  a  seat, 
To  vote  yourself  their  Member  if  the  workmen  deem  it  meet ; 
So  what,  then,  do  you  fellows  by  your  "  demonstrations"  mean  ? 
Stick  to  your  last  fike  wax,  my  man,  and  don't  abuse  the  QUEEN. 

You  call  yourself  a  working-man ;  some  work  your  hands  may  do 
As  well  as  tongue ;  how  much  to  what  HER  MAJESTY  gets  through 
A  very  early  morning  hour,  and  late  at  night,  between  ? 
Stick  to  your  last  like  wax,  my  man,  and  don't  abuse  the  QUEEN. 

PRINCE  ARTHUR  can't  set  up  a  shop,  or  even  keep  a  stall ; 
He  cannot  ply  the  needle,  ODOEK,  not  to  name  an  awl ; 
Because  this  country  will  not  have  all  nations  call  it  mean  : 
Stick  to  your  last  like  wax,  my  man,  and  don't  abuse  the  QUEEN. 

Don't  he  afraid  though  he  ne'er  make,  nor  even  clout,  a  shoe, 
That  he  will  not  his  living  earn  as  well,  at  least,  as  you. 
Much  useful  work  a  man  may  do,  and  yet  his  hands  keep  clean. 
Stick  to  your  last  like  wax,  my  man,  and  don't  abuse  the  QUEEN. 

By  all  the  Royal  Family  how  much  are  you  the  worse  ? 
The  lighter  for  their  maintenance  what  fraction  is  your  purse  ? 
You  and  the  Great  Untaxed  all,  income  free,  exempt,  serene. 
Stick  to  your  last  like  wax,  my  man,  and  don't  abuse  the  QUEEN. 

Your  little  hands  were  never  made  to  pull  the  old  Throne  down ; 
Y'our  little  heels  beneath  them  ne'er  to  trample  on  the  Crown. 
Your  fingers  to  your  bristles,  and  your  paring-knife  so  keen. 
Stick  to  your  last  like  wax,  my  man,  and  don't  abuse  the  QUEEN. 

Against  your  betters  why  do  you  upon  the  stump  inveigh  ? 
And  sympathy  with  Scoundreldom  of  Europe  why  display  ? 
Why  fraternise  with  Communists  who  smell  of  petrohne  ? 
Stick  to  your  last  like  wax,  my  man,  and  don't  abuse  the  QUEEN. 


THE  PRICE  OF  ACQUITTAL. 

TURKISH  journals,  please  copy  the  snbjoined  extract  from  the 
Times : — 

"THB  ELTHAM  MURDER. — A  committee  of  gentlemen  has,  we  under- 
stand, been  formed  to  collect  «ub«cription§  for  the  purpose  of  discharging  the 
pecuniary  liabilities  incurred  in  the  defence  of  EDMUND  WALTER  POOK, 
whom  a  jury  of  his  country  have  declared  innocent  of  the  crime  laid  to  hU 
charge,  but  whose  family  have  been  well-nigh  ruined  in  the  process.  Sub- 
scriptions will  be  received  by  MB.  CHARLES  HUDSON.  Churchwarden  of  St. 
Alphege,  Greenwich,  and  MK.  L.  DE  BRBANSK.I,  Arthur  House,  Greenwich 
Road,  Joint  Treasurers." 

Progress  in  the  administration  of  justice  on  sound  principles  will 
be  expedited  in  Turkey  by  the  example  above  given  of  the  working 
of  our  English  law.  That  law  is  no  respecter  of  persons  in  any  par- 
ticular wherein  its  respect  for  individuals  could  in  the  slightest 
degree  incommode  the  Public  at  large.  As  against  the  Public  it  has 
no  regard  whatsoever  for  private  rights.  EDMUND  POOK  is  wrong- 
fully accused  of  murder  ;  ruinously  expensive  lawyers  are  requisite 
to  save  him,  how  innocent  soever,  from  the  gallows :  they  are 
hired,  he  is  saved,  and  his  family  are  ruined.  The  Crown  pays  no 
costs.  The  individual  is  sacrificed  to  the  Public.  Individuals  are 
thus  eaten  up  by  the  British  community— and  they  hardly  manage 
these  things  Detter  in  New  Calabar. 

"THEY  CANNOT  GO  WITHOUT  HELP." 
CONTRIBUTIONS  are  earnestly  requested  to  assist  in  taking  about 
700  poor  old  boys  into  the  country  for  a  holiday  among  the  green 
leaves  and  purling  streams.  They  belong  to  the  Westminster 
National  Institution,  and  they  have  had  hut  little  relaxation  since 
February.  The  contributions  of  the  truly  benevolent  will  take  the 
form  of  indignant  remonstrance  with  the  Directors  of  the  Institu- 
tion, and  of  distinct  intimation  that  the  public  desires  to  see  the 
poor  old  boys  set  free.  Address  G.  G.  L.  G.  G.,  House  of  Lords ;  or 
W.  E.  G.,  House  of  Commons. 


VOL.  LXI. 


56 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[AUGUST  12,  1871. 


PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

E,  the  Peers,  held  to-night 
(Monday,  Aug.  :U)  Grand 
Debate  upon  the  Second 
Reading  of  the  Army 
Bill.  The  DUKE  OF  RICH- 
MOND (having,  with  his 
friends,  duly  enjoyed 
himself  at  the  races  in 
his  lovely  park,  and  quite 
right,  too)  came  forth  re- 
freshed, and  moved  what 
was  a  Vote  of  Censure 
on  the  Government  for 
having  cut  the  Purchase 
knot  with  the  Royal 
Warrant.  Hereon  fol- 
lowed much  admirable 
oratory,  a  great  deal  bet- 
ter, from  an  intellectual 
point  of  view,  than  any- 
thing Punch  is  accus- 
tomed to  hear  in  the 
Commons,  except  from 
the  foremost  champions. 
Lords  GRANVILLE,  SAI/IS- 
BURY,  CARNARVON,  Ro- 
MILLY,  PENZANCE,  DERBY, 
NOHTHBROOK,  RUSSELL, 
CAIRNS,  the  Dukes  of 
SOMERSET  and  ARGYLL, 
and  the  LORD  CHANCEL- 
LOR, make  up  what  thea- 
trical folks  call  "  a  splen- 
did cast."  All  are  men  of 
talent  and  accomplish- 
ment, and  two  or  three 
•  of  them  have  genius. 
Agree  with  them,  or  do 
not,  you  must  admire 
them.  "Well,  they  "  did  all  they  knew,"  and  then  they  voted,  and 
the  Censure  was  carried  by  102  to  82— majority  against  Government, 
80.  Then  the  Army  Bill  was  read  a  Second  Time. 

The  House  of  Lords  made  becoming  and  unanimous  reply  to  the 
QUEEN'S  Message,  asking  for  a  provision  for  PRINCE  ARTHUR.  But 
here  it  may  be  convenient,  if  disagreeable,  to  state  that  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  on  the  same  night,  matters  were  not  quite  so 
smooth.  The  PREMIER  moved  that  the  Prince  should  have  £15,000 
a  year,  and  in  a  most  able  speech  showed  the  justice  and  the  policy 
of  the  Grant.  MR.  DISRAELI  seconded  the  motion.  Then  our  friend 
MR.  PETER  TAYLOR  moved  that  No  Grant  should  be  made,  and  MR. 
DIXON  moved  that  it  should  be  £10,000  only.  MR.  DISRAELI  demo- 
lished them  both,  and  the  House  by  238  to  51  negatived  MR. 
DIXON' s  proposal,  and  by  276  to  11  extinguished  MK.  PETER  TAYLOR. 
Doubtless  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  in  Ireland,  where  he,  with  the  PRINCE 
OF  WALES,  PRINCESS  LOUISE,  and  the  MARQUIS  OF  LORNE,  have  been 
holding  the  most  Elevated  Jinks — pooh,  have  been  partaking  of  the 
hospitality  of  the  enthusiastic  people  of  Ireland— read  with  pleasure 
the  exceedingly  good  character  which  was  given  him  in  the  Legisla- 
tive Halls.  As  it  is  now  the  fashion  to  lecture  Royalty  whenever  one 
gets  a  chance,  Mr.  Punch  falls  into  that  custom,  and  solemnly 
advises  the  young  soldier  to  persevere  in  his  good  courses,  to  avoid 
frivolous  amusements,  to  study  his  profession,  and,  if  he  has  yielded 
his  heart  to  one  of  the  enchantingly  beautiful  Irish  fairies,  whose 
fascinations  have  been  surrounding  him,  to  speak  to  his  Royal 
Mother  on  the  subject,  and  make  arrangements  for  early  Wedlock. 
When  Mr.  Punch— not  now  exactly  a  boy,  yet  fresh  and  susceptible 
as  ever— thinks  of  the  arch  softness  of  those  Irish  Eves,  and  hears 
in  his  day-dreams  the  far-off  echoes  of  the  Accent,  lingering  (and 
small  blame  to  it)  on  those  Irish  Lips,  he  wishes  that  he  were  a  gay 
and  handsome  young  Prince,  instead  of  being  a  grey  and  handsome 
old  King.  Nevertheless,  he  has  done  his  duty,  and  kept  his  vow. 
When,  at  the  opening  of  the  Great  Dargan  Exhibition,  he  fell  on  his 
knees  before  Hibernian  Loveliness — rule  picture  at  the  time — he 
registered  an  oath  to  bo  the  Friend  of  Erin.  Never  has  she  had  a 
better,  since  first  St.  Patrick  fell  foul  of  her  toads. 

On  this  theme  Mr.  Punch  could  expatiate  for  ever,  but  he  has 
more  prosaic  work  to  do.  Bless  ye,  daughters  of  the  Green  Isle,  and 
now  good  morning  to  the  morning  light  of  your  eyes.  May  you — 
but  you  know  what  your  dear  old  Punch  wishes  you.  It  is  you 
who  make  him  forget  what  a  deal  of  trouble  he  has  with  some  of 
your  masculine  friends,  who  nevertheless  are  his  friends,  seeing  that 
they  are  yours.  May  you— there,  take  his  blessing,  and  let  him  go 
on  with  his  work. 
Disagreeable  work  it  is,  too.  For  here  is  our  Government  offering 


a  wonderful  specimen  of  its  powers  of  dealing  "with  the  British 
Army.  It  was  decided  that  some  30,000  men  should  make  a  march 
into  Berkshire,  and  should  there  encamp,  as  in  an  enemy's  country, 
and  learn  the  German  system,  and  prove  what  they  are  good  for, 
besides  mere  manoeuvres.  This  was  a  sensible  project.  But  to  carry 
it  out  was  beyond  the  intellect  of  the  Authorities.  They  give  it  up, 
saying  that  the  Harvest  is  exceptionally  late,  and  that  after  the 
harvest  there  might  come  had  weather,  and  the  soldiers,  being  made 
of  sugar,  would  melt  into  the  soil  of  Berkshire.  There  are  to  be 
three  little  expeditions,  instead  of  one  great  military  lesson.  All 
sorts  of  reasons,  mostly  more  probable  than  those  assigned  by  the 
valiant  Druid  CARDWELL  and  nis  officials,  are  given  for  this  fiasco. 
The  one  reason,  of  course,  is  that  those  who  should  direct  the  march 
and  supply  the  troops  are  incompetent  to  do  so.  0  dear  CROWN 
PRI  XCE  of  the  German  Empire,  do  us  the  favour  not  to  laugh.  It 
would  be  so  rude,  you  know,  especially  as  you  are  married  to  a 
charming  Princess  of  England.  Do  you  think  you  could  tell  us  how 
to  march  30,000  men  thirty  miles?  Surely  you  would  be  aghast  at 
so  gigantic  a  task. 

"  Dumb  Dogs  are  some  officials,"  JONES  remarks ; 

"  Because,"  says  BKOWN,  "  they  can't  break  into  Barks." 

The  HOME  SECRETARY,  in  his  quiet  way.'gave  a  most  severe  rehuke 
to  the  persons  who  have  threatened  to  flood  the  households  with 
publications  on  a  question  of  Medical  Police.  LORD  EBURY  writes 
to  say  that  they  are  at  their  work  already.  It  is  quite  clear  that  it' 
one  of  the  body  should  be  brought  before  MR.  KNOX,  or  MR. 
FLOWERS,  and  be  committed  to  prison,  MR.  BRUCE  will  not  release 
him  or  her,  and  there  seems  no  doubt  that  there  is  a  disposition  to 
try  that  experiment. 

We  got  again  on  the  Ballot  Bill,  and  MB.  HENRY  JAMES  made  an 
effective  speech  against  the  clause  for  throwing  the  expense  of 
elections  on  the  inhabitants  instead  of  on  the  candidates.  There 
was  a  warm  debate  on  this,  MR.  GLADSTONE,  of  course,  supported 
the  clause,  but  MR.  JAMES  was  victorious  by  256  to  160,  majority 
against  Government,  96,  and  the  clause  was  rejected. 

Just  so.  The  Epping  Forest  question  was  going  to  be  very  nicely 
"  managed,"  but  the  name  of  sturdy  and  honest  MR.  JOHN  LOCKE 
was  forced  upon  the  Commission,  and  he  will  see  that  the  Forest  has 
fair  play,  or  he  will  know  the  reason  why,  and  proclaim  it,  too,  in 
no  obsequious  whisper. 

"  Merry  it  is  in  the  good  green  wood, 

So  blithe  poor  East  Enders  are  singing, 
On  the  beech's  pride,  and  the  oak's  brown  side, 

Lords*  axes  shall  not  go  ringing." 

Tuesday.  LORD  NORTKBROOK  had  to  say  what  he  could  about  the 
Baffledom  in  Berkshire,  but  Mr.  Punch  will  be  charitable  to  an 
official  who  is  no  doubt  heartily  ashamed  of  the  whole  business. 

A  Mob-Meeting  was  announced  for  the  preceding  Monday  in  Tra- 
falgar Square,  to  oppose  the  Arturian  grant.  MR.  BRUCE  gave  the 
promoters  notice  not  to  meet.  Then  he  found  out  what  the  law  was, 
and  gave  them  another  notice  that  he  should  not  interfere,  unless 
the  law  were  broken.  They  met,  under  BRADLAUGII  and  ODGER, 
and  the  Royal  Family  was  duly  abused,  and  SIR  EDWIN  LANDSEER'S 
lions  made  "  backs  "  for  the  youthful  rapscallionry  of  London. 

"  Cupids  ride  the  Lion  of  the  Deeps." 

As  for  the  Home  Office — silence  is  kindness.    But  is  there  any  law 
preventing  the  Police  from  protecting  the  statuary  of  London  ? 
Ballot,  morning  and  evening.    Many  divisions.    Much  temper. 

Wednesday.  MB.  GLADSTONE,  indefatigable,  came  down,  and 
made  an  elaborate  speech  against  MR.  FAWCETT'S  Bill  for  Abolishing 
Religious  Tests  in  Dublin  University.  The  Bill  was  finally  talked 
out  of  the  House,  and,  as  some  ill-natured  folk  averred,  at  the 
instance  of  the  Government.  About  this  Mr.  Punch  cares  nothing, 
at  present.  But,  eager  for  information,  and  apropos  of  an  Irish 
College,  he  desires  to  know  whether  in  such  institutions  there  has 
been  any  change  in  the  form  in  which  a  candidate  was  apprised  that 
examination  had  proved  him  unfit  for  College  education.  When 
younger,  Mr.  Punch  learned  that  a  rejected  competitor  thus  de- 
scribed the  process  of  dismission.  The  principal  addressed  him  in 
song— 

"  MASTHEK  MACSHANE,"  says  he,  "  you  're  a  Great  Dirty  Dolt, 
You've  pot  no  more  brains  than  a  Monaghan  colt, 

You  're  not  Jit  for  our  College  at  Eallyporeen." 

Thursday.  LORD  OVERSTONE  asked  about  the  Berkshire  Baffledom. 
He  was  begged  to  postpone  his  question. 

The  DUKE  OF  NoRTnuainERi.AXD  said  that  half  their  Lordships 
had  left  town.  Hm.  There  be  telegraphs. 

LORD  ELCHO  asked  about  the  Berkshire  Baffledom.  MR.  DISRAELI 
said  that  there  was  a  great  deal  of  Dissatisfaction  in  the  public 
mind  on  this  important  subject. 

MR.  GLADSTONE  stated  that  he  had  not  invited  the  POPE  to  come 
and  reside  on  a  Scottish  island.  Though,  by  the  way,  why  His 
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Holiness  should  not  go  to  lona,  and  restore  its  glories,  perhaps  the 
l)i  KK  OF  Aur.Yi.i.  (owner  of  lona)  will  say.  To  be  sure,  lona  and 
Kome  had  not  much  in  common. 

Sue  \Vii.ruin  I.AWSOX  spoke  with  tact  and  delicacy  on  the  ques- 
tion whether  the  Privacy  of  Royalty  doei  not  tend  to  make  Krjmli- 
licanism  possible;  ana  the  I'f.i  ..MII.K,  gracefully  eulogising  the 
Sovereign,  promised,  on  her  behalf,  that  (lie  <ii  i  i:x  would  exert 
herself,  to  the  utmost  of  her  power,  to  fulfil  Public  Functions.  If 
what  has  just  )i;i|i|>ened  in  Ireland  does  not  convince  the  authorities 
how  much  UK  ({nceii's  subjects  desire  an  opportunity  of  showing 
their  loyalty,  nothing  will.  "  A  Queen's  face  gives  grace."  (Scuts 


J-'riility.  LOUD  OrEBSTONE  asked  again  about  the  Berkshire 
BafkdoB.  Answers  affanotly  good,  really  evasive. 

The  Army  Hill  was  passed  by  the  Lords.  It  was  explained  to  be 
now  merely  a  Hill  for  the  Compensation  of  Officers.  Since  Jn.i/ii-i- 
On-riln's  Warrant,  known  to  readers  of  BEN  JOXSON,  there  has 
never  been  a  document  that  has  produced  such  an  effect  on  the 
Unwise  as  the  Royal  Warrant  in  this  matter. 

We  finished  the  Ballot  Bill  Committee,  and  a  most"  becoming 
tribute  was  paid  from  the  Conservative  bench  to  MR.  FOKSTEE  for 
his  courtesy  throughout  the  discussion.  When  W.  E.G.  takes  his 
coronet  —  but  let  us  not  anticipate. 

Compensation  for  a  debate  on  the  Washington  Treaty  was  amply 
afforded  by  a  masterly  speech  from  SinRouM>i  1  1  l'u  MKIS,  to  whom 
Mr.  1'nni-li  unhesitatingly  applies  Lord  Fn-drrirk  1'irisophfs 
eulogy  on  SHAKSPI;AKK.  "  He  is  a  cley-ver  man."  MK.  WHAU.KY 
said  that  Popery  had  been  the  root  of  the  Alabama  difficulty,  so  ire 
ended  the  week  good-humouredly. 


LAW-MAKING  AND  LAW-SHAKING. 

TJTEKE  are  two  kinds  of  Parliamentary  driving, 

And  both  at  this  moment  appear  to  be  thriving. 

There 's  the  art  of  so  tooling  the  Session's  Bills, 

That  a  block  St.  Stephen's  thoroughfare  fills. 

There  are  Bills  by  the  dozen,  all  in  a  ruck, 

Each  in  the  way  of  the  other  stuck, 

With  the  drivers  slashing,  and  pulling,  and  bawling, 

Opposition  conductors  bad  names  calling, 

The  traffic  stopped,  and  the  bystanders  wond'ring 

At  the  singular  talent  shown  m  blundering — 

Till  it 's  only  by  dint  of  cutting  and  maiming, 

Flinging  loads  over,  and  horses  laming, 

That  of  all  the  train  that  started  so  merrily, 

Here  and  there  one  to  the  goal  drags  wearily ; 

And  the  end,  after  all  the  fights  and  dead  locks,  is 

The  general  discredit  of  those  on  the  boxes. 

That 's  the  way  of  driving  Bills  in  Parliament, 

Which  all  who  don't  like  delay,  jangle,  and  jar  lament. 

The  other  style  of  driving  I  mean, 

Is  driving  through  Acts  of  Parliament  clean : 

And  that  is  an  art  which,  in  case  of  a  bad  law, 

One  might  own  meritorious,  e'en  in  a  BHADLAUGH. 

But  one  don't  so  much  like,  when  the  Act  made  away  with 

Is  an  Act  to  keep  King  Mob  at  bay  with, 

When  through  the  hole  by  your  demagogue  driven 

A  way  to  the  deluge  of  mob-law 's  given, 

To  o'ersweep  knowledge  and  right  and  reason ; 

Drown  sense  as  aristocratic  treason ; 

Prove  England's  best  posture  upside  down, 

And  the  right  thing  to  stand  on,  not  feet,  but  crown. 

When,  with  these  views,  demagogic  forces 

Through  an  Act  boast  of  driving  their  coach  and  horses, 

I  'd  fain  see  more  substance  in  th'  Act, 

Or  its  letter  with  more  of  its  spirit  backed. 

For  BRADLATTQH  and  ODGEK  aren't  quite  the  pair 

That  the  British  Lion  to  power  should  bear, 

From  the  arms  of  the  Houghs  in  Trafalgar  Square. 

That 's  a  style  of  driving  through  Acts  of  Parliament 
Which  those  who  wish  splendour  to  Britain's  star  lament. 
But  query  if  Ministers  don't  show  the  way  to 't, 
Who  threaten  the  mob  first,  and  then  give  way  to 't. 


Unfortunate  Choice. 

IF  the  comfort  of  the  soldiers  had  been  the  main  consideration 
with  the  War  Office,  the  authorities  there  would  certainly  not  have 
fixed  on  Berks  as  the  best  place  for  the  September  muster,  but  rather 
on  Beds,  or,  perhaps,  for  self -evident  commissariat  reasons,  Oxon. 


STORKS    AND    STICKS. 


Y.I:  r'sC'A  u  i,  «Kr.L  determined 

that  England  shall  feel 
Hi  r  protection  not  left  to  a 

mere    (ini'ili-   Mill,  ill-. 

•  leteiiee  not  defiance," 
we  stand  like  a  wall, 
And  the  nrmy  we  trust  to's 

not  mobile  at  all. 
So   stoutly  it  sticks  to  its 

post  and  its  pi 
It  cannot  be  moved  thirty 

miles  from  its  base  ! 
S>  the   Berkshire  maniru- 
vres  are  knocked  on  the 
In  ail, 
Ami  three  little  AMershots 

planned  in  their  stead. 
There  are  reasons  enough 

aud  too  many  —  the  sole 
One    there     is  n't  's     the 
break-down   of   STOBKS 
and  Control. 

There's  the    fear    of   the 
weather,  the  chance  of  a 
pelt, 
In  which  a  corps  d'armle 

might  easily  melt, 
Or  require  us  to  serve  an 

umbrella  per  man  ! 
There  '•  the  terms  asked  by  PICKTOKD  for  leading  the  van  ; 
Then  there  's  the  late  harvest  —  a  fact  which  STORKS  mourns  ; 
But  men  can't  risk  treading  on  other  men's  corns  : 
In  short,  between  crops,  teams,  and  tricks  of  the  seasons, 
The  Country  has  choice  of  a  score  of  good  reasons, 
By  which,  while  to  blame  no  department  shall  prove, 
'Tis  clear  that  the  troops  can't  and  oughtn't  to  move. 
So  Jonx  BULL  shrugs  his  shoulders  in  blank  resignation, 
And  owns  there  M  need  for  reorganisation  ; 
Not  so  much,  though,  of  privates  or  officers  either, 
As  of  blundering  departments  that  take  heed  for  neither. 
And  asks,  of  all  ills  that  his  Army  have  curst, 
If  Purchase  be  really  and  truly  the  worst  ? 
If  so  trivial  a  cause  Army  movement  so  clogs 
In  KINO  STOBK'S  reign,  could  things  be  much  worse  in  Knro 
Loo's  ? 


A  SERVICEABLE  SOCIETY. 

MANY  happy  returns  of  the  other  day  to  the  Society  for  the  Sup- 
pression of  V  ice.  It  then  completed  its  sixty-eighth  year,  and  held 
its  annual  meeting.  The  Report  of  its  Committee  "recorded  a 
series  of  twenty-three  successful  prosecutions,"  including,  suffice  it 
to  say,  the  conviction  of  certain  "  advertisers,  who,  by  receiving 
payment  through  the  post,  hope  to  escape  detection.  The  vile 
rogues  punished,  the  seizures  of  base  photographs,  and  other  like 
wares,  effected  by  this  Society's  exertions,  are  something  consider- 
able to  show  for  a  very  little  money ;  £102  12*.  annual  subscriptions, 
and  donations  £344  10s.  Its  revenue  not  paying  its  expenses,  it  is 
in  debt  as  much  as  £650.  against  which  amount  is  to  be  placed  the 
claim  which  this  Society  has  on  Society  at  large ;  one  that  ought  to 
be  settled.  The  Committee  of  the  Society  for  the  Suppression  of 
Vice  clearly  deserve  the  thanks  voted  to  them  by  the  meeting  "  for 
their  energy  and  perseverance  in  carrying  out  the  objects  of  the 
Society  with  the  very  limited  means  at  their  disposal."  Only  fancy 
the  Government,  with  the  not  very  limited  means,  comprised  in  the 
amount  of  military  and  naval  estimates,  at  their  disposal,  being  able 
to  exhibit  in  return  for  their  outlay,  as  much  in  proportion  as  the 
Committee  of  this  economical  and  effective  Society  is.  The  re-elec- 
tion of  that  meritorious  Committee,  and  the  other  Officers  of  the 
Association  whose  affairs  it  so  ably  administers,  concluded  business 
at  the  anniversary  assembly  of  the  Society  for  the  Suppression  of 
Vice ;  the  gentlemen  re-elected,  a  punster,  not  having  the  fear  of 
the  Society  before  his  eyes,  would  perhaps  remark,  including  the 
Vice-Presidents. 


Petroleum  and  Police. 

CoMinnnsi  incendiarism  in  Paris  has  originated  a  new  news- 
laper-heading  for  reports  of  fires  —  "  Petroliana."  The  Petrol. 
>erhaps,  in  that  capital,  would  afford  fewer  anecdotes  if  the  Patrol 
ivere  more  efficient. 
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THE    GOLDEN    AGE    RESTORED. 

Young  Lady  (Through  Passenger,  at  West  Riding  Station).  "  WHAT'S  GOING  ON  HERE  TO-DAY,  PORTEB  ?    HAS  THERE  BEEN  A  FETE  ? " 
Porter  (astonished).  "  BLESS  THEE,  LASS!  THERE'S  NBA  FEIGHTIN'  NOO-A-DAYS;  'T'S  AGIN  T'  LA-AW  !— KOBBUT  A  FLOOER-SHOW  ! ' 


PAT  IN  THE  SMILES  TO  PAT  IN  THE  SULKS. 

Now  PADDY  O'RYAN,  it 's  no  use  your  thryin' 

To  look  like  a  lion,  for  a  sore  head  that 's  growlin' ; 
Wid  the  Princes  at  Kingstone,  sorra  one  o'  ye  'd  fling  stone, 
Tho'  "  up  wid  your  slang-stones  "  green  papers  is  howlin'. 
Sure  you  'd  say  to  them  rather, 
As  you  said  to  their  father, 
"  Boys,  here 's  a  health  t'  ye, 
Wid  '  Cead  millefailthe  ! 1 "  * 

The  Nation  may  prache  yez,  the  Irishman  tache  yez, 

That  the  Saxons  all  hate  yez,  from  Princes  to  Pisints ; 
Sure  it 's  them  has  their  rayson,  that  sells  hy  their  thrayson— 
Sly  foxes  that  preys  on  poor  Paddies  for  phisints. 
But  the  cry  that  Ould  Erin 
Is  ra'lly  sincere  in, 
Is  "  Boys,  here 's  a- health  t'  ye, 
And  '  Cead  millefailthe ."" 

There's  had  laws  and  quare  Mimhers,  there's" fires  undther 

imbers, 

And  things  folks  renumbers  they  'd  betther  forget : 
But  if  sthripes  Celtic  backs  on  was  laid  by  the  Saxon, 
Sure  his  we  've  laid  whacks  on,  and  some  he  feels  yet. 
But  let  bygones  be  bygones, 
To  salute,  not  slay,  thry  guns, 
Cry.  "  Boys,  here 's  a  health  t'  ye, 
And  '  Cead  millefailthe ."  " 

To  do  Ireland  the  justice  in  which  his  own  trust  is, 
Howe'er  hard  his  crust  is,  JOHN  BULL  's  set  his  mind ; 

*  "  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes." 


And  av  we  do  our  part,  boys,  sure  it 's  we  '11  have  the  start, 

boys — 

It 's  ourselves  is  the  smart  boys— to  rise  if  inclined. 
In  compititive  examinations 
Who  but  us  gets  the  best  situations  ? 
And  so,  "  Boys,  here 's  a  health  t'ye, 
And  '  Cead  millefailthe  ! ' ' 

Where  'ud  Princes  be  gettin'  such  a  welcome  and  wettin' 

As  our  skies  and  our  greetin'  their  party  bestows  on  ? 
ALEXANDTHRA  is  missiir ,  but  wid  damn'  LOUISE  in 
Our  hearts,  sure  we  're  kissin'  the  ground  that  she  goes  on. 
Till  JOHN  BULL  hears  wid  wonder 
The  warm  Irish  thunder 
Of  our  "  Boys,  here's  a  health  t'ye. 
And  '  Cead  mille  failthe  ! ' " 

OFFICERS  AND  OPERA-GLASSES. 

THE  triumph  gained  by  the  Germans  in  the  great  Continental 
Tragedy  ended  by  the  Fall  of  Paris,  is  now  seen  to  have  been  mainly 
owing  to  their  sedulous  attention  to  rehearsal.  In  practising  the 
manoeuvres  of  mimic  warfare,  it  appears,  from  some  account  of 
their  exercise  in  such  campaigning,  that  every  German  officer 
carries  an  opera-glass.  The  officers  of  our  crack  regiments  are 
generally  provided  with  this  instrument,  too ;  but  whereas  it  is 
very  much  employed  by  German  officers  in  rehearsing  operations  on 
the  field,  our  Guardsmen  and  their  gallant  compeers  lor  the  most 
part  limit  their  use  of  Opera-glasses  to  the  Opera. 

Something  Saved. 

THE  new  Archbishop  of  Paris  is  to  be  succeeded  at  Tours  by 
MGR.  LE  COURTIER,  Bishop  of  Montpellier.  „  France.may  have  lost 
the  Court,  but  she  still  retains  the  Courtier. 


BORROWED  ACCENTS. — When  Music  lends  its  charms. 
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CARD  WELL'S   COLLAPSE. 

Ora  WAR. MINISTER  (to  H.I.H.  "FBITZ").  "NOW  THAT  YOUR  IMPERIAL  HIGHNESS  IS  HERE,  P'RAPS  YOU'LL 
KINDLY  TELL  US  HOW  TO  MOVE  30,000  MEN  THIRTY  MILES." 
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MY    HEALTH. 


—here  it   occurs   to 


that   we   are   not 


ETHERBY  is  in  his 
full  yachting  cos- 
tume, which  is  the 
iurn  of  the 
fulfilment  of  what 
I  'ye  oome  down 
here  for  that  I  're 
as  yet  seen.  Up 
to  this  moment 
there  's  not  been  a 
nautical  symptom 
about  the  place. 

WETHERBY  is 
about  one-eighth 
(taking  him  to 
scale  roughly) 
bigger  than  my- 
self every  way, 
and  iliiiillMllfr 
hearty. 

"Hallo!"  he 
shouts,  bursting 
upon  the  scene, 
"Here  you  are  ! 
Capital.  Only  got 
a  bedroom  top  of 
the  house  to  give 
you,  because  Miw" 
alone  and  he  turns 


brusquely—"  let  Me  introduce  you  to  Miss  STRATTHMERE,  Mres  JANIE 
STKUTIIMEBK,"—  Here  it  strikes  him  that  something  is  the  matter 
somewhere,  but  LADY  WETHERBY  is  now  again  erect,  and  CLASHES 
is  holding  her  eandle  for  her.  My  friend  is  puzzled.  "  Eh  ';"  he 
says,  "Xotwell,  BETTY  t"  This  to  LADY  WETHERBY,  who  smiles 
and  observes  that  it  was  nothing  of  any  consequence,  and  fears 
(to  me)  that  I  must  have  been  very,  &c,  &c.,  to  which  I  reply  that 
I  beg  she  won't,  &c.  &c.,  and  WETHERBY  then  introduces  me  to  his 
Sister-in-Law,  LADY  WETHERBY,  wherewith  she  gives  me  her  hand 
gracefully,  begs  me  to  excuse  her,  as  she  is  rather,  &c.  &c.,  where- 
upon I  murmur  something  about  being  myself  also  rather,  mumble 
mumble  to  the  end  of  some  sentence  (not  complete  in  my  mind) 
which  she  doesn't  stop  for,  but  ascends  the  stairs  followed  by 
Ci.Asi'KH  and  candle,  and  then  (at  a  summons  from  my  Lady)  by 
Mias  JANIE,  who  bows  to  me  with  her  head  well  forward,  as  if  going 
full  butt  at  the  door,  and  shooting  at  me  such  a  telling  glance  from 
under  her  eyelashes  as  I  feel  is  equal  to  an  hour's  conversation  with 
her  tete-a-tete. 

"  Good  night,  Miss  STRAITHMERE,"  I  say  with  polished  courtesy, 
inclining  my  head  slowly  at  an  acute  angle  to  the  top  of  my  spine, 
disguising  the  sudden  impulse  brought  about  by  her  name  being 
JANIE,  her  golden  hair,  and  that  Parthian  shot  from  under  her 
eyelids,  which  would  lead  me,  but  for  the  usages  of  Society,  to  put 
my  arm  round  her,  and  say  "  JANIE  be  mine  !" 

[Note  at  Night,  on  consideration.  Is  this  love  at  first  sight,  or 
is  it  merely  the  effect  of  the  sudden  contrast  between  what  is,  at 
WETHERBY  s,  and  what  teas  ;  viz.,  My  AUNT,  DODDRIDOE  &  Co., 
united  ages  amounting-  to  a  hundred  and  twenty,  including 
Charley,  the  lap-dog  and  the  Dove  ?  Perhaps  so,  Sleep  on  it.] 

"  JANIE,"  says  WETHERBY  to  me  (and  somehow  I  don't  like  his 
calling  her  JANIE  ;  in  fact,  I  feel  inclined  to  take  him  to  task  for  it 
as  a  liberty,  only  that  it  occurs  to  me  that  I  am  not  yet  in  a  position 
to  do  so,  —  still,  if  there  is  one  thing  that  I  at  this  moment  object  to 
in  WETHERBY,  it  is  the  familiar  terms  he  is  evidently  on  with  Miss 
STRAITUMERE)—  "  JANIE,"  WETHERBY  tells  me,  "  has  explained  the 
mistake  you  made.  BETTY  —  LADY  WETHERBY  —  and  her  two  boys, 
always  live  with  me  now,  as  I  'm  the  children's  guardian,  and  she 
keeps  house,  and  so  forth." 

I  express  my  regret  at  the  contretemps,  occasioned,  I  put  it 
modestly,  by  my  stupidity,  whatever  it  was,  but  WETHERBY  takes 
the  greater  part  of  the  blame  to  himself,  as  he  says^lhe  ought  to 
have  told  me,  and  the  smaller  part  of  it  he  puts  on  the  shoulders 
of  the  ladies,  who,  he  says,  had  been  reading  some  horrible  stories 
of  ghosts  and  spirits  just  before  my  arrival  ;  and  so  when  I  came  in 
with  my  announcement  it  startled  LADY  WETHERBY  considerably. 

It  appears  that  LADY  WETHERBY  is  the  widow  of  SIR  JAMES 
WETHERBY,  my  friend's  stepbrother,  who  was  knighted  ia  India 
for  doing  something  or  not  doing  something  with  the  Government 
stores  and  the  Rajah  of  somewhere. 

Mem.  for  the  Future.  When  in  doubt  as  to  relationships  merely, 
if  absolutely  necessary  to  speak  at  all,  mention  surnames.  For 
instance  if  I  had  spoken  to  LADY  WETHEHRY  only  of  her  brother-in- 
law  as  WirniniBY  no  harm  would  have  been  done,  but  to  tell  her 
that  I  had  lately  seen  her  husband  and  had  come  down  by  his  in- 


vitation. ...  It  was  very  careless.     I  am  glad,  on  thinking  over 
it,  that  at  all  events  I  said  that  I  had  come  down  at  the  late  Sir 

mii-thiiip  \V i. in  KKKY'S  request.    Take  care  m  futvro. 

in  (his  moment  WKTHKKIIY  hasn't  said  a  word  about  yachting. 
Odd.  He  suddenly  takes  up  a  candlestick  shouts  "  ROBERT  ! "  then 
adds,  "  he  '11  show  you  your  room.  Good  night,"  and  disappears. 

At  .V/y/A/.  'Die  nearest  approach  to  yaehtinp,  at  present,  is  my 
room  at  the  top  of  the  house,  which  is  uncommonly  like  a  cabin  in 
jxiint  of  size  and  inconvenience ;  but  fitted  up  with  a  bedstead  much 
too  large  and  high  for  the  place.  Into  this  I  climb  and  then  creep. 
If  called  suddenly,  and  startled  into  a  sitting  position,  I  shall  knock 
my  head  against  the  ceiling.  Must  impress  this  well  on  my  memory 
I"  t  .re  dropping  off  to  sleep.  Wonder  if  I  shall  hear  anything:  of 
the  yacht  to-morrow.  WKI  n  i :nr.\  can't  have  given  it  up.  ...  MISS 

,IANU:  STKUTIIMKKI:  .  .  .  Good  eyes knock  my  bead  .  .  .  . 

','  .  .  .  pretty  name— JASIE  .  .  .  elections  .  .  .  SIE  JAMKS 
\Vi  IHERBY  .  .  .  candlesticks  .  .  .  think  I'm  ...  then  if  ...  Sleep. 

Awoke  early  by  the  sun,  which  streams  in  through  the  attic 
window,  evidently  mistaking  it  for  a  cucumber  frame,  and  me  per- 
haps for  the  vegetable  itself,  curled  up  on  its  bed.  There  is  no 
blind.  I  foresee  biliousness  and  headache  for  the  day  if  the  sun 
goes  on  like  this.  Time  r, 

Three  fliem,  wddenly  warmed  into  life,  commence  a  spasmodic 
bii/ziug.  O»e  of  them  makes  pcrtM»ei»«i  darts,  buzzing:  rieieWy 
(what  is  mare  irritating  than  *  fly's  buz  ?)  at  my  forehead  and 
my  ear. 

Fkuth  of  T%mu/rht.  Fly  caught  in  my  hair,  sure  of  it  ...  slap 
...  no  ...  he  is  gone.  I  d«ot  want  to  get  up  till  called. 

F/ask  of  Gt*i**.  Pat  my  bead  under  the  sheet.  Do  so,  and  puzzle 

the  flies.      Snon/r. 

7 '30.  Entrance  of  ROBEBT.  ROBERT  the  domestic,  with  clothes. 
ROBERT'S  owrtume  strikes  me.  Boating  or  yachting  costume,  with 
cricketing  shoes.  This  looks  like  the  sea !  the  sea !  "  MB. 
WKTHEKBY,"  he  says,  "  breakfasts  at  eight  exactly." 

I  ask,  with  some  little  doubt  as  to  even  the  existence  of  the  yacht, 
"  If  we  are  going  out  yachting  to-day  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  answers  ROBERT  ;  "  I 've  just  been  on  board  to  tell 
the  Captain  to  be  ready  for  eleven." 

Ha !  Good.  Now,  then,  for  a  cruise.  Just  what  I  want. 
Whether  it's  the  sun  this  morning,  or  the  journey  yesterday, 
and  the  Railway-station  dinner  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  I  don't 
know,  but  I  feel  drowsy,  heavy,  and  I've  got  a  sort  of  tightness 
about  the  bridge  of  the  nose  which  I  had  before  the  Turkish  Baths. 
Also  (which  is  what  I  've  been  struggling  with  for  months)  I  feel 
fat.  I  feel  it:  I  don't  know  whether  it  is  outwardly  observable, 
but  there  is  more  in  me,  so  to  speak,  than  meets  the  eye,  and  I  have 
a  sense  of  fatness  about  me  which  is  depressing.  I  experience  (and 
note  it  in  My  Health's  diary)  torpor  while  dressing.  "  To  spring  from 
the  couch  and  don  his  suit  of  mail,"  instead  of  being  with  me,  as 
with  the  Knights  of  old,  the  work  of  a  few  minutes,  occupies  more 
than  half  an  hour.  Also  I  remark  in  myself  signs_  of  indecision  as 
to  costume,  which  are  consequent  upon  this  feeling  of  languor, 
tightness  of  nose  (above  bridge),  and  general  fatness.  It  seems  to 
me  that  for  yachting  one  ought  to  observe  an  easy  and  nfgligS 
costume.  My  idea  of  this,  after  much  thought,  during  which  I 
nearly  fall  asleep  again  on  a  chair  is  No  Waistcoat.  But  Miss 
JANIE  and  LADY  WETHERBY Query.  Won't  The  No  Waist- 
coat Costume  be  disrespectful  ? 

Decision.  Dress  as  in  ordinary  life  for  breakfast,  see  how  other 
people  are  got  up,  then,  if  necessary,  return  to  attic  and  omit 
waistcoat.  Carried.  Go  down. 

Dining-Room.  Only  WETHERBY  breakfasting  alone,  apparently 
in  a  great  hurry.  Windows  open.  Full  view  of  sea,  ships,  boats, 
pier,  harbour.  Very  pretty  pace,  apparently,  Torquay.  Fine  day, 
too.  WETHERBY  (in  full  yachting  costume  with  brass  buttons) 
answers,  "  Yes.  Help  yourself."  The  Ladies,  he  informs  me,  will 
be  ready  to  go  on  board  about  Eleven. 


DIALOGUE  IN  FLEET  STREET. 

Smith  (looking  up).  Hallo!  what's  that? 

Brown  (looking  up).     Well— I  don't  quite  know Why — 

(suddenly)— it  must  be  the  Sun. 

Smith  (incredulously).   No  —  impossible.      Yet— yes— so  it  is !!! 
Aha !  (excitedly)  Welcome  little  stranger ! 

[Dance,  and  exeunt  with  the  good  news. 


MILITARY  DEVELOPMENT. 


IT  is  said  that  the  WAB  SECRETARY  has  placed  himself  in  commu- 
nication with  MR.  DAEWIN,  with  a  view  to  replace  Purchase  in  the 
Army  by  a  system  of  Natural  Selection. 
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ALWAYS    BE    KIND    TO    DUMB    ANIMALS. 

Master.  "JIM!"  Page.  "YESSIR." 

Master.  "RATHER  A  'IOH  'Iix  WE'RE  COMIN'  TO,  AIN'T  rr?"  Page.  ".  VERY  'IGH  '!LL  INDEED,  SIR." 

Hosier.  "An!  WELL,  JEST  YOU  JUMP  DOWN,  JIM,  AND  WALK  ALONGSIDE  A  BIT;   IT'LL  MAKE  IT  EASIER  FOE  THE  POOR  'ORSE, 
TOTT  KNOW." 


THE  TEUTH  AFTER  THOMSON. 
(As  Versed  ly  a  Modern  Athenian.) 

MOBE  blest  than  ancient,  modern  Athens  see, 
Beneath  a,  douche  of  wisdom,  playing  free, 
Imbibe  philosophy  drawn  cool  and  mild, 
And  quaff  from  wells  of  science  undefiled. 

But  let  me  haste  to  range  in  order  fair 

Our  gains— and  first,  the  wisdom  from  the  Chair. 

The  Sun 's  a  slowly-cooling  liquid  mass, 

Like  that  which  reams  within  my  toddy-glass, 

But,  unlike  that,  hot  liquid  doth  contain 

'Twill  take  earth's  draughts  millions  of  years  to  drain. 

Ah,  happy  Earth,  thou,  unlike  thirsty  Scot, 

Undrunk,  canst  quaff  for  ages,  hot  and  hot ! 

Comets  are  groups  of  meteoric  stones, 

That  rattle  round  our  globe  in  crossing  zones ; 

The  light  from  their  bright  heads  to  earth  arriving, 

Due  to  collisions  from  unskilful  driving  ; 

Their  tails,  the  outer  portions  of  the  train, 

By  sunlight  and  perspective's  laws  made  plain. 

As  in  the  cloud  round  my  churchwarden  curled, 

Less  and  less  dense  the  outer  wreaths  are  whirled. 

Thus  heavenly  space,  like  earth,  to  science  shines, 

All  scored  with  meteoric  railway-lines — 

And  as  earth's  rails  with  wreck  too  oft  are  strown, 

Smashes  on  heavenly  tracks  are  not  unknown. 

Life  only  can  give  life.    There  is  a  chasm 

No  words  can  bridge  .  .  .  germ-cells  nor  protoplasm  , 

Betwixt  dead  matter,  in  its  dreamless  sleep, 

And  lowest  forms  where  life's  faint  pulses  creep. 


So  Wisdom's  last  word  with  her  first  doth  fit, 

Both  verdict  give,  ex  nihilo  nihilfit. 

And  stamp  this  truth,  above  schools  and  their  strife, 

"  Life  from  life  comes,  and  comes  from  nought  but  life." 

"  But  how  did  life  on  this  our  globe  begin  ?  " — 
0  who  truth's  Grail  in  that  dark  quest  shall  win  ? 
Perchance  among  the  meteor  hosts  that  play 
At  criss-cross  round  our  earth,  two  on  their  way 
Encountered,  as  might  two  excursion  trains, 
And,  as  these  scatter  travellers'  bones  and  brains, 
Down  to  our  blank  and  lifeless  planet  hurled 
The  moss-grown  fragments  of  some  earlier  world, 
Which  in  their  bosom  might  have  borne  the  sperms 
Of  other  skies  to  be  earth's  primal  germs ; 
So  that  its  earliest  life  our  planet  gains 
From  the  lost  luggage  of  smashed  meteor-trains. 
Far-fetched  such  an  hypothesis  may  seem, 
But  science  (teste  THOMSON)  holds,  no  dream. 
Though  sure  a  Scotch  Professor 's  bound  to  doubt 
What  so  leaves  Genesis  and  Moses  out. 

But  say.  whence  in  those  meteors  life  began, 
From  whose  collision  came  the  germs  of  man  ? 
Still  hangs  the  veil  across  the  searcher's  track, 
We  have  but  thrust  the  myst'ry  one  stage  back. 
Below  the  earth  the  elephant  we  've  found, 
Below  him  of  the  tortoise  touched  the  ground ; 
But  what  the  tortoise  bears  ?    Dig  as  we  will, 
Beneath  us  lies  a  deep  unsounded  still : 
Sink  we  with  DAKWIN,  with  ARGYLL  aspire, 
Betwixt  angelic  or  ascidean  sire, 
Though  ne'er  so  high  we  soar,  or  deep  we  go, 
The  infinite's  above  us,  and  below  : 
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Beyond  the  creeds  and  fancies  of  the  hour, 
Looms,  fixed  and  awful,  A  ('native  Power. 
And,  science  tr.iM  r-<  il,  wise  men  hold  him  fool, 
That  owns  not,  o'er  all,  God's  mysterious  rule. 
Such  the  great  sum  of  truth  from  THOMSON'*  ehair, 
For  more  than  modern  Athens  seed  to  bear. 


THE  TWO  D'S. 

TFIE  London  School  Board,  on  the  motion  of  Mi: 
l.nuui,  1  •, i-d  tin'  recommendation  of  their 

Committee  that  "discretionary"  subjects  of  instruction 
should  be  charged  for  in  extra  fees,  so  that  the  w«  kl\ 
fees  mid  will  cover  all  the  instruction  given.  The 
schools  of  the  London  School  Board,  therefore,  will  not 
resemble  the  rustic  gymnasium  once  on  a  time  advertised 
as  "a  new  school  tuppuns  a-week,  and  them  as  larns 
manners  pays  tuppuns  moor."  The  principle  of  equality 
in  education,  adopted  by  tlie  London  School  Board, 
admits  of  no  extras,  even  for  accomplishments.  Carried 
thoroughly  out,  it  will  cause  your  future  masters  to  be 
taught  Dancing  and  Deportment,  as  you  may  wish  they 
should,  particularly  Deportment. 


A  SCOT  OX  HIS  SPECIES. 

DOCTORS  say  that  we  're  a'  daft, 
That 's  a  tale  there 's  muckle  true  in. 

Men's  lunes  gar  me  wonder  aft, 
The  hail  world  dinna  gang  till  ruin. 

In  the  bonnet  save  a  bee, 

What  recruits  the  ranks  o'  battle  ? 
Yet  the  nations  rush  to  dec, 

Wi'  less  thocht  than  draves  o'  cattle. 

But  for  a'  they  're  maist  sae  mad, 
Still  they  're  mi  that  f?ri>t  for  miller. 

Few,  I  find,  are  to  be  had 
Gin  ye  'd  do  'em  out  o'  siller. 


Another  Irish.  Grievance! 

_  A  YOUNG  lady  in  Dublin,  at  one  of  the  late  balls,  having 
discovered  that  her  chignon  was  dishevelled  by  fast 
waltzing,  was  heard  complaining  of  its  want  of  "fixity 
of  tenure." 


LAPSUS    LINGUXE. 

Our  Athletic  Curate  (who,  with  thr  young  men  of  his  parish,  had  teen  victorious 
n  a  great  match  the  day  before,  please  forgive  him  this  once,   only.) 
ENDETU  THE  FIEST  INNINGS  !  !  " 


•HE-AR 


ADVICE  TO  ENGLISHMEN  ABROAD. 

i:\i  Ki'Tisi;  for  their  money,  English  tourists  are  perhaps  not 
highly  valued  on  the  Continent.  We  would  therefore  offer  a  few 
practical  suggestions,  which,  now  that  the  tourist  season  has  re- 
turned, will  be  found,  no  doubt,  invaluable  to  Britons  when 
abroad : — 

1.  When  you  begin  inspecting  a  foreign  town  or  city,  it  is  wise 
to  stalk  along  the  middle  of  the  streets,  and  make  facetious  com- 
ments on  whatever  you  think  funny.    Laugh  loudly  at  queer  names 
which  you  see  above  shop- windows,  especially  if  their  owners,  as  is 
frequently  the  case,  are  lounging  by  the  doorposts. 

2.  When  yon  go  into  a  church,  strut  and  stare  about  as  though 
you  were  examining  a  picture  exhibition.    Display  contemptuous 
pity  for  the  worshippers  assembled,  and  make  in  a  loud  voice  what- 
ever critical  remarks  you  happen  to  think  proper. 

3.  If,  while  you  take  your  walks  abroad,  you  encounter  an  un- 
fledged and  enthusiastic  traveller,  who  daringly  attempts  to  enter 
into  conversation  with  you,  do  your  best  to  snub  him  in  recital  of 
his  exploits,  and  to  render  him  dissatisfied  with  his  most  active  feats 
Interrupt  his  narrative  with  pitying  exclamations,  such  as  "Ah 
I  see :  you  went  by  the  wrong  route ;"  or,  "  0,  then  you  just  missed 
the  very  nnest  point  of  view."    You  may  discover,  very  likely,  he 
has  seen  much  more  than  you  have :  but  by  judicious  reticence  you 
may  conceal  this  awkward  secret,  and  render  him  wellnigh  as  dis- 
contented as  yourself. 

I.  When  you  are  forced  to  start  upon  some  mountain  expedition 
let  everybody  learn  what  an  early  bird  you  are,  and  awaken  them 
to  take  a  lively  interest  in  your  movements.  Stamp  about  your 
room  in  your  very  thickest  hoots,  and,  if  you  have  a  friend  who 
sleeps  a  few  doors  oft,  keep  bejlowing  down  the  passage  at  the  tiptop 
ot  your  voice,  although  there  may  be  invalids  in  plenty  within 
earshot. 

5.  Should  you  gallantly  be  acting  as  a  Courrieriles  dames,  mind 
that  your  lady  friends  are  called  an  hour  sooner  than  they  need  to  be. 
A  pleasant  agitation  will  be  thus  caused  near  their  bedrooms.  They 


will  amuse  those  sleeping  next  them  with  an  incessant  small  talk, 
and,  as  their  maid  will  be  dispatched  on  endless  little  errands,  their 
door  will  be  heard  creaking  and  banging-to  incessantly  until  they 
clatter  down-stairs. 

6.  When  yon  come  into  a  drawing-room  or  Sahn  de  lecture,  make 
your  triumphal  entry  with  all  the  noise  you  can,  so  as  to  attract  the 
general  attention.    Keep  your  hat  upon  your  head  and  glare  fiercely 
at  the  quiet  people  who  are  reading,  as  though,  like  GESSLEH,  you 
expected  them  to  kneel  down  and  pay  homage  to  it. 

7.  Should  your  neighbour  at  the  table  d'hote  attempt  to  broach  a 
conversation  with  you,  turn  your  deaf  ear,  if  you  have  one,  to  his 
insolent  intrusion.    If  in  kindliness  of  spirit  he  will  still  persist  in 
talking,  freeze  the  current  of  his  speech  Dy  your  icinesa  of  manner, 
or  else  awe  him  into  silence  by  your  majesty  of  bearing. 

8.  If,  despite   your    English   efforts  to  remain  an  island,  you 
find  yourself  invaded  by  aggressive  foes  to  silence,  strive  to  awe 
them  by  the  mention  of  your  friend  LORD  SNOBLET,  or  of  any  other 
nobleman  with  whom  you  may  by  accident  have  ever  come  in  contact. 
For  aught  they  care  to  know,  you  maybe  his  Lordship's  hairdresser ; 
but  the  title  of  a  lord  is  always  pleasant  hearing  in  the  company  of 
Britons,  although  benighted  foreigners  have  not  such  respect  for  it. 

9.  Never  give  yourself  the  trouble  to  order  wine  beforehand  for 
the  table  (FhCite,  but  growl  and  grumble  savagely  at  waiters  for  not 
bringing  it  the  instant  you  have  ordered  it,  even  though  you  happen 
to  have  entered  the  room  late,  and  find  a  hundred  people  waiting  to 
be  served  before  you. 

10.  In  all  hotels  where  service  is  included  in  the  bill,  be  sure  you 
always  give  a  something  extra  to  the  servants.    This  leads  them  to 
expect  it  as  a  thing  of  course,  and  to  be  insolent  to  those  who  can't 
so  well  afford  to  give  it. 


A  Poet  Improved. 

WrnroTrr  the  smile  from  partial  Beauty  won, 
Say,  what  were  Life  ?    A  World  without  a  Sun : 
Which  we  've  been  trying,  and  it  isn't  fun. 
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A  GOOD  LEADER. 

THE  application  made  by  the  War  Office  to  PICKFORTJ  &  Co.  for 
the  hire  of  their  horses  for  the  military  manoeuvres  which  were  to 
have  taken  place  in  Berkshire,  is  understood  not  to  have  been 
successful.  Should  an  encampment,  at  such  a  serious  distance  from 
London  as  thirty  miles,  he  ever  again  contemplated  (before  the 
German  invasion)  we  hope  negotiations  with  PICKFOHD  will  not 
miscarry,  but  that  he  will  occupy  his  proper  place  in  the  army — 
the  Van. 


LOGICAL  DEMONSTRATION. 

THE  Daily  Telegraph,  suggesting  that  some  open  space,  out  of  the 
sight  and  hearing  of  Parliament,  should  be  set  apart  as  a  legal  place 
of  meeting  for  the  people,  names  the  Green  Park  and  Primrose  Hill. 
But  neither  of  those  places  would  do  for  the  democrats  and  dema- 
gogues. The  Green  Park  is  rather  too  far  from  Buckingham  Palace, 
and  Primrose  Hill  is  not  a  special  resort  of  the  upper  classes,  but  a 
place  where  a  mob  could  annoy  and  intimidate  only  the  respectable 
neighbours. 


A    WEEK    AT    BALLACHULISH. 


WEDNESDAY.—"  DESPAIR.  ' 


THURSDAY.—"  CONSOLATION." 


FRIDAY.—"  REPENTANCE." 


SATURDAY.— "  HOME— DISGUSTED." 


THE  SWORD  OF  MERCY. 

"  MR.  PAGET,  the  eminent  surgeon,  has  received  a  baronetcy." 
THANKS  for  the  word,  good  QUEEN,  which  thou  hast  said— 

Give  the  Red  Hand  to  PAGET,  wise  and  brave :" 
Fo;r  when  his  firm  and  gentle  hand  is  red, 
Tis  dyed  that  he  may  succour,  or  may  save. 

rar^lf  is^Jutll8  th™  ?™EN'~Mon.ey  is  said.to  be  the  sinews  of 


Served  Him  Bight. 

A  CHARMING  friend  of  ours,  lately  from  India,  was  being  con- 
ducted by  a  country  gentleman  through  his  farmyard.  Country 
gentlemen  will  do  these  things.  He  showed  her  his  piggeries,  and 
then  remarked,  complacently,  "This  is  unlike  India,  my  dear?" 
Fixing  her  fine  eyes  calmly  upon  him,  she  replied,  "  I  do  not  know 
that.  I  think  I  detect  a  Pigodour."  He  returned  pensively  to  the 
mansion,  repented,  and  dressed  for  dinner. 


No  "  Trafalgar,"  1871.    Ministers  have  been  "  baited  "  enough. 


nrlnVSe?^^^^^ 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

OJTDAY,  August  7 
While  the  PRINCE 
or  \V\r.ES  and  hi 
brother     PKINCF 
ARTHUR,  and  thei 
sister,    PRINCES 
I.'PIISK,    were    on 
their  visit  to  Dub- 
lin, some    sympa 
thisers    with    thi 
incarcerated     Fe- 
nians   thought    i 
would  be   a   neat 
thing    to    hold 
sympathetic  meet- 
ing.     They   were 
informed     oy   the 
police    that    they 
must   do    nothing 
of  the  sort.      Bui 
having    heard    o; 
the    no-battle    oi 
Trafalgar  Square 
they     persevered 
and   maltreated  i 
couple  of   consta- 
bles  who    invited 
them   to  disperse. 
Thereupon 
"  Down  came  the  Peeltrs  like  G'edron  in  flood," 

and  cudgelled  the  disaffected  rather  handsomely.  LORD  CLANRI- 
(•ARDK  wanted  to  hear  all  about  it  to-night,  but  LORD  RIPON  had  no 
details.  At  the  end  of  the  week  LORD  HARTINGTON  completely 
-1  the  gigantic  Irish  police  from  a  charge  of  having  used 
needless  \  inlencc. 

Very  unkindly,  Lonn  COLCHESTER  then  called  attention  to  the 
Trafalgar  Square  business.  The  EAJIL  OF  MORLEY  said  that  the 
ll'iMi.  Si,  1:1  r\i;v  had  done  all  that  he  ought  to  have  done.  He 
forbad  an  illegal  meeting,  but  could  not  interfere  with  a  meeting 
that  had  abandoned  its  illegal  features.  Which  is  a  very  good  red- 

•iswer,  illustrative  of  the  eminently  practical  character  of 

British  Government.     Society  objects  to  mob  gatherings,  but  it  is 

no  business  of  our  rulers  to  obtain  the  necessary  power  to  protect 

society. 

The  Lords  read  a  Second  Time  the  Bill  for  preventing  Sabbatarian 

it  ions  without  the  assent  of  responsible  authorities.  Likewise, 
they  sent  through  Committee  the  very  just  Bill  for  protecting  unfor- 
tunate Lodgers  from  the  seizure  of  their  goods  because  their  land- 
lords get  into  trouble.  There  is  a  wonderful  lot  of  beautiful  argu- 
kttont  to  show  why  lodgers  ought  thus  to  suffer,  and  it 
is  sad  to  think  that  such  logic  is  now  waste-paper.  BLACKSTONE, 
like  various  other  commentators, 

"  Many  reasons  wise  assigned 
For  many  foolish  things." 

Clergymen,  listen.  Some  of  you  are  in  a  hurry,  it  seems,  to  begin 
using  the  new  Lectionnry.  MR.  GLADSTONE  is  afraid,  he  says,  that  his 
advice  to  you  may  not  be  well  taken,  but  he  recommends  you  not  to 
1  In  law,  but  to  wait  until  the  new  lessons  shall  be  authorised. 
Her  Majesty's  ship  the  Megrcra,  and  her  loss  on  the  rocky  isle, 
bt.  .Paul,  formed  the  subject  of  a  long  debate  in  the  Commons. 
Primafari^  there  is  an  awfully  strong  case  against  the  Admiralty, 
but  as  the  rirst  Lord  objects  to  our  prejudging  the  question,  we  will 
wait,  in  the  benevolent  hope  that  he  will  get  out  of  the  mess  a  little 
better  than  is  likely.  MKOJJRA  was  one  of  the  Furies,  and  BRITANNIA 
will  be  another,  if  many  more  of  her  ships  are  smashed  or  sunk.  In 
the  debate  at  the  end  of  the  week  the  DUKE  OF  SOMERSET  was  very 
sarcastic  on  our  sea  and  land  failures— his  sentiments  would  make  a 
song,  if  not  a  jolly  one — 

"  A  health  to  the  Army,  unable  to  march, 
A  health  to  the  Navy,  unable  to  swim." 

Some  more  Ballot  (ha !  ha !)  and  an  Admiralty  debate  amused  us 
agreeably  through  a  frightfully  hot  night,  and,  indeed,  till  three  in 
the  morning. 

—    '.  Apropos  of  the  Arturian  Annuity,  LORD  OBANHORE 
indulged  the  Lords  with  a  highly  personal  sketch  of  MR.  GLADSTONE 
trom  imaginary  sources.     He  tyrannised  over  his  colleagues,  and 
is  mind  was  so  full  that  he  never  could  make  it  up.     LORD  GRAN- 
I.I.K   described   this  as  "impertinent,"  and  was  amusing  about 
LORD  OuANMoin;  s  "flushed  manner."    The  two  Lords  had  another 
e  row  over  this  on  Thursday,  when  LORD  GHANVILLE  told  the 


other  Peer  that  he  had  stated  what  was  not  true,  and  what,  were  i 
true,  he  could  know  nothing  about.  Thermometer  84°  in  shade. 

Punch  knows  that  you  think  that  he  is  joking,  sometimes,  when 
he  mentions  things  done  and  said  by  MR.  WH  VI.I.KV,  but,  conscious 
that  nothing  can  be  so  funny  as  the  literal  truth  about  that  gentle- 
man, Mr.  P.  never  exaggerates  on  the  subject.  To-night  MB. 
\\"ii  AI.LKY  gave  notice,  according  to  the  report,  of  moving  for  a 
return  of  the  Religions  professed  by  the  members  of  the  Cabinet 
But  he  has  written  to  say  that  he  wants  to  know  only  how  many  ol 
them  are  Catholics,  and  when  they  became  Catholics.  Constituencies 
have  been  disfranchised  for  much  smaller  offences  against  public 
taste  than  the  continued  return  of  MR.  WIIALLDY  for  Peterborough. 
We  should  like — out  of  curiosity — to  see  a  little  of  the  electors  oi 
this  place,  and  we  are  inclined  to  pay  them  a  visit.  We  are  nol 
afraid,  for  we  learn  from  Earlswood  that  the  unfortunate  class  if 
very  harmless. 

But  to-night  the  House  had  a  treat.  MR.  DISRAELI,  on  the  Third 
Reading  of  the  Ballot  Bill,  came  out  with  a  delightfully  incisive 
oration,  well  studied,  and  full  of  point  and  epithet.  His  object  was 
partly  to  prepare  the  way  for  the  slaughter  of  the  Bill,  by  urging 
that  the  nation  did  not  care  about  it;  but  his  chief  aim  was  to  show 
that  ho  is  still  a  formidable  master  of  the  gifts  that  awe  one's 
antagonists — and  one's  not  enthusiastic  supporters.  So  he  tin  d 
away  brilliantly,  and  complimented  the  Minister  on  the  Pythagorean 
practice  which  he  had  enforced  on  his  followers— the  Silent  E 
alluded  to  MR.  GLADSTONE'S  being  of  an  impetuous  disposition,  but 
the  slave  to  passing  conviction,  and  subject  to  nervous  eccentricities : 
charged  MR.  FORSTKK  with  having  changed  his  mind  six  times  on 
one  clause :  quoted  Mnnrhausen,  and,  in  short,  was  exceedingly 
entertaining.  The  PREMIER  replied,  of  course, 

"  Showered  his  blows  like  wintry  rain," 

and  made,  on  the  whole,  a  capital  answer.  It  was  a  lesson  to  the 
younger  and  stupider  Members  to  see  how  Tuncred  and  Argantes 
handled  the  gold-hilted  swords,  "  war's  perfect  masters  they.'* 

Several  joined  in  the  subsequent  affray,  and  some  reasonably 
smart  things  were  said,  and  MR.  FOBSTEK  was  deservedly  compli- 
mented for  his  courtesy  in  the  conduct  of  the  Bill.  And  then 

The  Ballot  Bill  passed. 

As  Mr.  Punch  wended  his  solitary  way  up  Parliament  Street,  he 
said,  quietly, 

"  There  is  not  in  thee  half  an  hour's  life." 

Ele  did  not  mean  this  literally,  as  he  knew  that  there  was  at  least 
forty  hours'  life  in  the  Bill.  But  when  you  take  him  without  his 
quotation,  you  shall  take  him  without  his  tongue. 

At  night  there  was  a  Naval  Debate,  and  then  MB.  NEWDEOATE 
jrought  up  the  case  of  one  MACKEY,  who  has  been  most  properly 
;hrqwn  into  Winchester  Gaol  for  promulgating  an  indecent  book 
against  Popery.  MB.  WHALLEY,  of  course,  was  on  the  same  side, 
and  said  tnat  if  any  man  deserved  imprisonment  in  regard  to  the 
work,  he  did,  for  he  was  a  particeps  criminis,  having  co-operated  in 
circulating  it.  MB.  BRUCE  alluded  to  what  was  "  foul  and  vile  "  in 
he  pamphlet  which  was  the  subject  of  MACKEY'S  trial,  and  the 
Tlouse  negatived  Ma.  NEWDEGATE'S  motion  for  papers. 

Wednesday.  The  Commons  were  occupied,  all  through  the  sitting, 
with  a  debate,  originated  by  LORD  H.  LENNOX,  on  the  loss  of  the 
Captain.  Complete  information,  that  would  enable  us  to  assign 
ilamc  in  due  proportions,  being  still  wanting,  we  willingly  pass  on 
from  a  painful  subject. 

We  pass  to  a  very  pleasant  one.  It  may  not  he  Parliamentary— 
mt  Mr.  Punch  is  the  last  person  to  stand  on  a  form,  except  when 
ic  wants  to  see  a  race,  and  then  he  is  always  uncomfortable  lest  the 
brm  should  break.  To-day  Scotland  held  hiph  festival  in  honour 
if  one  who  was  at  once  the  greatest  and  the  best  of  her  sons, 
WALTER  SCOTT.  He  was  born  on  the  15th  August,  1771,  so  this  wai 
not  exactly  a  Centenary,  but  near  enough.  Mr.  Punch  respectfully 
akes  off  his  hat  to  the  noble  Memory,  and  remarks  that  the  Bust 
ibove  depicted  is  not  composed  from  the  suggestions  of  a  certain 
Scottish  paper,  which  states  that  Sra  WALTER'S  head,  from  the  ear 
o  the  top,  was  eleven  inches  high, 

Thursday.  This  was  one  of  the  remarkable  days  of  the  Session,  for 

"  The  good  EARL  OP  SHAPTESBCBY  took  up  a  mallet, 
And  knocked  out  the  brains  of  the  Bill  for  the  Ballot." 

That,  however,  is  a  frivolous  way  of  alluding  to  the  subject,  and 
he  rhyme  is  not  a  good  one,  but  at  this  period  of  the  Session,  we  all 
ret  a  little  lawless.  Well,  LORD  SHAFTESBURY  had  given  notice 
hat  he  should  move  the  rejection  of  the  Ballot  Bill ;  not  on  its  merits, 
ut  because  such  a  Bill  ought  not  to  be  presented  to  the  Lords  on 
he  10th  August.  Which  he  did  move,  for  he  is  a  man  of  his  word. 
But  he  had  a  good  deal  to  say  against  the  Bill  itself,  in  improving 
rhich,  he  thought  that  the  Lords  might  give  the  Ministers  much 
id,  especially  as  to  the  clauses  against  public-house  business,  as  the 
'eers  were  not,  like  the  Commons,  afraid  of  the  Publicans.  He 
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THE    FAG-END    OF    A    QUARREL. 

Stern  Paricnt.  "  LEAVE  OFF  THAT  NOISE  DIRECTLY,  JACK,  YOU  NAUGHTY 
BOY  !  IT  's  ALL  OVER  NOW,  AND  BERTHA  's  LEFT  OFF  CRYING  THESE  TEN 
MINUTES." 

Jack.  "  B—B— BERTHA  SSOAV  CRYING  BEFORE  /  DID  !    Boo  HOO  !  " 


ENCOURAGEMENT  FOR  THE  HOME  OFFICE. 

BRUCE,  'tis  indeed  a  ticklish  job 
To  deal  with  Fenians  or  with  Reds. 

Policemen  can  disperse  a  mob. 
Not  always  without  broken  heads. 

If  show  of  strength  suffice  to  scare 

Intimidation's  sham  display, 
Glory  to  you ;  but  force  beware 

When  rabble  will  not  run  away ! 

Suppose  you  were  to  interfere 

With  BRADLAUGH'S,  and  with  ODGER'S  crew, 
And  hurt  a  few  of  them.    0  dear  ! 

In  these  days  that  would  never  do. 

When  others,  having  threatened,  act, 
Not  choosing  to  be  set  at  naught, 

If  you  beheld  them  better  backed 
By  printed  voice  of  public  thought, 

The  way  of  BRADLAUGII'S  caravan 
E'en  you,  to  stop,  yourself,  might  dare, 

And  deal  with  ODGER,  like  a  man 
In  Hyde  Park  and  Trafalgar  Square. 


BOOKS  WITHOUT  END. 

WE  may  want  a  Minister  of  Education,  and  more 
School  Boards,  and  School  Teachers,  and  School  Pence, 
and  School  Pupils,  but  we  certainly  do  not  lack  School 
Books,  for  a  "Classified  Catalogue"  has  just  been 
issued,  which  contains  "  nearly  10,000  Educational 
Works !  "  There  is  a  report  that  Her  Majesty's  Inspec- 
tors of  Schools  have  been  called  upon  to  make  themselves 
masters  of  the  entire  contents  of  this  Library  of  Useful 
Knowledge,  and  that,  in  consequence,  the  majority  of 
them  have  sent  in  their  resignations. 


An  Alabama  Budget. 

THE  Treaty  of  Washington  will  soon  have  brought 
the  Alabama  Claims  to  a  satisfactory  settlement.  At 
most,  the  amount  of  the  possible  award  of  damages 
against  this  country  will  hardly  exceed  that  of  the  Ger- 
man indemnity,  which  is  a  mere  flea-bite  to  France. 
The  American  indemnity  mil  not  even  prove  a  flea- 
bite  to  the  British  nation,  as  of  course  none  of  the  people 
except  those  who  are  liable  to  Income-tax  will  be  oitten 
with  it  at  all. 


thought  the  measure  a  very  unskilfully  drawn  Bill,  and  he  believed 
that  MB.  FORSTER  knew  that  it  was  very  bad,  and  had  therefore 
gladly  handed  it  up  to  the  Lords  to  be  demolished.  Also  he  pro- 
tested against  the  Peers  being  treated  "  like  a  lot  of  lacqueys  in  an 
antechamber,"  who  must  wait  until  it  pleased  their  masters  to  say 
what  work  was  to  be  done. 

We  had  a  debate,  but  it  was  one-sided,  as  everybody  knew  what 
was  going  to  happen.  LORD  GBANVILLE,  of  course,  made  one  of 
his  usual  choice  answers  to  everybody,  "taking  all  the  points  in  his 
target,  thus,"  and  he  pointed  out  that  the  Commons  had  worked 
very  hard  indeed  at  the  Bill,  and  that  they  had  sat  for  legislative 
purposes  about  1030  or  1040  hours  this  Session,  130  hours  of  them 
after  midnight,  and  he  thought  that  the  Peers  ought  to  show  a  little 
similar  zeal. 

The  Peers  did  not  think  so,  by  97  to  48— Majority,  49. 

The  Ballot  Bill  was  rejected. 

The  Commons  had  a  debate  on  the  War  Minister's  plans  for  the 
Military  Manoeuvres,  which  are  to  be  substituted  for  the  Berkshire 
Campaign.  MR.  CAKDWELL  argued  very  ingeniously  that  the  new 
plan  was  just  the  same  as  the  old,  and  also  a  great  deal  better ;  but 
it  was  hard  work,  especially  as  everybody  knows  how  and  why  the 
original  scheme  broke  down. 

On  the  Lords  Amendments  to  the  Army  Bill,  MB.  M'CuLLACH 
TORRENS  made  a  speech  on  the  subject  of  Royal  Warrants  and  Pre- 
rogatives, which,  though  the  House  declined  to  go  into  the  questions 
he  raised,  contained  some  sound  constitutional  doctrine,  and  urged 
points  which  ought  not  to  be  forgotten.  The  debate  was  adjourned. 

Friday.  "Seductions  ex  Capite  lecti"  was  the  topic  of  the  Lords. 
What  does  this  mean  ?  Taking  away  pillows  from  the  head  of  a 
bed  ?  Mr.  Punch  does  not  recommend  people  to  venture  on  such  a 
liberty  with  his  pillows. 

The  Commons  had  a  miscellaneous  Conversazione,  and  OLIVEE 
CROMWELL,  GOVERNOR  EYRE,  and  the  Wearing  Foreign  Orders, 
were  among  the  topics.  CROMWELL  is  not  to  have  a  statue,  EYRE'S 


costs  are  not  to  be  paid  this  year,  and  nobody  is  to  wear  Foreign 
Orders.  We  sat  again  till  three  in  the  morning,  but  as  PLATO,  or 
PLUTO,  or  PLAUTUS,  or  PYTHAGORAS  said,  when  nearly  through  a 
dull  book,  "  Courage,  my  boys,  I  see  Land." 


BLESS  US! 

"  POPS  Pius  IX.  has  been  pleased  to  confer  hia  special  papal  blessing  on 
MB.  JAMES  L.  MOLLOY,  barrister-at-law,  of  the  Middle  Temple,  for  the 
Cantata  composed  on  the  occasion  of  the  late  pontifical  jubilee.  A  similar 
I  blessing  has  been  conferred  on  the  REV.  CANON  OAKLEY,  M.A.,  the  author  of 
the  words,  and  on  all  those  who  took  part  in  the  performance.  This  extends 
to  eight  of  the  little  Temple  choristers  who  aided  in  sustaining  the  soprano 
parts." 

HAS  this  Cantata  been  printed  ?  If  so,  we  trust  that  the  papal 
blessing  will  not  be  withheld  from  the  printers  (including  the  little 
boys  always  attached  to  typographical  establishments),  the  paper- 
makers,  the  ink-manufacturers,  the  type-founders,  and  the  young 
women  who  do  the  stitching.  If  there  was  an  organ  accompaniment 
to  the  Cantata,  we  hope  His  Holiness  has  not  passed  over  the  organist 
and  the  bellows-blower  ;  but  that  they  have  Ibeen  made  comfortable 
in  this  general  distribution  of  benedictions. 

The  Boughs  in  their  Thousands. 

No  contradiction  has  been  given  to  the  boast  alleged  to  have  been 
made  at  the  late  Intimidation  Meeting  in  Trafalgar  Square  by  MR. 
BRADLAUGH,  that,  in  contriving  away  to  hold  that  gathering  legally, 

'he  had  driven      a  whole  caravan  and  a  menagerie  of  animals 
through  an  Act  of  Parliament.    But  surely  those  were  not  exactly 
his  words.    He  may  have  said  that  he  had  driven  a  caravan  through 
an  Act  of  Parliament,  but  considering  whom  it  had  conveyed  to 

!  Trafalgar  Square,  he  would  hardly  have  called  them  a  menagerie 
of  wild  animals. 
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WHISKERANDOS    AND    TILBURINA. 

COUSIN-  tiuv  AND  MART  ARK  LOOKINO  VERY  INNOCENT,  AND  SITTINO  VERY  FAR  APART,  WHEN  EMII/^COMES  INTO  TUB  ROOM.     BUT 

HOW   COMES   GUY   TO   HAVE  AN  EAR-KINO  HANGING  TO   HIS    WHISKER  ?  " 


SOCIAL  SCIENCE. 

LADIES  gifted  with  the  gab,  and  other  feminine  accomplishments, 
have  been  Hocking  into  Edinburgh,  and  flooding  it  with  small  talk 
upon  this  great  matter.  But  although  the  words  of  wisdom  have 
been  copiously  uttered  there,  we  have  looked  in  vain  for  a  practical 
discussion  of  some  branches  of  the  subject,  wherewith  ladies  are 
especially  well  qualified  to  deal.  For  instance,  we  may  specify  such 
Science  as  the  following  as  being  strictly  social,  and  eminently  suit- 
able for  feminine  harangues : — 

1.  The  Science  of  obtaining  a  whole  season's  dinner  invitations, 
and  giving  only  cheap  and  early  "  evenings  "  in  exchange. 

2.  The  Science  of  remaining  in  town  half  through  the  autumn, 
without  ever  losing  caste  among  your  fashionable  friends,  through 
not  being  seen  at  Baden,  Cowes,  Niagara,  Vienna,  Amsterdam,  Pau, 
Brighton,  Moscow,   Pekin,   Stockholm,   Athens,   Rome,  or  on  the 
Moors. 

3.  The  Science  of  so  hedging  your  bets  made  at  the  Races,  that 
you  stand  to  win  sufficient  gloves  to  hist  you  the  whole  season,  and 
perhaps  even  to  serve  you  for  your  next  winter  campaign. 

4.  The  Science  of  inviting  your  second-best  acquaintances  to  your 
second  dance  or  dinner,  in  such  a  way  that  they  are  not  at  all 
offended  with  you  for  omitting  to  include  them  with  your  first-rate 
friends. 

5.  The  Science  of  getting  credit  with  your  tradesmen  for  being  far 
more  worthy  of  it  than  you  really  are. 

C.  The  Science  of  so  cleverly  timing  the  arrival  of  your  cab  at  a 
"  swell "  party,  that  you  appear  to  have  come  thither  in  the  simul- 
taneously arriving  private  brougham. 

7.  The  Science  of  procuring  from  mysteriously-gifted  people  all 
kinds  of  concert,  opera,  and  flower-show  admissions  as  often  as  you 
want  them. 

8.  The  Science  of  furbishing  and  beflouncing   your  girls'  last 
season's  ball-dresses  so  that  the  sharpest-eyed  and  tongued  of  your 


feminine  acquaintances  fail  to  notice  the  economy,  and  publish  their 
diverting  comments  on  the  fact. 

9.  The  Science  of  persuading  a  cross  husband  to  dine  upon  cold 
mutton,  and  confess  that  he  enjoys  it. 

10.  The  Science  of  exalting  yourself  in  fashionable  esteem  by 
somehow  getting  on  such  footing  with  some  tremendous  swell  oa 
enables  you  to  greet  him  with  a  "  How  d'  ye  do,  my  Lord?"  when- 
ever you  may  meet  him. 

11.  The  Science  of  re- serving  half  the  made  dishes  and  sweets  of 
your  Wednesday's  grand  dinner,  in  order  to  do  duty  at  yonr  Friday  s 
family  feed. 

12.  The  Science  of  procuring  Opera  "  stars"  of  the  first  magni- 
tude to  shine  upon  the  company  at  yonr  toirfet  musicales,  without 
having  to  pay  tnem  anything  more  tnan  a  few  compliments  for  their 
valuable  aid. 

13.  The  Science,  without  seeming  to  sponge  upon  your  friends,  of 
getting  carriages  and  footmen  placed  at  your  command  whenever 
you  require  them. 

14.  The  Science  of  so  thoroughly  disguising  your  old  greengrocer, 
that  your  most  intimate  connections  mistake  mm  for  your  butler. 

15.  The  Science  of  entrapping  all  the  "lions"  of  the  season  to 
come  and  roar  their  loudest  at  your  small  and  early  evenings,  with- 
out your  having  the  expense  of  entertaining  them  at  feeding-time. 


Appeal  to  Animals'  Friends. 

TAME  pigeon- shooting 
Is  not  imbruting, 

Cock-fighting  'a  quite  as  good  ; 
And  badger-baiting 
As  elevating 

Be,  were  it  lawful,  would. 

THE  DtTMMY-MoifDK.—  MADAME  TCSSAUD'S  Wax-Work. 
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A    NEW    SONG    TO    AN    OLD    TUNE. 

Am — Malbrook. 

MALBBOOK,  French  giant-quellcr, 
Come  up  from  your  Blenheim  cellar, 
As  limned  by  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLEB, 

In  hreastplate  and  Steenkirk  tie, 
To  rebuke  our  way  with  the  Army, 
To  rebuke  our  way  with  the  Navy, 
As  a  way  that  leads  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

The  lessons— if  you  could  pen  'em— 
Of  Ramilies  and  of  Blenheim 
Might  turn  vain-glory  to  venom, 

Poor  England  to  mortify, 
At  the  way  we  have  with  the  Army, 
At  the  way  we  have  with  the  Navy, 
At  the  way  that  leads  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

Malbrook  led  Malplaquet's  fighters, 
And  Oudenarde's  gallant  reiters, 
Till  Britain's  foreign  slighters 

"  Peecari  !  "  were  fain  to  cry ! 
When  the  way  she  handled  her  Army, 
The  way  she  handled  her  Navy, 
Led  the  foe,  not  her,  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

And  after  MALDROOK  came  NELSON, 
With  victory  nailed  to  his  kelson, 
And  WELLINGTON,  Mars'  fell  son — 

A  Malbrook,  without  wig  and  tie— 
And  the  way  one  had  with  the  Army, 
And  the  way  t'other  had  with  the  Navy, 
Were  not  ways  that  led  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

Now,  with  ships  in  iron  barr'd  well, 

And  our  Army  d  la  CARDWELL, 

While  we  grasp  our  sovereigns  hard  we  '11 

Let  everything  else  go  by — 
Though  the  way  we  have  with  the  Army, 
And  the  way  we  have  with  the  Navy, 
Be  the  way  that  leads  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

We  '11  plan  our  autumn  manoeuvre, 
And  then  we  '11  fling  it  over, 
Lest  in  rain,  for  want  of  cover, 

Our  soldiers  should  run — 0,  fie ! 
And  the  way  we  have  in  the  Army 
Is  the  way  we  have  in  the  Navy, 
And  both  ways  lead  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

There 's  STOBKS'S  Control  Department 
Declared  it  to  make  a  start  meant, 
But,  for  cost  of  horse  and  cart,  meant 

Of  its  duty  to  fight  shy. 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Army, 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Navy, 
'Tis  a  way  that  leads  to  adversity— 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

This  year  we  're  all  for  saving ; 
The  rule  is  starving  and  shaving : 
Then,  price  and  warranty  waiving, 

The  command  is  "  Buy,  buy,  buy !  " 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Army, 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Navy, 
'Tis  a  way  that  leads  to  adversity— 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

O'er  the  planning  of  ships  we  squabble, 
Through  official  bribbte  and  brabble, 
Then  yield  to  the  cry  of  the  rabble, 

And  pay  for  it  by-and-by. 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Array, 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Navy, 
'Tis  a  way  that  leads  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 


As  not  so  long  ago  happed  in 
The  capsizing  of  the  Captain, 
That  five  hundred  brave  souls  wrapt  in 

Their  sea-shroud,  without  a  cry. 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Army, 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Navy, 
'Tis  a  way  that  leads  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

Then  we've  had  the  Agincourt  stranded, 
Though  all  men  could  do  each  man  did, 
And  'tis  clear,  to  all  judgments  candid, 

There 's  no  one  to  hang  sky-high. 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Army, 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Navy, 
'Tis  a  way  that  leads  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

Then  comes  the  poor  old  Megeera — 
How  she  e'er  got  as  far  as  Madeira 
With  her  worn-out  plates  is  queerer 

Than  that  she  at  St.  Paul's  should  lie— 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Army, 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Navy, 
'Tis  a  way  that  leads  to  adversity — 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

So  huzza  for  gold  and  for  cotton ! 

Put  Speculation's  pot  on, 

Arjd  in  barracks  and  bottoms  rotten 

Let  soldiers  and  sailors  die ! 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Army, 
'Tis  a  way  we  have  in  the  Navy, 
'Tis  a  way  that  leads  to  adversity— 

Which  nobody  can  deny ! 


A  CURIOUS  MEMBER. 

:l  MR.  WHALLEY  gave  notice  of  his  intention  to  move  that  a  humble 
iddress  be  presented  to  HER  MAJESTY,  praying  that  HER  MAJESTY  would  be 
)leased  to  cause  a  return  to  be  made  to  the  House,  specifying  the  religions 
jrofessed  by  Her  Majesty's  Cabinet." 

Ii  seems  that  MH.  WHALLEY'S  motion  was  somewhat  inaccurately 
described,  but  even  as  it  stands  it  is  enough  to  invite  criticism, 
[t  is  not  half  comprehensive  enough.  He  should  have  asked  as 
io  the  places  of  worship  frequented  by  Her  Majesty's  Ministers,  and 
the  number  of  their  attendances  in  the  course  of  the  week ;  whether 
they  have  family  pews,  or  make  use  of  the  free  sittings ;  to  what 
religious  societies  they  subscribe,  and  the  amount  of  their  contribu- 
tions; the  views  they  hold  as  to  the  proper  length  of  sermons ;  their 
opinions  on  the  vexed  questions  of  anthems  and  Gregorian  chants  ; 
and  what  arrangements  they  make  for  allowing  their  servants  to  go 
out  on  Sunday,  and  whether  they  have  hot  or  cold  dinners  on  that 
day. 

MR.  WHALLEY'S  moti9n  might  set  a  most  inconvenient  precedent, 
and  lead  to  other  inquisitive  Members  praying  HER  MAJESTY  to 
cause  Returns  to  be  made  specifying  the  tradesmen  patronised  by 
her  Ministers,  or  their  favourite  dishes  or  authors,  or  what  wines 
they  drink  or  cigars  they  smoke,  or  the  theories  they  have  formed 
respecting  the  Origin  of  Man  (especially  MR.  DISRAELI  and  the 
Opposition),  and  whether  they  take  sufficient  exercise,  and  keep  a 
respectable  balance  at  their  bankers' ;  until  all  privacy  would  be 
completely  destroyed,  and  the  daily  habits  of  Premiers,  Chancellors, 
Secretaries  of  State,  and  First  Lords,  in  the  domestic  circle,  would 
become  as  much  exposed  to  criticism  as  their  proceedings  in  Par- 
liament.  

HALLOO!   MALLOO! 

FROM  that  instructive  and  amusing  little  periodical,  the  Fooc, 
Journal— which,  by  the  way.  Mr.  Punch  heartily  recommends  to 
his  own  readers  —  we  learn  that  about  2000  chests  of  the  so-callec 
"  Malloo  tea "— a  horrible  compound  of  dust,  China  clay,  Prussian 
blue,  bits  of  stick,  warehouse  sweepings,  and  tea-leaves  which  have 
already  done  duty  in  Chinese  teapots— were  shipped  aboard  a  shii 
which  sailed  from  Shanghai  for  London. 

Let  tea-drinkers   sing,    "  0,  be  joyful,"    "  Te  vemente  die, 
decedents  canamus  !  " 

This  cargo  represents  180,000  Ibs.  weight  of  lie-tea,  which  will  be 
a  fraud  on  buyers  to  the  extent  of  about  £20,000  in  money,  and 
who  shall  say  of  how  much  in  comfort  and  cheering  stimulus,  so  the 
Food  Journal  suggests  that  "  the  confiscation  of  the  entire  shipment 
after  examination,  on  arrival,  will  be  the  smallest  boon  which  an 
indignant  public  will  expect  at  the  hands  of  those  in  authority." 

Hear,  hear!  saith  Mr.  Punch  to  the  Food  Journal. 
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MORE    "  REVENGE    FOR    THE    UNION." 

Saxon  Tourist  (at  Irish  Railway  Station).  "  WHAT  TIME  DOES  THE  HALF-PAST 
ELEVKN  TRAIN  START,  PADDY?" 

Porter.  "AT  THBUTTY  MINUTES  TO  TWILVB — SHARHUP,  SOR  !  " 

[Tourist  retires  up,  discomfited. 


NO  MEAN  THING. 

A  CREniTADLE  case  of  breach  of  promise  of  marriage 
is  related  by  the  Morning  Post  in  a  short  paragraph, 
stating  that: — 

"Yesterday  a  singular  broach  of  promise  case  was  disposed  of 
at  the  Norfolk  Assizes.  '1'i  re  at  Wimblington,  Otm- 

bridgcshirc,  and  the  pliiintilF,  Mn.  Amnsox,  and  the  defendant, 
Miss  SCOWLKR,  hud  been  lovers  for  years." 

For  reasons  about  whi<-h  1ln  defendant  had  been  mis- 
taken, she  broke  off  the  match,  and  accordingly  had  an 
action  brought  against  her  nominally  for  damages ;  but — 

"  A  juror  was  withdrawn  on  the  defendant  consenting  to  with- 
draw all  imputations  against  tli  who  disclaimed  any 
•  to  tuke  money  out  of  h1 

Like  ii  mini.     Had  the  plaintiff  in  this  case  been  one  of 
ex,  we  should  have  said  that  she  was  one  in 
a  thousand. 


MV    MiKliS  AM>  THK    Ml.ii.KHA. 

l.v  loss  ending, 
All  by  sending 
Ironclads  uns:.: 

!i:.V,   CMM  MEN, 

Saving  groschcn, 
Is  unwise  economy. 

"Wisdom  penny 

Doth  fool  many 
Pounds  away  ;  waste  oft  is  in* 

Is  the  Navy, 

Prey  of  DAVY 
JONES,  the  Mercantile  Marine '? 

Sugars,  treacles, 
Teas,  yield  shekels^ 

Care  for  which  is  the  cm;' 
( if  a  grocer, 
Hut,  yon  know,  Sir, 

Not  the  Admiralty  Hue. 


Political  Stonemasonry. 

BEUCE,  CABDWELL,  and  GOSCHEN  ;  right  men  in  right 

places ; 
Should  conjoined   have  their  statues  as   GLADSTONE'S 

Three  Graces. 


TAKE  BACK  THY  TITLE. 

ON  the  evening  of  Tuesday  last  week,  a  crowded  meeting  of  rate- 
payers and  working-men  of  Chelsea,  on  the  motion  of  ME.  W. 
HARRY.  General  Secretary  of  the  Amalgamated  Carpenters'  Society, 
adopted  an  address  to  their  special  representative,  SIR  CIIABLES 
DILKK,  BARONET,  praising  and  thanking  him  in  enthusiastic  language 
for  his  "opposition,"  in  the  House  of  Commons,  "to  granting 
annuities  to  the  PRINCESS  LOUISE  and  PRINCE  ABTHUB."  Glue,  one 
would  fancy,  something  more  in  the  Carpenters'  way  than  amalgam. 
But  never  mind  that.  "  We  now  tender  you,"  declare  the  Amal- 
gamated Carpenters,  the  Soldered  Plumbers  and  Glaziers,  the  Ce- 
mented Stonemasons,  and  the  rest  of  the  variously  cohesive  artificers 
of  Chelsea,  "  our  sincere  thanks  and  heartfelt  gratitude  for  having 
endeavoured  to  prevent  the  people  being  burthened  with  the  support 
of  persons  who  give  nothing  for  what  they  receive,  and  whose  only 
claim  upon  the  country  is  that  they  are  their  parents'  children. 
SIR  CHARLES  DILKE,  BARONET,  has  received  a  flattering  testimonial 
from  a  class  of  his  fellow-subjects  whose  approbation  he  may  be 
proud  to  have  earned.  Yet  it  is  clear  from  the  language  which  they 
apply  to  the  Royal  Family,  that  they  would  not  be  the  fellow- 
subjects  of  SIR  CHARLES  DILKE,  BARONET,  if  they  could  help  it; 
that  is,  if  they  could  be  simply  his  fellow-citizens.  If  the  children 
of  the  Sovereign  give  nothing  for  what  they  receive,  what  does  the 
Sovereign  give  ?  The  particular  constituents  of  SIB  CHAKLES 
DILKE,  BARONET,  woidd  probably  return  to  this  question  an  answer 
rather  less  than  the  truth.  HER  MAJESTY  does  give  something  for 
what  she  receives.  The  QUEEN  is  the  Fountain  of  Honour.  She 
alone  can  confer  titles.  It  is  by  her  that  gentlemen  are  created 
Baronets,  for  example.  Opposition,  in  the  interest  of  republican 
voters,  to  the  assignment  of  portions  to  the  QUEEN'S  children,  is 
necessitated  by  consistency  on  the  part  of  their  representative.  But 
how  very  much  that  consistency  would  be  improved  by  an  act  of 
republican  self-assertion,  not  to  say  self-denial.  A  Baronet,  who 


labours  for  the  refusal  of  a  maintenance  to  the  children  of  the 
QUEEN,  would  do  no  more  than  a  becoming  thing  if  he  renounced 
his  baronetcy.  _ 

THE  ORIGIN  OF  DARWINISM. 

"MAN  and  the  Ape,"  according  to  a  contemporary's  report, 
"  proved  a  very  attractive  subject  in  the  Anthropological  Section 
of  the  British  Association  for  tne  Advancement  of  Science.  A  paper 
was  read  by  MR.  W.  C.  STASISLAND  pointing  out,  to  philosophers 
requiring  to  be  told,  a  few  intellectual,  moral,  and  spiritual  differ- 
ences between  ourselves  and  ME.  DARWIN'S  poor  relations,  or  rather 
the  animals  with  which  ME.  DAEWIN  claims  kindred.  One  of  these, 
of  course,  was  "  the  possession  by  man  of  the  facultv  of  insight  or 
reflection."  Deficiency  in  this  faculty  may  be  thought  to  be  some- 
what of  a  point  of  similitude  between  a  human  being  and  a  monkey, 
and,  combined  however  with  much  learning,  may  be  supposed  to 
have  caused  an  eminent  naturalist  to  write  the  Detcent  of  Man. 
There  is  another  sort  of  reflection  by  whose  agency,  and  not  absence, 
the  authorship  of  such  a  book  may  be  conjecturally  accounted  for. 
If  a  man  were  much  in  the  habit  of  contemplating  his  natural  face 
in  a  glass,  and  considering  what  manner  of  man  he  was  indicated  to 
be  by  it,  optical  reflection  might  possibly,  if  his  aspect  were  one  of  a 
sort,  impress  him  with  the  idea  that  he  was  a  pithecoid  man,  and 
bore  a  family  likeness  to  an  Orang-outang.  Hence  he  might  come 
to  contract  the  persuasion  that  Man  and  the  Quadrumana  had  a 
common  ancestor— say  the  Marine  Ascidian  ;  but  photographs  in 
shop- windows  render  this  supposition,  in  fact,  untenable. 


INAPPROPRIATE  EEWABD   OF   MERIT. 

Query.  Ought  an  advocate  of  the  policy  of  Non-interference  in 
every  difficulty  to  be  rewarded  with  a  Meddle  t 


TO 
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HIGHLY    INTERESTING! 


Eldtrly  Belle.  "0,  THAT'S  MRS.  WEI.LESLBY  DE  CRESPIONT  BROWN,  is  IT  ?     En—  WHO  WAS  SHE  ?" 
Old  Beau.  "  SHE  WAS  A  Miss  CHICIIESTER  DE  PONSONBY  JONES." 

"AH!—  ONE  OF  THE  BERKSHIRE  WJLLOUUHBY  DIOBY  RIGBY  DE  PONSONBY  JONESES,  I  SUPPOSE?" 
.Beau.    ":NO!-NO!-MY  DEAR  LADY!     ONE  OP  THE  CUOLXOBDSLXY  CHORLEY  HAWLSY  CRAWLEY  DE  PONSONBY  JONESES 


Elderly  Belle.  "  You  DON'T  SAY  so,  MAJOR  !  " 


A  CENTENAKY  SALVO  TO  SCOTT. 

FBOJI  the  wise  men  of  Old  World  and  New,  to  the  Wizard  of  the 


From  Science  s  bold  mariners  that  on  Truth's  sea  put  forth, 

1  urn  m  honour  of  the  Magus  in  maud  and  hodden  gray, 

Whose  world  was  a  world  of  glamour,  yet  that  fadeth  not  away! 

True  Border  Scot,  if  e'er  one  was,  in  big  brow  and  blue  eye, 

And  stalwart  frame,  and  broad  slow  speech,  and  humour  shrewd 

iiii'l  sly  * 

fn  glow  of  fervent  chivalry  with  homely  seeming  veiled, 
.n  passion  for  a  poet's  past  with  a  lawyer's  sense  impaled. 

jVhile  BURNS  shall  sound  his  Doric  pipe  for  ages  yet  unborn, 
Whose  summer  is  our  winter,  whose  sunset  is  our  morn, 
HH11       ul ixolils\ y°°.d  8haU  flow,  or  Scottish  feeling  fire. 
.11  melt  hearts  with  his  tenderness,  or  stir  them  with  his  ire, 

Another  name  shall  share  hia  fame,  another  king  his  throne 
n  SCOTT,  whose  knightly  trumpet  was  in  wide  reveille  blown  • 
•Vho  sung  of  maid  and  minstrel,  chieftain,  and  man-at-arms 
Ji  moved  to  music  a  new  birth  of  chivalry  and  charms  ; 

Then  while  the  spell  of  song-craft  and  the  ring  of  rhythmic  words 
fe U  1  lingered  upon  listening  ears,  and  died  from  quivering  chords 
*lung  down  the  harp  and  waved  anew  his  wand  of  moving  might 
And  bade  the  ages  bring  again  their  buried  life  to  light! 

And  alH  Wby  month;  ™d  y<**  by  year,  the  magic  work  was  plied, 
that  came  Wlthm  its  range,  as  lie  bade,  laughed  and  cried ; 


And  still  flowed  on  without  a  check  that  weird  and  wondrous  stream, 
And  they  who  stooped  to  drink  were  tranced,  till  old  tilings  new  did 
seem. 

When  sudden  on  the  wizard  fell  a  darkness  and  a  chill 

That  well-nigh  stayed  his  grammarye,  and  stopped  the  wondrous 

rill: 

But  only  for  a  moment;  with  new  need  came  new  power  ; 
And  what  had  been  a  day's  work  once,  was  now  work  of  an  hour. 

That  was  the  hardest  strife  to  wage,  the  dreariest  weird  to  dree, 
And  the  Man  showed  in  the  Magus,  and  a  man  of  pith  was  he  : 
When  the  work.had  grown  a  labour  which  had  been  his  delight, 
What  had  been  play  for  hand  and  head,  for  life  and  death  a  tight. 

Still  toiled  he  at  that  labour  from  rise  to  set  of  sun, 
And  would  not  put  his  armour  off  until  the  light  was  done ; 
And  he  was  nigh  to  winning  when  he  sank  upon  the  field, 
And  died  in  harness  knightly,  and  slept  upon  his  shield. 

Almost  as  much  for  the  life  he  lived  as  for  the  work  he  wrought, 
This  gathering  from  all  regions  his  own  gude  town  hath  sought ; 
And  where'er  true  worth  is  honoured,  nor  genius  under  ban, 
Reverence  for  Scon  the  Writer,  blends  with  love  of  SCOTT  the 
Man. 

Agricultural  Progress. 

MR.  MECHI,  in  one  of  his  interesting  letters  to  the  Times,  observes 
ihat  "The  Sewage  Question  is  advancing  rapidly."  Its  rapid 
advance  is  doubtless  quite  consistent  with  the  old  adage,—"  Slow 
and  sure." 


PUNCH,  OR  TIIK  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— AUGUST  19,  1871. 
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ALL   IN   THE    DOWNS." 


Mr..  Butt.   "  THAT  MY  ARMY  SHOULD  BREAK  DOWN  WAS,  NO  DOUBT,  TO  BE  EXPECTED ;   BUT-.F07Z  MY 
NAVY!. '/-'ZOUNDS!  (plaintively}  I  DID  FONDLY  THINK  I  WAS  ALL  RIGHT  WITH  MY  NAVY!" 
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OXDKK     to     myself 


MY    HEALTH. 


WETIIF.KIIY  rings 
a  bell  hurriedly. 
:  appear^. 
Wi  IHKRBY  asks 
HOIIKKT  where 
HIM.  is.  [Hill. 
This  sounds  nau- 
ticallyrouffh.  Per- 
haps the  Pilot.  If 
a  Pilot,  this  pro- 
mises well  for  a 
lengthened  cruise. 
Icebergs,  North 
Pole  in  view.  Also 

Esquimaux.  Won- 
der how  my  Aunt 
would  like  to  be 
among  the  Esquimaux.     How  an  Esquimaux  seen  for  tho  first  time,  would  make  her 

lump!]  HIM,,  it  appear*,  is  in  the  passage,  and  being  told  to  come  in,  does  so.  lie  too  is 
MI  nautical  dress  of  a  rotighish  character,  [.lust  what  1  expected,  but  looking  too  young 
for  a  Pilot.]  AVinni:i:v  is  brisk  and  sharp  in  his  questions.  "Has  HIM,  Been  to  the 
boat?  Was  she  painted':  "  He  has  seen  to  her,  and  yes  she  was.  Whereupon  ROIIEHT  is  sum- 
moned suddenly.  Being  only  outside  the  door,  [Nuti:  I  find  that  WKIIIKHIIY'S  servants,  as 
a  rule,  never  go  much  farther  than  outside  the  door,  being  liable  to  be  summoned  at  any 
moment,  sharply,  and  it  being  as  much  as  their  place  is  worth  to  be  out  of  the  way  when 
called.  On  the  whole,  quite  right;  reminding  one.  however,  of  the  Arabian  Nights,  when 
somebody  Eastern  claps  bis  hands  and  a  hundred  ebon  slaves  instantly  appear.  I!y  the 
way,  how  large  the  doors  must  have  been]  he  reappears  instantly.  "Send  for  The  Hoy," 
is  the  order  he  receives.  BILL  remains,  silent,  and  evidently  waiting  orders.  WETIIKKIIY 
looks  out  of  window.  "  Wind,  S.  by  S.K.,''  says  \VKTIIKHIIY,  after  a  while,  to  which  HILL 
wisely  assents.  Is  the  boat  ready?  Yes,  it  is.  "Hey,  what?"  says"SVi:mi  I;I;Y,  and  HILI. 
repeats  his  information.  "I  snail  want  both  the  boats,"  says  WKI  III.KIIY.  \Mi-ntnl 
Both  boats.  Then  puttinir  this  and  that  together,  and  considering  that 

,     ,  ,      ,1         ,,        ,     *  ,     .1    ',  .     _!__,,     _         A    j"    _    i i_      ;i.     j i  _  _,_    m_  _ 


USTER,  then,  I  want  him."     HII.I.  is  poinfr,  but  stopped  by  WETHERBY  continuing, 

And  don't  yon  go  " — hurriedly  again  to  him — "  don't  you  go,  as  if  he 's  still  got  some- 
thing of  the  last  importance  to  say  to  BILL,  which  he  must  not  come  out  with  before 
BUNTER,  or  perhaps  before  me.  WETHEHBY  walks  up  the  room — I'm  breakfasting 
quietly— and  then  walks  down  the  room.  Then  he  looks  out  of  window ;  then  he  pulls 
his  head  in,  and  asks,  always  .sharply  and  brusquely,  if  I  'm  a  good  sailor. 

That 's  just  what  I  asked  myself  when  I  first  thought  of  accepting  his  invitation.  If  I 
say  I  am,  it  may  turn  out  I  'm  not  (for  I  haven't  been  to  sea  in  a  sailing-vessel  for  years, 
and  forget  the  effect),  and  if  I  say  I  'm  not,  it  mayn't  be  true,  and  perhaps  ne  won't  take  me. 

Safe  to  reply,  "  Well,  I  'm  not  quite  certain.    It  depends." 

WETHERBY  looks  at  me,  and  says,  inquiringly,  "Hey?  What?"  and  I  repeat, 
smilingly,  "Well,  it  depends."  Upon  which  he  repeats,  Hey?  What?"  again,  as  if 
my  answer  had  slightly  irritated  him ;  and  at  this  juncture  enters  BUNTEB.  BUNTER  is  a 
bisrsish,  broadish  man,  also  in  nautical  costume,  but  of  a  rougher  description  than  BILL'S, 
who  has  returned,  and  is  now  standing  behind  him.  BDNTEH  has  a  shy  way  of  looking  at 
you,  as  if  he  was  intensely  enjoying  some  private  jokg  of  his  own  which  he  won't  tell,  and 
is  apparently  always  restraining  himself  by  a  great  effort  from  winking  at  you,  to  intimate 
that  ne  knows  all  about  it  whatever  it  is,  and  sees  through  it  with  half  an  eye.  At  first 
sight  I  like  BUNTER,  and  wouldn't  mind  going  with  him  to  the  North  Pole.  BUNTER,  I  feel 
sure,  wouldn't  speak,  but  he  'd  bring  you  safely  out  somewhere.  If  ever  a  First  Lord  of 
the  Admiralty  is  wanted  as  a  practical  man,  My  Lords  have  only  got  to  come  down  to  the 
Sylphide,  and  select  BUNTER. 

hote  of  Observation. — WETHERBY  must  have  a  quantity  of  retainers.  I've  seen 
ROIIEHT,  BILL,  BUNTER,  and  heard  of  "The  Boy  "  and  "  The  Captain"  up  to  the  present 
moment. 

"  0  BUNTEH— ah— yes,"  says  WETHERBY,  disjointcdly,  as  if  he  hadn't  expected  his 
arrival,  and  was,  on  the  whole,  rather  taken  aback  by  it.  BUNTER'S  right  eye  is  on  me, 
as  much  as  to  say,  "  Ain't  this  fun  ?  Ain't  this  here  a  good  lark  ?  "  hut  not  a  wink,  not 
a  sign  from  this  admirable  sailor.  "  Yes— let  me  see  "—WETHEHBY  considers  for  half  a 
minute  or  so,  and  then  asks,  "  Wind  S.  by  S.E.,  eh  ?  "  BUNTEH  replies  humorouslv.  at  least 

_  _  _  there 

was  some 
repeating 
the  humour 

joke  ? "  but  he  doesn't  go  into  convulsions  of  laughter  over  it,  in  fact,  he  scarcely 
smiles,  except  with  his  eye,  and  I  notice  that  it's  the  right  eye  he  generally  uses  for  the 
purpose.  On  considering  this  by  myself,  I  find  that  the  right  eye  is  easier  to  wink,  and 
therefore  there's  more  credit  to  BUNTER  in  keeping  it  so  well  under  control.  Give 
BUNTER  a  holiday  and  he  'd  wink  for  six  weeks.  Some  men  have  the  habit  of  talking  to 
themselves  without  knowing  it.  BUNTER'S  habit  must  be  winking  to  himself,  knowingly, 
and  thoroughly  enjoying  it.  Up  to  this  moment  I  am  unable  to  see  what  particulai 
object  has  been  gained  by  this  review  of  nautical  strength,  and  I  can't  make  out  to  what 
departments  they  each  severally  belong.  BUSIER  has  something  of  a  man-at-thc-wheelish 
or  stokerish  air  about  him.  If  it 's  a  steam  yacht  I  'm  finished  off  at  once.  ROBERT 
returns.  With  the  Boy.  The  Boy  is  about  eighteen  (I  should  say),  and  each  comes  in 


ooking  very  serious,  as  if  he  expected  to 
receive  his  instant  dismissal.  The  Boy  is  not 
n  nautical  dress,  being  in  top-boots.  Bum  i.n's 
eft  eye  takes  in  the  top-boots,  and  his  right 
s  simply  in  ecstasies  of  laughter  (directed 
awards  me)  as  if  BUNTER  was  shouting  out. 
Ha!  ha!  ha!  Top-boots  at  sea!  Ha!  ha! 
},  ain't  this  a  real  prime  joke !  "  but  not  a 
word,  not  a  movement  from  BUNTEB. 

The  introduction  of  this  new  element,  i.  «. 
;he  top-boots,  seems  to  change  the  current  of 
WETHEHIIY'S  thoughts.  "  Bring  the  trap 
•ound,"  says  WKTHKUIIY.  Exit  Boy,  respitea. 
This  almost  looks  as  if  we  are  going  out 
Iriving,  not  yachting!  I  haven't  come  three 
lundred  miles  to  take  a  drive,  in  a  trap,  with 
a  boy  !  !He  is  called  back  sharply  by  WETILER- 
BT.  He  returns. 

"  In  half  an  hour."  says  WETHKUIIY  to  the 
[)ov.  "Yes,  Sir,  says  the  Boy,  going. 
'Hey,  what?"  shouts  "WEinKituy.  Boy 
•eturus  and  replies  that  he  understands  per- 
iectly,  and  will  have  the  trap  round  in  half  an 
lour.  Pause  after  the  departure  of  the  Hoy. 
\Vi:i  MKitBY  impulsively  hails  a  sailorly- 
ooking  man  from  tho  window.  "JlM!" 
IIM,  in  reply  to  questions  rapidly  put,  informs 
lim  that  he  has  got  the  mutton  and  the  ducks, 
and  that  altogether  he  has  enough  to  last. 
I'.T  NI Kit's  right  eye  catches  mine  (for  I  can't 
iclp  looking  at  him  with  an  implied  confidence 
in  his  opinion)  at  tho  mention  of  Ducks,  and 
says  as  plainly  as  an  eye  can  say  anything. 
"Capital!  good  cook  on  board!  Ducks  and 
green  peas!  Ain't  this  a  game!  Hooray  for 
WriiiF.Hiir!"  For  myself  I  now  see  before 
ma  exactly  what  my  Health  requires— a  good 
sea- voyage.  WETHERBY  suddenly  asks  ROBERT. 
"Where s  RANGER?"  And  being  informed 
that  he  is  up-stairs,  orders  KOIIERT  to  order 
RANGER  to  bring  his  (WKTHEHBY'S)  cigar-case. 

BUSTER  now  requests  to  know  if  he  's  wanted 
any  more.  No,  not  now,  hut  will  be.  "  What 
time,  Sir  ? "  asks  BUNTEB,  respectfully  (but 
always  humorously).  WETHERBY  doesn't 
know — will  send.  BILL  is  to  have  the  boat 
ready,  and  to  tell  ROBERT  something  which 
ROBERT  is  to  tell  RANGEB.  So  the  retainers 
leave  us.  WETHEBBY  lights  a  cigar.  A  fresh- 
oolonred  person,  with  light  hair  and  a  straw 
bat  of  the  same  colour  as  his  hair,  looks  in  at 
the  open  window.  The  new-comer  observes 
that  he  is  going  out  in  the  Atalanta,  and 
wants  to  know  what  tee  are  going  to  do. 
WBTHERBY  replies,  briefly,  "Trawl,"  and 
introduces  me.  (It  sounds  like,  "  You  see,  my 
dear  Sir,  he  (myself)  is  here,  and  that  'i  why 
I  'm  going  to  trawl.") 

Mental  Note.— Trawl  ?  Something  in  the 
fishing  line,  I  think.  But  if  so,  then  we  are 
not  goinff  for  a  cruise.  If  not,  why  all  these 
preparations  P  why  this  summoning  of  re- 
tainers ?  why  tho  boats  ?  why  the  mutton  and 
the  ducks  ? 

Conversation  continued  at  window.  "  You'll 
have  a  little  breeze  for  that,"  light-haired 
man  opines.  He  has  the  word  Atalanta  on 
his  hat-riband,  and  is  evidently  an  authority. 

"Not  much,"  says  WETHERBY,  shortly; 
then  adds,  "  south  by  sou'  east." 

"  Yes,"  replies  the  Atalanta  man,  promptly 
hut  vaguely,  and  evidently  intending  to  give 
the  subject  bis  consideration,  "  there  is  some 

.     .        r.    .  > 

east  in  it. 

Note.  This  appears  to  he  quite  a  regular 
nautical  phrase.  It's  safe,  as  an  opinion, 
committing  you  to  very  little,  and  quite  con- 
sistent with  an  entire  change  of  weather. 

The  Atalanta  man  looks  out  to  sea,  looks  in 
at  the  window,  then  observes,  "There's  a 
fairish  lop  outside." 

Flash  of  Thought.  A  lop.  By  this  expres- 
sion I  am,  as  it  were,  brought  for  the  first  time 
really  face  to  face  with  the  sea  practically.  I 
almost  feel  inclined  to  say,  "  If  there 's  a  log, 
WETHERBY,  we  'd  better  not  go."  But  I 
remember  that  I  have  come  down  for  my 
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A    POSER! 

Spokesman  of  the  Deputation  (of  the  Burgesses  of  Smokclury,  who  wait  upon  our  friend  Stodge  with  reference  to  his  painting  the  Likeness  of 
the  reflected  Mayor,  to  be  placed  in  the  Town-Hall).  "  WE  THOUGHT,  MR,  STODOE,  WE  SHOULD  LIKE  A  HALF-LENGTH  PORTRAIT,  FOR 

WHICH  WE  WOULD   PAY  YOU   A  HUNDRED   POUNDS  !  " 

Painter.  "AND  WHICH  HALF,  VERTICALLY,  GENTLEMEN,  WOULD  YOU  PROPOSE  I  SHOULD  PAINT  FOB  THAT  SUM?" 


Health,  and  a  "  Fairish  Lop  outside  "  may  be  exactly  the  remedy  I 
want.  The  word  "  outside  "  reminds  me  that  there  are  two  sides  to 
every  question.  If  there 's  a  "  Fairish  Lop  "  outside,  what  will  be 
the  effect  ?  .  .  .  No,  I  must  remember  I  am  here  for  my  Health. 

WETHEBBY  replies  that  he  supposes  there  is  a  fairish  lop,  but 
doesn't  seem  to  have  any  great  opinion  of  it,  either  on  its  own 
account,  as  a  lop,  or  on  anybody  else  s.  Pause. 

WETHEBBY  observes  to  Atalanta  man,  "  I  hear  you  were  all  ill 
the  other  day.  Hey  ?  What  ?  "  and  then  shakes  with  laughter. 
Laughter  not  loud  but  deep,  and  shaking  upwards. 

Second  Flash  of  Thought  on  this  subject.  These  are  regular  yacht- 
ing men,  with  hats  and  ribands,  and  belonging  to  yachts,  and  yachts 
to  them  ;  yet  "  theywere  all  ill "  WETHEBBY  has  neard.  I  listen  to 
this  with  interest.  Wonder  if  I  've  eaten  enough  breakfast  ?  or  too 
much?  Another  chop?  Ahem!  "Lop  outside."  Lop  rhymes 
with  chop.  Lop  outside,  chop  .  .  .  but  ...  no ;  I  '11  leave  it  to 
chance. 

Conversation  continued.  Atalanta  looks  sheepish,  and  then 
explains  that  only  one  of  his  party  had  been  ill,  and  as  for  himself, 
he  (Atalanta's  owner  probably)  had  been  unwell  before  he  went  on 
board. 

Third  Flash.  Excellent  notion.  To  complain  of  being  unwell 
before  I  go  on  board.  Then  if  I  turn  out  to  be  a  good  sailor,  why 
the  sea  will  have  cured  me.  If  the  discovery  is  forced  upon  me  that 
I  am  a  bad  sailor,  then  I  can  refer  every  one  to  the  fact  of  my 
having  complained  of  being  unwell  before  I  came  on  board. 


New  Cockney  Saint. 

MRS.  MALAPBOP  declares  that  if  she  lives  to  be  a  hundred— and 
all  her  family  detain  a  venerated  age — she  will  certainly  have  a 
Saint  'Enery. 


THE   QUEEN'S  PREROGATIVE. 

IP  this  weapon  can  so  easily  and  effectually  be  used,  why  should 
we  wait  for  Bills  and  enactments  of  a  merely  nominally  existing 
Parliament  to  utterly  sweep  away  a  variety  of  nuisances  ?  Let 's 
have  out  the  Queen's  Prerogative,  and 

Hang  some  Railway  Directors,  in  order  to  stop  the  smashes. 

Transport  all  itinerant  organ-men,  and  all  quiet-street  nuisances. 

Compel  Railway  Companies  to  write  up  the  names  of  their 
Stations  in  enormous  and  unmistakeable  characters,  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  advertising  placards,  and  to  remedy  the  evil  of  unin- 
telligible pronunciation  of  names  on  the  part  of  the  porters, 
guards,  and  officials. 

Abolish  the  mischievous  low-class  literature. 

Stop  theatrical  advertisements,  and  reduce  the  present  adver- 
tising system  considerably. 

Use  the  Prerogative  in  order  to  abolish  all  Quack  Doctors, 
Quack  Medicines,  &c.,  &c. 

Use  the  Queen's  Prerogative  in  every  case  of  individual  dis- 
comfort. Carry  it  in  a  portable  form,  signed  and  sealed,  in 
one's  pocket,  and  order,  by  its  authority,  any  member  of  a 
Club  who  won't  shut  the  door  of  the  reading-room,  or  will  snore 
and  sit  on  four  papers  (latest  editions)  to  instant  execution,  or 
something  of  the  sort. 

Finally,  exercise  the  Queen's  Prerogative  in  such  a  manner 
as  snail  result  in  a  subscription  on  all  hands  to  give  the 
Exerciser  (the  present  promoter  of  this  scheme)  a  handsome 
income  secured  to  him  for  life,  with  remainder  at  will,  on 
condition  that  he  give  up  the  Prerogative,  or  allow  it  to  lie 
dormant.  

THE  "IxpsDiVEKTA  "  OF  THE  BRITISH  ARMY.— Its  Authorities. 
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NO  CONJUROR'S  CONJECTURE. 

COULD  a  Meteoric  Stone, 

Pray,  Sm  WILLIAM  THOMSON, 
Fall,  witli  lichen  overgrown  't 

Say,  SIR  WILLIAM  THOMSON. 

From  its  orbit  having  shot, 
Would  it.  coming  down  red-hot, 
Have  all  life  burnt  oft'  it  not  ? 

Eh,  SIB  WILLIAM  THOMSON  't 

Not  '•;    Then  showers  of  fish  and  frogs 
Too,  SIR  WILLIVM  TIIOM 

Fall  ;  it  might  rain  cats  and  dogs. 
Pooh,  SIR  WILLIAM 


That  they  dp  come  down  we  're  told. 
As  for  arrolitc  with  mould, 
That  's  at  least  too  hot  to  hold 

True,  SIB  WILLIAM  THOMSON  ! 


PRACTICAL. 

Fond  Father.    "  I  SEE  YE'VE  PUT  MY  SON  INTO,  GRAUMMEB  AN'  JOGBAPHY. 

NOO,    AS   I    NEITHER   MEAN   HIM    TAB   BE   A   MINISTER  OB  A   SEA-CAPTAIN,    IT '8  O* 
NAE   USE.      GlB  HIM   A  PLAIN   BlZNESS  EDDICATION." 


CLERGYMEN  AND  CHARACTERS. 

THE  London  Correspondent  of  a  provincial  contempo- 
rary says  that  the  A*CHBl8Hpr  <»•  CAM  r.itiiruv  Ims 
asked  all  the  Clergy  of  his  diocese  to  have  themselves 
photographed  at  his  expense.  Hitherto,  the  only  kind 
of  persons,  of  whom,  as  a  class,  photography  has  been 
used  to  preserve  the  lineaments,  nave  been  a  description 
of  "  characters  "  extremely  unclerical  except  in  so  far 
as  some  of  them  might  once,  on  occasion,  have  been 
entitled  to  "benefit  of  clergy."  The  clerpy  of  the  dio- 
cese of  Canterbury,  photographed  at  an  expense  not  their 
own,  may  perhaps  afford  a  few,  the  less  amiable,  of  the 
Dissenters  the  gratification  of  imagining  them  all  a  set  of 
"  criminous  clerk*." 


Purchase  and  Paymasters. 

PURCHASE  is  purchased,  Income-tax  to  pay  : 
A  dire  bad  purchase  !  the  Selected  say. 


POOH  SOTTLS  Au  GRATIS  a. — Grating  to  the  Feminine 
feelings.— The  Grille  of  the  Ladies'  Gallery. 


NEW  LEBANON. 

ELDER  FREDERICK  W.'EVANS  (which  has  also  been  spelled  EVENS), 
Missionary  from  the  Shaker  Community  of  Mount  Lebanon  (U.S.,  of 
course)  has  arrived  among;  us  with  the  view  of  adding  one  Sect  more 
to  the  not  many  "denominations"  into  which  knowledge  and  reflec- 
tion have  divided  the  theological  British  Public.  ELDER  EVANS, 
the  other  Sunday  evening,  delivered,  at  St.  George's  Hall,  Langham 
Place,  a  "  discourse  upon  the  principles  of  his  order."  He  gave  an 
account  of  the  mystical  opinions  of  the  Shakers ;  which  are  of  no 
consequence.  As  to  their  practice : — 

"  He  said  they  were  what  might  bo  termed  religious  Communists ;  that 
they  laboured  with  their  own  bands,  abstained  largely  from  animal  food, 
practised  celibacy,  had  no  lawyers  and  no  doctors,  and  tried  to  serve  God  by 
leading  lives  of  usefulness  to  their  brethren." 

Do  the  Shakers  also  lead  lives  of  usefulness  to  their  sisters  ? 
Taking  their  sisters  to  mean  their  mothers'  daughters,  very  likely 
they  may.  The  man  who  (ahem,  DE.  JOHNSON  !)  maintains  a  sister 
instead  of  maintaining  a  wife,  leads  a  life  of  usefulness  to  his  own 
sister  certainly,  but  then  his  life  is  proportionately  useless  to  the 
sister  of  some  other  man.  But  if  the  Shakers  really  practise  celi- 
bacy, it  is  difficult  to  reconcile  their  usage  in  that  particular  with 
their  ideas  respecting  the  rights  of  women.  What  could  Miss  LYDIA 
BECKER  herself  desire  of  Man  beyond  the  adoption  of  the  Shakerism 
thus  expounded  ?  — 

"  They  considered  that  man  and  woman  were  equal,  and  to  the  inequality 
of  the  sexes  here,  and  to  the  exclusion  of  women  from  the  Legislature,  they 
ascribed  the  existing  evils  under  whlh  English  society  laboured." 

If  Shakerism  were  to  become  the  universal  religion,  it  would  un- 
doubtedly bring  not  only  those  evils,  but  likewise  all  the  ills  that 
flesh  is  heir  to,  or  can  incur,  to  an  end.  Sufficient  perseverance  of 
the  human  race  in  the  practice  of  celibacy  would  sooner  or  later 
reduce  that  race  to  the  condition  of  fossil  remains,  and  place  Man 
on  a  parity  with  the  Megatherium. 


There  are  Friends  who  probably  will  be  surprised  at  ELDER 
EVANS'S  statement  that  :— 

"  Out  of  the  religious  bodies  known  in  England,  the  Quakers  were  those 
who  most  nearly  approximated,  as  in  name,  so  also  in  character,  to  the 
'  Shaker '  community,  as  being  lov«rs  of  peace,  harmony,  sobriety,  chastity, 
and  of  non-resistance  by  war." 

There  are,  however,  two  very  important  points  wherein  the  Society 
of  Friends  doth  verily  differ  from  the  Society  of  Mount  Lebanon 
(U.S.).  The  Friends  are  by  no  means  especially  wedded  (as  MR. 
O'BBALLAoiLtN  would  say)  to  celibacy ;  and  if  there  is  one  other 
practice  which  they  are  not  at  all  remarkable  for,  it  is  that  of  the 
community  of  goods.  Quaker  and  Shaker,  by  leave  of  ELDER 
EVANS,  are  not  nearly  so  much  alike  as  quaking  and  shaking. 

When  "  Mi. ni. i;  FREDERICK,"  as  he  is  styled  by  his  familiars,  had 
said  his  say,  "  it  was  announced  that  a  new  journal,  named  the 
Shaker  had  been  started  and  published  in  Southampton  Row  to 
advocate  the  views  of  hia  co-religionists."  Welcome^  little  stranger, 
if  we  may  say  so  without  offence  to  the  eelibatary  ELDER  EVANS,  or 
any  other  great  Shakers,  or  small.  Welcome,  little  Shaker,  not 
probably  going  to  shake  the  faith  of  very  many  people,  still  less 
likely  to  shake  our  social  institutions,  or  indeed  to  do  any  very  great 
shakes.  

A  Bogy  on  the  Billow. 

THE  Malta  Correspondent  of  the  Times  the  other  day  mentioned 
that  the  Erl  King  had  passed  through  the  Suez  Canal.  Considering 
what  the  Erl  King  is,  and  where  it  was  that  the  exorcists  of  old 
used  to  lay  all  the  demons,  one  would  think  that  the  Erl  King,  in 
descending  the  Gulf  connected  by  M.  LESSEPS  with  the  Mediter- 
raneum,  must  have  felt  how  much  jollier  it  was  to  be  on  the  bosom 
of  the  Red  Sea  than  at  the  bottom. 


A  STRICKEN  DEEH. — The  ex-Chief  Constructor  of  the  Navy  sticks 
to  his  quarry  at  the  Admiralty — Hteret  lateri  letalit  AKUNDO. 
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GOOD    OLD    WAYS    AT    WINCHESTER. 

HE  ancient,  holy,  and  ven- 
erable City  of  Winchester 
is  one  in  which,  since  the 
middle  ages,  except,  per- 
haps, just  when  OLIVER 
CROMWELL  visited  it,  there 
has  always  been,  as  the  say- 
ing is,  nothing  stirring,  but 
stagnation.  However,  stag- 
nation itself  has  begun  to 
stir.  The  question  of  sani- 
tary reform  is  one  which 
appears  to  have  been  lately 
raised  in  a  City  remarkable 
for  its  mediteval  remains, 
and  amongst  them  particu- 
larly for  its  emundatory 
arrangements.  At  some 
recent  meetings  of  its  Local 
Board  of  Health,  reported 
by  the  Hampshire  Adver- 
tiser, there  occurred  some  discussion  as  to  the  "  desirability  of  ap- 
pointing an  Officer  of  Health,"  and  respecting  the  question  of 
building  a  "  mortuary  house."  Without  fear  of  the  imputation  of 
a  pun,  it  may  be  mentioned  that  these  points  were  urged  upon  the 
attention  of  the  Board  by  COUNCILLOR  POINTER.  The  measures  re- 
commended by  this  gentleman  would  probably,  if  adopted,  augment 
the  local  rates  :  hence,  probably,  the  indignation  with  reference  to 
him  expressed  in  the  speech  of  a  MR.  BUDDEN— not  BUMBLE— which 
concluded  as  follows  : — 

"  He  had  heard  before  MR.  POINTER'S  allusion  to  the  old  and  new  school  in 
the  Council,  which,  if  it  was  asneer,  he  would  throw  back  at  him.  In  dealing 
with  sanitary  matters  there  was  no  school.  On  this  question  of  the  medical 
officer  the  committee  were  unanimous.  Remarks  had  been  also  made  about 
the  dominant  party  in  the  committee,  and  now  it  was  the  old  and  new  school. 
MR.  POINTER  evidently  took  a  great  deal  of  credit  to  himself  in  the  thought 
that  he  was  the  only  sanitary  reformer.  The  committee  acted  practically,  and 
not  in  a  visionary  sense  ;  and  there  was  the  difference  between  them  and  MR. 
POINTER,  whose  remarks  were  altogether  uncalled  for." 

From  one  remark  in  the  foregoing  peroration,  MR.  BUDDEN  appears 
to  regard  the  suggestion  that  the  Winchester  Board  of  Health 
should  treat  themselves  and  their  fellow-citizens  to  a  medical  officer 
as  a  visionary  one.  Visionary — a  good  phrase  for  a  man  of  Worship, 
who  weighs  his  words  before  he  utters  them ;  a  phrase  significant 
and  relative. 

"  Why  dimly  loom  those  visionary  sewers  ? 

Let  dead  well  alone  is  perhaps  a  maxim  respecting  sanitary 
affairs  popular  at  Winchester.  There  is  this,  however,  to  be  said  on 
behalf  of  the  inhabitants  of  that  salubrious  if  unsewered  city.  The 
breezes  which  sweep  down  from  its  adjacent  chalk-hills  very  largely 
dilute  any  unsavoury  contributions  which  its  atmosphere  may  derive 
from  receptacles  whose  contents  might  be  utilised.  And,  at  least, 
Winchester  has  not  done  to  the  Itchen  what  Windsor  and  several 
other  towns  do  to  the  Thames.  The  Winchester  people  have  not 
polluted  their  beautiful  river  ;  for  which  the  Southampton  people, 
whose  waterworks  adjoin  it,  should  respect  them.  Accordingly,  the 
Itchen  in  so  far  resembles  a  river  in  Macedon,  as  well  a  river  in 
Monmouth,  that  "  there  is  salmon  in  both ;  "  some  at  least  in  the 
Hampshire  river's  mouth.  Perhaps  a  little  temperate  consideration 
will  enable  the  Winchester  Local  Board  of  Health  to  discover  some 
method  of  putting  in  the  right  place  matter  which  is  now  in  the 
wrong ;  thus  combining  economy  with  cleanliness. 


A  Corean  Hop. 

THE  American  fleet,  on  its  expedition  to  Corea,  fired  upon  by  the 
natives  of  that  hospitable  country,  appears  to  have  returned  their 
fire  in  a  way  that  must  have  astonished  them.  The  Coreans 
skedaddled  from  the  Yankee  shell  in  convulsions  of  terror,  present- 
ing a  spectacle  sufficient  to  have  suggested  to  a  medical  spectator 
the  idea  of  a  nervous  disease,  and  to  have  made  the  surgeon  of  the 
Colorado,  perhaps  remark  that  it  was  a  case  of  Chorea  Sancti  Viti, 


A  Reasonable  Grievance. 

WALES  feels  aggrieved.  England  has  its  Garter,  Ireland  its 
St.  Patrick,  and  Scotland  its  Thistle,  but  Wales  is  without  any 
representative  Order  of  Knighthood.  This  is  a  want  which  should 
at  once  be  supplied.  There  can  be  no  difficulty  about  it,  and  a 
Prince  is  still  left.  The  only  puzzle  will  be  as  to  the  title— whether 
it  should  be  the  most  Illustrious  Order  of  the  Leek,  or  the  most 
exalted  Order  of  the  Welsh  Rabbit. 


THE  ADMIRAL. 

FROM  the  Old  Mole  of  Gibraltar  the  squadron  weighs  for  sea, 
'Tis  nine  A.M.,  July  the  first,  the  wind  is  E.S.E.  j 
San  Roque  and  Europa  Point  gleam  in  the  morning  light : 
The  Minotaur  is  leading — who  doubts  she 's  leading  right  ? 

In  port  line  and  in  starboard,  the  ships  their  station  keep, — 
What  wonder,  with  two  Admirals  a  ruling  of  the  dec]) ''. 
0,  where  is  thq  landlubber  that  dares  pass  the  remark, 
That  e'en  a  British  Admiral  may  be  leading  in  the  dark  ? 

Proud  must  have  been  our  Admiral  as  from  the  Old  Mole  that  day, 
Aboard  the  mighty  Minotaur,  he  bade  his  war-ships  weigh, 
Names  of  command  and  courage,  strength  and  victory  they  bore — 
Monarch  and  Warrior,  Hercules,  and  glorious  Agincuiirt. 

0,  would  I  were  our  Admiral,  such  a  gallant  ship  aboard, 
Of  such  a  gallant  squadron  the  leader  and  the  lord ! 
To  German,  French,  and  Spaniard,  as  plain  as  plain  could  be, 
I  'd  show  that  whoso  rides  the  land  Britannia  rules  the  sea  ! 

Our  Admiral  grew  prouder,  and  prouder  still  he  grew, 

As,  at  his  word,  from  the  Minotaur  the  guiding  signals  flew. 

He  snifl'ed  the  summer  morning  air,  and  the  breath  of  the  summer 

sea, 
And  said  to  himself — (hang  grammar) — "Where's  a  happier  man 

than  me?" 

Sudden — what  mean  those  signals  ?  why  is  each  heart  hove  short  ? 
"  Something  wrong  aboard  Agincmirt,  the  leading  ship  to  port !  " 
0,  well  might  Admiral,  Captain,  Staft'-Commander  hold  their  breath, 
Their  course  has  run  the  Agincourt  on  the  Pearl  Rock,  sure  as  death ! 

I  'd  not  have  been  in  the  Admiral's  skin,  the  night  that  closed  that 

day, 

Nor  in  the  Staff-Commander's  that  laid  oft' the  squadron's  way ; 
I  'd  rather  have  been  in  the  Agincoiirt's  skin,  though  impaled  on  the 

Pearl  she  be, 
Till  Hercules  by  seamanship  and  strength  has  tugged  her  free. 

Captain,  Watch,  and  Staff-Officers— court-martial  'em,  three  deep, 
To  prove  that  the  course  the  flag-ship  gave  they  did  their  best  to 

keep ; 

But  still  the  right  man  in  right  place  the  country  waits  to  see, 
And  the  place  is  the  Court-Martial's  bar,  and  the  man  is  WELL- 
ES-LET ! 


COMING  CENTENARIES. 

ARRANGEMENTS  are  in  progress  for  celebrating,  with  becoming 
splendour,  within  the  next  few  years  or  so,  the  following  important 
Centenaries : — 

The  Centenary  of  the  Benefactor  to  his  Race  who  first  compounded 
Claret  Cup. 

The  Centenary  of  the  Friend  to  Humanity  who  invented  the  game 
of  Croquet. 

The  Bi-Centenary  of  the  Eminent  Philanthropist  who  introduced 
the  Umbrella  into  this  damp  country. 

The  Ter-Centenary  of  the  Distinguished  Poet  to  whom  a  long 
posterity  is  indebted  for  most  of  its  Nursery  Rhymes.  The  arrange- 
ments for  this  Commemoration  are  in  the  hands  of  a  Children's 
Committee,  aided  by  a  "  Mothers'  Meeting." 

The  Centenary  of  the  Great  Confectioner  who  made  the  first  Ice. 

The  Centenary  of  the  Mechanician,  of  world-wide  fame,  who 
invented  Perambulators.  The  Associated  Nursemaids  of  the  United 
Kingdom  have  already  formed  an  influential  committee. 

The  Bi-Centenary  of  ROBINSON  CRUSOE. 

The  Centenary  of  that  Brave  Woman  who  had  the  courage  to  defy 
custom,  prejudice,  the  usages  of  society,  the  reproaches  of  her  sex, 
and  the  opposition  of  monthly  nurses,  and  exhibit  her  baby  without 
a  cap, 

The  Centenaries  of  MR.  ROWLAND,  MR.  WABKEN,  MR.  DAY,  MR. 
MARTIN,  and  MR.  COCKLE. 

(N.B.  Many  years'  notice  will  be  given  of  the  celebration  of  Mr. 
Punch's  Centenary.) 


Official  Responsibility. 

THERE  is  something  jjreternatural  that  will  happen  in  connection 
with  the  loss  of  the  Megcera.  That  vessel  was  repeatedly  declared, 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  to  be  not  overladen  and  to  be  seaworthy, 
by  the  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty.  The  Captain  of  the  Megara 
will  be  brought  to  a  Court-Martial. 
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MENACE. 

Little  Angler  (to  her  refractory  Sail).   "  KEEP  STILL,   YOU  TIRESOME  LITTLE 
THING  !    IF  votr  DON'T  LEAVE  OFF  SKBIGOLINO,  I  'LL  THROW  YOU  AWAY,  AND 

TAKE  ANOTHER  !  " 


OUR  LONDON   JUGGERNAUT. 

IP  a  Civil  Service  candidate  were  asked  whether  the  English  were  idolaters  of 
Juggernaut,  the  chances  are  that  his  reply  would  be  one  of  negation.  Yet 
assuredly  in  London  a  custom  of  human  sacrifice  exists,  which  bears  a  marked 
resemblance  to  that  which  is  assigned  to  the  votaries  of  Juggernaut.  Death 
lieneath  the  wheels  of  the  carriage  of  the  idol  is  paralleled  in  London  by  death 
limeath  the  wheels  of  the  carriages  which  roll  along  its  overcrowded  streets. 
See  here  how  many  victims  are  annually  sacrificed,  through  our  idolatry  of 
negligent  and  rapid  locomotion :  — 

"  Counting  up  the  losses  in  killed  and  wounded  last  year  in  the  streets  which  lie  outside 
the  City,  we  arrive  at  the  terrible  aggregate  of  2043.  This  is  an  average  of  about  39  people 
rvi'ry  week,  or  six  persons  a  day  for  toe  six  busy  days  of  the  week  and  three  for  each 
Sunday.  Of  these  2013  victims,  124  were  killed,  and  1919  wounded." 

For  Londoners  who  like  walking,  or  are  forced  to  take  that  exercise,  this  is 
hardly  an  agreeable  state  of  things  to  contemplate.  And  it  may  be  worth  our 
while  to  know  who  chiefly  may  be  thanked  for  it  :— 

"The  cabs  do  a  good  deal  of  the  damage,  but  they  are  not  the  worst  offenders.  They  killed 
11  people  nnd  wounded  429  during  last  year.  The  omnibuses  killed  17  and  hurt  85; 
whfla  rarrinjri>»  nml  broughams  killed  but  two  and  injured  243.  Heavy  carU,  waggons, 
and  vans  killed  63  and  wounded  462.  But  the  worst  offenders  of  all  are  the  light  carts 
driven  by  tradesmen's  boys  and  shopmen.  These  carts  ran  over  636  people  during  the  year, 
of  whom  27  were  killed." 

The  van  demons  are  bad  enough,  but  the  butcher  boys,  and  baker  imps,  and 
procer  fiends  are  worse.  Drivers  of  light  carts  are  the  heaviest  offenders,  for 
they  cause  wellnigh  one-third  of  the  dangers  of  the  streets.  In  Russia  carts  are 
confiscated  if  they  injure  a  foot  passenger.  But  England  is  not  yet  so  civilised 
as  Russia :  at  least,  in  the  respect  of  paying  proper  heed  to  the  safety  of  the 
people  who  walk  along  the  streets. 

Great  Falling  Off. 

BEWARE  of  any  undertaking  which  is  announced  with  a  flourish  of  trumpets. 
Ine  instruments  on  which  the  subsequent  performances  take  place  are  too  often 
penny  whistles. 


THE   PLAGUE   OF  FLIES. 

HERE  's  a  health  to  a  benefactor 

Of  his  country  and  most  mankind, 
On  the  great  world's  stage  no  actor, 

Nor  a  Power  in  the  realms  of  Mind. 
But  he 's  one  that  hath  well  succeeded, 

And  his  name  shall  for  aye  endure. 
Few  have  done  much  more  than  he  did 

\\1io  invented  the  Papier  Moure. 

He  or  she,  we  may  know  which  never, 

Has  deserved  to  win  the  skies ; 
May  the  Author  live  for  ever 

Of  the  Paper  that  kills  the  Flies. 
Steeped  in  water  it  tempts  their  suction, 

Then  its  deadly  work  is  sure. 
They  're  enticed  to  their  swift  destruction, 

Are  the  Flies,  by  the  Papier  Moure. 

0  how  often,  reading  or  writing, 

Have  I  sat  with  a  mind  distraught, 
By  their  creeping,  humming,  and  biting, 

Till  at  last  came  the  happy  thought, 
Of  a  bane  for  each  fell  annoyer  ; 

Little  cost  would  the  means  procure — 
An  Avenger  and  a  Destroyer, 

I  sent  out  for  the  Papier  Moure. 

Lo,  they  lie  not  a  few  upon  it, 

And  a  great  many  more  all  round, 
The  table-cloth  lots  hath  on  it. 

On  the  carpet  yet  more  abound. 
They  have  drunk,  they  have  died,  they're 
demolished, 

They  are  killed  by  a  perfect  Cure, 
Executed,  extinguished,  abolished, 

In  a  trice  by  the  Papier  Moure. 

When  in  August  the  skies  are  blazing, 

Then  Beelzebub's  legions  swarm, 
The  weather  those  vile  imps  raising 

In  their  myriads  when  'tis  warm. 
Ah,  but  now  I  know  how  to  lay  them, 

I  defy  the  fiend  impure ; 
The  tormentors,  his  brood,  I  slav  them 

With  a  small  sheet  of  Papier  Moure. 

There 's  a  chorus  by  HANDEL  written, 

Tiyi-tivi,  buz-wuz,  biz-wiz ; 
But  if  HANDEL  had  ne'er  been  bitten 

By  the  Flies,  it  had  ne'er  been  his. 
No  such  loss  is  to  be  lamented 

By  the  musical  amateur ; 
Since  old  HAHDEL'S  time  invented, 

Not  too  soon,  was  the  Papier  Moure. 

As  they  lie  round  strown  and  scattered, 

Those  Egyptian  pests  do  me 
Put  in  mind  of  invaders  battered, 

And  blown  up  by  land  and  sea. 
But  0  would  that  their  perdition 

We  were  able  to  secure, 
By  some  venomous  composition 

As  dog-cheap  as  the  Papier  Moure ! 


ANARCHY  FOR  EVER! 

AT  the  Intimidation  Meeting  held  the  other  Sunday  in 
Hyde  Park  citizens  in  mock  canonicals  parodied  the 
Litany  without  molestation.  Other  citizens,  as  freely 
hawked  about  a  newspaper  entitled  the  Republican, 
recommending  it  as  "  the  organ  for  smashing  up  kings, 
queens,  princes,  and  policemen."  Of  course  no  republic 
which  does  not  smash  up  policemen  as  well  as  sove- 
reigns will  satisfy  the  Reformers  who  assemble  about 
the  "Reformers'  Tree."  Happy  Reformers,  to  have 
their  Tree  in  Hyde  Park !  There  was  a  time  when  the 
only  Reformers'  Tree  which  could  have  been  named  in 
relation  to  such  Reformers  stood  at  Tyburn. 


MOT  BY  POLICEMAN  B.  4. 

TIEE  WATCH-KEY  OF  PKOGRESS.— "  Move  on  /  " 


VOL.  LXI. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


EETING  on  Saturday,  St.  Grouse's  Day,  1871.  Let 
this  self-sacrifice  be  remembered  when  Grouse 
shall  be  no  more.  It  was  only  the  House  of 
Commons,  however,  that  performed  the  heroic  act. 
A  Betting  Bill  was  to  have  been  carried,  and 
something  was  to  have  been  done  in  the  way  of 
restraining  one  class  of  Swindlers  who  profit  by 
the  greed  and  ignorance  of  the  many.  But  ME.  BRUCE  owned  that 
he  did  not  know  much  about  betting,  and  as  gentlemen  who  do  are 
mostly  gone  out  of  town,  he  threw  the  matter  over  until  next  year. 
CAPTAIN  STACPOOLE  gave  notice,  on  behalf  of  a  friend,  that  the 
latter  meant  to  introduce  two  Bills,  one  for  putting  down  Pigeon- 
Shooting  Matches,  the  other  for  abolishing  Crawlers.  These  are  the 
cabs  that  hang  about  the  streets,  and  help  to  impede  traffic.  Punch 
suspects  that  the  Pigeon-Butchers  are  like  the  folks  CAMPBELL 
beheld  when  he  wrote  the  Death-Boat  of  Heligoland : — 

"  No ;  by  magistrates'  robes  'mid  their  garments,  you  saw 
They  were  sinners  too  proud  to  be  finished  by  law." 

(Improved  Quotation.) 

As  for  the  Crawlers,  there  is  something  to  be  said.  'Tis  convenient 
to  be  able  to  get  a  cab  in  half  a  minute.  If  the  object  be  to  prevent 
block  of  traffic,  let  the  reformers  address  themselves  to  the  procuring 
the  exclusion  of  railway  vans,  big  carts,  brewers'  drays,  and  the  rest 
of  the  Juggernaut  abominations  which  not  only  make  the  streets 
nearly  useless,  but  crush  the  carriages  and  cabs,  and  put  our  lives 
and  limbs  in  peril.  Let  these  be  kept  out  of  the  great  thoroughfares 
between  ten  and  six.  But  no.  llailway-men,  merchants,  brewers, 
are  much  too  strong  in  the  House  to  be  dealt  with,  and  so  we  descend 
upon  the  Crawlers.  The  pleasantest  day  of  Mr.  Punch's  life  will 
be  that  in  which  he  sees  a  Railway  Magnate's  carriage  smashed  (of 
course  without  injury  to  the  riders)  by  a  van  from  the  railway  he 
represents,  and  if  a  big  Brewer  should  on  the  same  day  come  to 
similar  grief  at  the  wheels  of  one  of  his  own  drays,  Mr.  Punch  will 
send  up  a  shout  that,  like  MB.  PLANCHE'S  trumpets  in  BRAHAJI'S 
famous  war-song,  will 

"  Startle  the  setting  sun." 

MR.  EYTEYN  does  not  think  well  of  the  Police,  whom  he  considers 
stupid.  Most  persons  who  have  been  robbed  are  of  MB.  EYKYN'S 
opinion.  On  the  other  hand,  the  Peeler  is  very  brave,  and  much  too 
good-natured. 

MR.  B.  HOPE,  not  bringing  forward  an  intended  motion,  but 
making  an  observation  on  its  subject,  was  publicly  charged  by  ME. 
AYRTON  with  "  acting  from  personal  hostility,  caused  by  humiliation 
and  defeat."  The  weather  was  hot. 

We  voted  great  sums  of  money,  and  heard  rather  a  satisfactory 
statement  about  our  Gun- Boats.  We  hope  not  to  want  them  soon, 
but  Roumania  repudiates  her  railway  debts,  chiefly  due  to  the 
Germans,  and  the  Emperors  have  met,  and  the  Porte  is  fidgety,  and 
— well,  never  mind,  let  us  have  plenty  of  Gun-Boats. 

Monday.  LORD  SHAFTESHURY  sees  objections  to  the  new  system  of 
collaring  street  Arabs  and  sending  them  to  reformatories.  His 
reason  is  that  it  will  induce  those  parents  who  can  pay  for  schooling 
to  turn  over  their  children  to  the  charge  of  the  State.  But  if  it  can 
be  shown  that  a  parent  can  pay,  and  will  not,  there  is,  we  think, 


there  ought  to  be,  we  are  sure,  a  remedy  against  that  robber  of  the 
public. 

LORD  STRATHEDEN  wanted  an  Address  on  the  Berkshire  fiasco,  but 
it  was  too  late  in  the  Session.  LORD  HERTFORD,  however,  drove  the 
nail  home.  We  have  no  satisfactory  transport  service,  and  we  mean 
to  have  one.  If  we  do  not  get  it,  there  will  be  transport  of  another 
kind,  some  night,  after  a  fatal  division,  when  a  First  Minister 
announces  that  he  will  next  night  state  the  course  the  Cabinet 
intends  to  adopt. 

MR.  MONSELL  told  Mu.  PEEK  that  the  Postal  Cards  were  not  un- 
duly delayed  in  the  post,  but  that  owing  to  their  form  and  small™  ^s, 
they  stuck  in  letters  and  packages.  If  people  were  very  particular 
about  an  early  delivery,  they  had  better  not  be  mean,  but  write  a 
letter.  A  howl  about  a  hitch  that  might  be  hindered  by  a  halfpenny 
is  howdacious. 

MR.  AYETON  and  LORD  ELCHO  had  a  sort  of  row  about  the  erection 
of  statues,  but  the  only  thing  worth  while  was  the  Chief  Commis- 
sioner's epigram.  His  claims  to  knowledge  of  Art  were,  he  said,  of 
the  most  humble  and  moderate  kind.  He  would  only  venture  to  say 
that  he  knew  as  much  about  Art  as  LORD  ELCIIO  did.  He  added, 
sensibly,  that  when  he  wanted  an  Art-judgment,  he  applied  to  pro- 
fessional men,  not  to  dilettanti. 

An  attempt  to  suppress  the  Medical  Police  system  was  ably  resisted 
by  MR.  BRUCE  and  MR.  TIPPING,  and  was  itself  suppressed  by 
56  to  44.  We  voted  loads  of  money  until  four  in  the  morning. 

Tuesday.  MR.  STRAIGHT  will,  next  Session,  move  for  a  Committee 
on  Betting.  Honest  advice  as  to  wagering  will  henceforth  be  known 
as  the  Straight  Tip. 

DE.  EDMUNDS  frightened  London  that  morning  by  stating  in  the 
Times  that  he  had  been  called  to  a  case  of  Asiatic  Cholera.  MR. 
FORSTER  said  that  inquiries  had  been  made,  and  that  the  case  was 
not  Asiatic.  But  there  is  none  the  less  need  for  Sanitary  Action, 
which  we  should  have  had  on  a  large  scale  if  Ministers  had  not 
thought  Secret  Voting  of  more  consequence  than  Public  Health.  A 
thousand  dirty  votes  do  less  mischief  than  one  dirty  river. 

MB.  FAWCKTT  delivered  a  high-class  speech  against  the  recent  use 
of  the  Royal  Warrant.  He  was  a  Radical,  and  objected  to  an 
hereditary  Peerage,  but  he  would  strengthen  the  Upper  Chamber 
sooner  than  assent  to  unconstitutional  treatment  of  it.  A  minority 
should  be  prevented  from  being  trampled  on  by  a  majority.  SIR 
ROBERT  COLLIER  having  defended  the  Government,  on  different 
ground  from  that  which  had  been  taken  by  SIE  JOHN  COLERIDGE, 
ME.  HAECOURT  (borrowing  an  Idea  from  a  recent  Cartoon  by 
Mr.  Punch)  demanded  whether  ME.  GLADSTONE  meant  to  win  with 
Attorney-General  on  Statute,  or  Solicitor-General  on  Prerngatire. 
ME.  GLADSTONE,  with  much  elaboration  and  energy,  argued  that  the 
Ministry  had  to  put  down  a  flagrant  violation  of  the  law,  and  had 
done  so.  MR.  TOERENS,  in  an  able  finish  to  the  debate,  demanded 
where  was  the  head  of  the  legal  profession,  SIE  ROUNDELL  PALJIKR. 
Could  he  have  conscientiously  thrown  his  shield  over  the  Cabinet, 
he  would  have  been  there  to  do  it.  This  discussion  was  on  the 
Lords'  Amendments  to  the  Army  Bill,  and  they  were  agreed  to,  so 
that  Bill  becomes  Law. 

There  was  a  Vaccination  debate,  and  an  attempt  to  get  rid  of  the 
valuable  provision  in  the  new  Act,  whereby  penalties  for  neglect  to 
vaccinate  are  imposed,  was  defeated  by  57  to  12.  Punch  is  sorry  to 
find  even  twelve  gentlemen  so  far  encouraging  the  mischievous 
quacks  who  for  selfish  purposes  frighten  the  ignorant  into  the  belief 
that  JENNER'S  grand  discovery  is  not  the  boon  which  the  wise  know 
it  to  be. 

In  debate  whether  horses  and  carts  in  Scotland,  should  be  ex- 
empted from  taxation,  notwithstanding  that  they  were  used  to  take 
folks  to  church,  it  was  observed  that  if  you  saw  a  Scot  in  a^cart  on 
Sunday,  the  inference  was  that  he  was  going  to  kirk ;  if  an  English- 
man, that  he  was  going  on  an  excursion.  The  tax  was  retained — 
majority,  1. 

Wednesday.  Debate  on  the  details  of  a  Vagrant  Act,  and  ME.  W. 
WILLIAMS  said  that  the  Act  making  a  persistent  vagrant  liable  to 
have  his  ear  cut  off,  and  if  he  showed  more  persistence,  to  be  hanged, 
was  not  repealed.  The  enactment  is  not,  however,  confirmed  by  the 
new  Bill,  hut  there  are  some  stringent  clauses  for  imprisoning 
vagrants,  and  torturing  them  with  soap  and  water. 

The  Occasional  Sermons  Bill  was  withdrawn.  That  makes  it  of 
less  consequence  that  the  Bill  has  utterly  escaped  even  Mr.  Punch's 
vigilance  '<  What  does  it  mean  ?  Has  the  word  "  occasional "  been 
borrowed  by  the  Church  from  the  Stage,  whence  "occasional 
addresses "  are  often  delivered,  to  the  annoyance  of  the  rational  ? 
We  shall  have  Screaming  Sermons,  next. 

Thursday.  There  was  another  debate  on  the  Phoonix  Park  riot, 
and  ME.  GLADSTONE  stood  up  so  vigorously  for  the  rights  of  autho- 
rity, that  he  was  actually  accused  by  MR.  JACOB  BEIGHT  of  making 
a  Tory  speech.  By  75  to  33  the  House  decided  that  the  police  had 
done  quite  right  in  wopping  the  Fenian  fellows,  who  wished  to 
destroy  the  good  effect  of  the  visit  of  the  "  alien  Princes." 

But  what  did  LOED  SHAFTESBURY  say  in  the  Lords  ?    "  There  is 
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not  a  pint  of  perfectly  wholesome  water  to  be  had  in  London."  As 
soon  as  Mr.  Punch  heard  this,  from  such  an  authority,  he  ordered 
up  something  which  was  certainly  not  liable  to  the  imputation  of 
being  water,  and  the  result  was  his  entire  inability  to  attend  the 
lion-,  cm  Friday.  You  should  have  heard  him  trying  to  spell 
"  Shoftesbury's  Characteristics." 


CAPTAIN  DYNGWELL  TO  THE  FEONT. 


HE    FAVOURS    TO    WITH     III8    OPINIONS    OJf    MILITARY    MATTERS. 


DEAR  OLD  <'<H-K  U.HKUM, 

THINKS  have  got  in  a  pretty  upside-down  sort  of  state  in 
th'  Army  and  Navy  for  ever  line,  since  this  gay  Militaire  last 
w  irlded  flic  plume  of  llie  crentle  gosling.  If  you  ask  me  why  I  have 
not  v  '  eiill;ipsing  Cockalorum  CAHD- 

\\  KI  i  «o  !  as  onr  livt  ly  neighbours  say,  but  I  'd  bustle  him 

a  bit  it  I  wa.-.  1.,  ad  s  u  r — as  I  was  saying,  if  you  ask  me 

why,  I  '11  tell  you.     Because  (this  is  not  an  answer  to  a  conundrum), 
t'rom  my  native  land,  and  disporting  my- 
self amon?  tlie    Dutchmen;  as  the  poet  said  of  the  lambkins  in 
spring,  I  "ve  boon — 

"Frisking  about  by  the  side  of  their  duns," 

[qviotation  only  warranted  there  or  thereabouts,  but  further  orders 
ited  with  punctuality  and  despatch]  and  v  hen  I  say  "dams," 
of  course,  vous  comprenny  bang,    I    mean  the  Dutchman's  dame, 
which  means,  as  they  used  to  explain  in  my  0  rcises,  the 

bums  ot  the  Dutchman.  1  've  seen  Amstei  .  &o., 

and  yours  truly  is  that  ecstatic  that  be  wouldn't  mind  living  here 
all  his  time  on  twenty  thou  per  annum,  or  say  fifty  and  hove  done 
with  it. 

I  am  suffering  from  all  sorts  of  wobbles  from  having  been  on  the 
feed  for  the  last  fortnight.  The  wines  of  the  country  ain't  none  of 
your  tine  old  crusted  and  round  in  the  mouth  that  this  light- 
hearted  soldier  has  been  accustomed  to.  Talking  of  wines  ot  tin 
country,  this  innocent  recruit  was  once  let  in  for  a  sweet  thin  IT  bv  a 
Curate's  wife  in  the  Midland  district.  "Do  you  like,"  sain 
"the  wines  of  the  country  ?  "  I  surveyed  her  through  my  oye-giMB 
from  China  to  Peru,  and  replied  that  when  voyaging  I  alwa\ 
to  such  vangs,  and  loved  'em.  "  You  're  on,"  says  she,  or  words  to 
that  effect,  and  out  from  a  mahogany  mausoleum  she  brought  a 
bottle  of  red  currant  wine.  Being  always  quite  the  devoted 
courtier,  I  quaffed  ha !  ha !  and.  as  some  one  said  of  a  distinguished 
Cockalorum  who  'd  been  knocked  out  of  time  somehow,  I  never  smiled 
again.  I  left  England  with  a  shattered  constitution,  tearfully 
singing — 

"  Cherry  pie  is  very  nice, 

And  so  is  currant  wine ! " 

Ah,  my  literary  Dustman,  if  you've  got  an  enemy  anywhere 
about  you,  and  you  want  to  wake  him  up  a  bit,  send  him  a  dozen  of 
the  juice  of  the  currant,  only  don't  do  it  as  a  mark  of  respect  and 
esteem  to  a  relation  who 's  likely  to  put  you  in  his  will  for  an  odd 
twopence  or  so.  Take  the  advice  of  this  lively  soldier,  and  when 
the  wine  of  the  currant  country,  wink  your  vicked  eye,  do 
the  politest  possible,  and  say,  "No,  you  don't." 

Did  I  say  advice  ?  .  I  did.  Advice  was  the  word.  Take  it  from 
me.  Look  nere ! 

Y'ou  're  going  all  wrong  in  your  militaires  ;  quite  off  the  line,  and 
all  anyhow.  Mind,  I  've  known  warriors  of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  from  a 
gay  Prooshian  Hereditary  Grand  down  to  a  Dutch  Dragoon,  I've 
lived  in  Courts  and  Camps,  and  know  the  whole  bag  o'  tricks, 
where  the  doll's  head  goes  to,  and  where  the  eggs  are  to  be  found  in 
the  handkerchief,  and  if  you  ain't  down  on  some  of  these  Collapsing 
(  "i •liulorurns  there'll  be,  simply,  a  I'nirersal  Tittup. 

When  you  give  this  opinion  on  things  in  general  just  mention  my 
name  at  the  War  Office,  and  stagger  'em. 

Move  30,000  men  thirty  miles?  Hand  'em  over  to  this  gay 
militairc,  and  he  '11  bustle  em  a  bit. 

What  do  they, want  Vans  for?  If  they  do,  PICKFOBD  &  Co., 
ain't  in  the  hunt,  Holland 's  the  place.  There  are  as  many  vans  as 
dams  here ;  it 's  a  sort  of  division  of  masculine  and  feminine. 
Adoo !  Adoo  !  Talking  o'  vans  reminds  me  that  I  'm  on  the  feed 
with  MYSHEEH  VAN  DUNK  to-night,  and  so  no  more  at  present  from 
your  valued  and  esteemed  Cockalorum,  meaning  me,  Sir,  which  it 
were,  says  the  Duchess,  Yours  ever  with  sentiments  the  most  con- 
siderable and  distangy, 
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an  idea.     Yuii  come  out  and  assist  your  own, 

MYNHEER  VAN  DYNGWELL. 


THE    MERMAID    NO    MYTH. 

no    says   there   ore  no   Mermaids '{ 

"  \  -i  ITOSK  you  don't  believe  any 
history,  sacred  or  profane,"  said  a 
ater  at  the  Tower  of  London 
of  a  party  whom  he  was 
conducting    through     the     Horse 
ArniHiin.      That    person   had  ob- 
iliat  the  wearers  of  mediaeval 
armour  could  not  have  Keen  on  an 
'.    much    bigger    than 

i'\istiiif  nn  a.     II-  '• i    :'">nt  ti\v 

\  :   his  reprover  was  above 

live. 

A  great  many  people  cherish  tin 
incredulity  relinked  by  th.    Beef- 
eater.    They  don  in  any 
history  whatsoever,  sa< 
fune,                      disbelief  • 

(Veil     t 

latter  which  cone,  rns  th"  animal 
n.     They  don't  even  believe 
in  Niitui-al  History.     People  don).! 

if   the     Sa    N  n»  lit     exists.        Will 

iiy  the  reality  of  Mermaids': 
Mermaids  have  been  seen  on 
the  coasts  of  Scotland  by  respect- 
able persons,  who  told  a  gentleman 
so,  who  at  the  late  meeting 
British  Association  told  a  scientific 
audience  what  they  said.  Nobody 
present  questioned  a  statement 
about  which  there  can,  of  course, 
be  no  question  among  zoologists. 

The  Mermaid  (Siren  canora)  is 
one  of  the  connecting  links  of  which 
too  many  are  missing,  between  Man 
and  the  Marine  Ascidian.  She  is 
a  pneumono-branchiate  animal, 

and  as  there  are  no  males,  constitutes  an  instance  of  true  partheno- 
genesis. The  gills  which  supplement  the  thoracic  respiratory  organs 
of  the  Mermaid  are  situateaatalittle  distance  below  the  hips  in  the 
caudal  and  cold-blooded  portion  of  her  organisation,  which  is  sepa- 
rated from  the  upper  half,  wherein  warm  blood  circulates,  by  a  non- 
conducting medium  of  adipose  and  cellular  tissue.  Her  branchial 
system  is  immediately  connected  with  a  distinct  heart  identical  in 
structure  with  that  peculiar  to  the  class  ftiscei.  These  anatomical 
peculiarities  quite  sufficiently  explain  how  it  can  be  that : — 

"  Desinat  in  piscem  mulier  formosa  supernS." 

For  the  Mermaid  is,  as  to  her  termination,  one  of  the  true  pisces, 
and  not  a  cetacean,  as  has  been  ignorantly  surmised  by  ridiculous, 
contemptible,  and  stupid  fellows. 

Being  endowed  witn  gills  as  well  as  with  lungs,  the  Mermaid  is 
amphibious  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word.  For  the  greater  part  of 
her  time  at  the  bottom  of  the  ocean,  but  sometimes  seen  (by  Scotch- 
men) on  the  sea-shore,  she  is  equally  at  home  in  either  element,  and 
capable  of  enjoying,  alternately,  all  the  advantages  of  both.  Occa- 
sionally she  appears  above  the  billows,  with  her  head  and  shoulders 
visible,  and  a  portion  of  her  bust,  little  exceeding  the  quantity  dis- 
played at  a  boll  by  the  low  dress  fashionable  among  the  superior 
classes.  Now  and  then,  if  you  are  on  board  ship,  there  you  may  see 
the  wonderful  Mermaid,  according  to  popular  description,  with  a 
mirror  in  one  hand  and  a  small  pocket-comb  in  the  other,  admiring 
her  face  in  the  looking-glass,  and  singing  a  song  in  an  unknown 
tongue,  her  hair  all  about  her  shoulders  down  to  her  waist  in  disha- 
bille, and  she  a  combing  of  her  wet  locks  out  and  a  dressing  and  a 
tittivating  of  the  same. 


Debtors  and  Creditor. 

THE  Globe  had,  last  week,  a  good  article  headed,  in  large  letters, 
"  What  Conservatives  owe  to  themselves  and  to  the  Country."  The 
journal  explained  this  in  its  own  way.  We  should  have  done  so 
with  a  dissyllable.  "  Silence."  But  the  Liberals  are  equally  in 
debt  to  the  same  creditor,  and  we  trust  that  for  six  months  to  come 
both  parties  will  honestly  do  their  best,  by  handsome  instalments  of 
holding  their  tongues,  to  acquit  themselves  of  liabilities  rather  reck- 
lessly incurred  since  January  last.  ILu.  CAULYLE  agrees  with  us 
heartily. 

"  THE  BEST  POLICY."— That  with  the  largest  Bonus. 


O,    RAPTURE! 

(LITERATURE  FOR  THE  SEASON.) 

Sympathetic  Wife  (reads)  : — " '  Cut  up  a  cold  fowl  into  small  joints  ;  steep  them  in  a  basin  with  a  little  oil,  vinegar,  pepper,  and  salt ; 
drain  them  on  a  cloth  ;  dish  them  up  in  a  pyramidal  form  on  a  thick  bed  of  seasoned  shred-lettuces  ;  mask  them  all  over  smoothly  with 
some  white  Mayonnaise  sauce,  No.  37  ;  garnish  round  the  base  with  a  border  of  neatly  cut  quarters  of  hard-boiled  eggs,  the  hearts  of  lettuces, 
olives,  fillets  of  anchovies,  or  croutons  of  aspic  jelly !  Ornament  the  top  with  a  few  sprigs  of  tarragon  or  chervil ! '  0  ALGERNON, 
ALGERNON!  ISN'T  IT  SWEET!  1 1" 

Husband.  "LOVELY,  MY  OWN!  BEGIN  AGAIN  JUST  WHERE  YOU  MASK  THEM  ALL  OVEB  WITH  THE  MAYONNAISE  SAUCE,  YOU 
KNOW,  AND  READ  SLOWLY." 


AYETON  V.  ELCHO. 

AYETON  and  ELCHO  were  two  pretty  men, 
They  nagged  at  each  other  again  and  again : 
First  up  jumps  ELCHO,  a  question  lets  fly, 
With  a  sneer  wrapt  up  in  it,  sarcastic  and  sly : 
Then  up  jumps  AYBTON,  with  bounce  and  with,  brag, 
And  for  ELCHO'S  banter  returns  bully-rag. 

AYBTON  and  ELCHO  our  counsel  may  spurn, 
But  AYETON  and  ELCHO  have  both  this  to  learn — 
That  still  to  the  rough  tongue  'tis  roughly  replied, 
"While  'tis  the  soft  answer  that  turns  wrath  aside  : 
That  the  world  is  a  mirror,  in  which,  as  we  go, 
We  still  see  reflected  the  face  that  we  show. 

So,  if  ELCHO  would  try  AYHTON'S  rudeness  to  meet, 
With  a  little  less  outre-cuidance  and  conceit, 
And  would  AYETON  be  less  of  a  bully  and  bear, 
And  by  sparing  his  own  sneers  teach  ELCHO  to  spare, 
The  House  better  models  of  breeding  would  show, 
And  two  great  bores  to  small  be  converted,  I  know. 

Till,  perhaps,  howe'er  nature  with  discipline  fight, 
We  should  see  ELCHO  humble  and  AYETON  polite'; 
Hear  the  one  own  that  others  know  more  than  he  knows, 
And  the  other  forbear  to  give  bufl'ets  for  blows : 
And  happier,  and,  eke,  better  mannered,  would  be, 
Our  E  thanks  to  A,  and  our  A  thanks  to  E. 


HIGHLAND   HONOURS. 

ME.  PUNCH'S  silver  slipper  is  always  flung,  mentally,  after  a 
newly  wedded  couple,  but  he  seldom  puts  himself  "in  evidence" 
on  domestic  occasions.  Still,  he  always  reserves  to  himself  the  right 
to  say  whatever  he  pleases,  and  it  pleases  him  to  say  something 
about  a  wedding  that  took  place  on  Tuesday,  the  15th  August. 
When  a  lady,  or  her  family,  has  not  "  lacked  the  sacred  poet,"  but 
has,  by  virtue  of  his  verse,  become  historical  (as  in  the  case  of  LOKD 
MACAULAY'S  "  Valentine  "),  Mr.  Punch  has,  moreover,  a  special 
and  prescriptive  claim  to  notice  any  incident  affecting  either.  A 
lady  whose  family  is  very  old  indeed,  and  whose  family  name, 
thanks  to  song,  will  be  ^reserved  as  far  into  the  future  as  it  goes 
back  into  the  past,  graceiully  selected  the  Centenary  of  SIR  WALTEE 
SCOTT  as  the  day  for  her  bridal.  This  was  appropriate  and  grateful 
homage  to  the  poet  who  wrote, — 

"  Farewell  to  MACKENZIE,  High  Chief  of  Kintail !  " 

In  fact,  Mr.  Punch  considers  this  tribute  as  far  and  away  the 
prettiest  which  has  been  paid  to  the  memory  of  the  Magician.  _So 
he  publicly  throws  the  silver  slipper,  and,  again  to  quote  (with 
improvement)  the  Bard  of  the  North, — 

"  On  his  brave  vessel's  gunnel  he  drinks  their  BonaiL" 

Economists  of  the  Forces. 

IAOO,  when  the  British  Army's  Masters 
Have  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field, 

The  Navy's,  likewise,  are  mere  counter-casters, 
What  fruits  can  their  administration  yield 

By  sea  and  land,  mine  Ancient,  but  disasters  ? 
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THE   END    OF  THE  SEASON. 

BUTLEE.  "  BEFORE  TAKING  LEAVE  FOR  MY  HOLIDAY,  MY  LADY,  MAY  I  VENTURE  TO  HOPE  THAT  MY 
CONDUCT,  AND  THAT  OF  THE  OTHER  SERVANTS,  HAS  GIVEN  YOU  EVERY  SATISFACTION." 

BEITANNIA.  "TAKE  YOUR  HOLIDAY,  EWART.     THE  LESS  SAID  ABOUT  THE  REST  THE  BETTER!" 


AUGUST  26,  1871.] 
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MY    HEALTH. 

rsTLE  salutes  car.  Knter 
Mi"  .UNIT  STKM  in 
Yachting  dress,  blue  serge, 
sailor's  collar,  sailor's  knot, 
nantically-coloured  shirt, 
very  much  en  evidence  at 
the  wristbands.  Fair  hair 
stacked  on  the  top  of  her 
head,  relieved,  artistically, 
as  to  colour,  by  the  occa- 
sional appearance  of  a  black 
hair-pin,  and  on  the  top  of 
the  nair-stack,  a  small 
thatching  of  straw  in  the 
shape  of  an  inverted  i ' 
plate,  with  a  wide  blue 
riband  round  it,  with  two 
silver-trimmed  ends  flying, 
the  whole  being  lal 
in  front  of  the  hut,  N>//- 
phuie.  I  am  so  taken  aback 
oy  this  vision  of  light  that 
I  have  nothing  to  say. 
Thinking  of  it  afterwards, 
I  perceive  that  I  missed  on 
opportunity  of  making  a 
complimentary  allusion  to 
Xi/l/ihide  and  Syren,  all  in 
one.  On  second  thoughts  glad  I  didn't  say  it,  as  it  might  have 
sounded  like  comparing  her  to  the  double-headed  nightingale. 

.She  is  enthusiastic  on  the  subject  of  the  weather,  and  has  some 
twenty  imuiiru-s  to  make  about  all  sorts  of  things  of  WETHEURY. 
She  is  most  impulsively  playful,  and,  when  in  a  room  (unless 
engaged  deeply  in  a  novel  or  a  letter),  is  either  rushing  to  the  window 
to  look  at  something,  patting  refractory  hair-pins  which  won't  stay 
in  the  stack,  or  regarding  herself  in  the  glass  to  see  if  something 
or  other  (Heaven  knows  what,  or  where)  is  all  right,  rushing  out 
and  up-stairs  to  get  something,  or  preparing,  having  just  comr  in, 
to  go  out  again  immediately  for  something  else  which  is  apparently 
of  the  utmost  importance. 

"0!"  she  exclaims  suddenly.  "I  must  get  a  pair  of  gloves." 
Here  she  opens  her  eyes  archly,  and  looks  at  me.  "I've  got  no 
gloves.  Isn't  it  dreadful  ?  "  She  has  a  way  of  saying  "  Isn  t  it," 
which  arrests  my  attention.  It  is  a  pretty  way.  [Note.  Considering 
this  afterwards  coolly,  I  repeat  that  it  is  a  pretty  way  at  first,  but 
a  trifle  irritating  after  a  week  of  it.]  She  seems  to  take  a  low  note 
to  commence  with,  then  ascends  in  the  scale  in  a  sort  of  triple  time, 
intensifying  the  question.  To  put  it  as  a  versifier,  I  should  say 
that  her  "Isn't  it  dreadful,"  forms  the  last  two  feet  of  a  hexameter, 
dactyl  and  spondee,  thus— 

Im"t  it  dreadful  ? 

And  then  she  throws  her  eyes  gradually  up  and  then  lets  them  fall 
on  mine,  as  if  she  was  adding  each  time,  Am  I  not  an  Arch  Thing  ? 
Don't  I  look  you  through  and  through  ?  Ain't  I  fascinating ': 


y 
here  no  end  of  a  lark  ?  " 

Mem. — I  recollect  a  mysterious  story  of  LORD  LYTTON'S  (I  think), 
where  a  man  is  pursued  by  Eyes,  which  eventually  wither  him  up. 
BCNTER'S  eye  wouldn't,  but  Miss  J  ANTE'S — ah !  .  .  . 

Flash  (quite  a  lightning  Flash.)  Am  I  the  fascinator  ?  Or  are  we 
both  Fascinators.  Sympathetic  Fascinators  meeting  for  the  first 
time.  This  is  a  sort  of  experience  one  would  not  meet  with  while 
staying  merely  with  my  Aunt  and  DODDHIDGE. 

Flashes  leading  to  sudden  impulsii-e  resolution.  Been  too  much  of 
a  Hermit  lately.  Cultivate  female  society  more.  Thinking  of  Notes 
for  my  History  of  Motion,  and  Theory  of  Precognisances,  has  made 
me  too  much  of  a  thinker.  By  comparison  with  Miss  JANTE,  I  find 
how  very  grave  I  must  have  become.  She  appears  to  me  to  be  a 
trifle  too  volatile.  Perhaps  frivolous  people  have  spoilt  her  with 
compliments  and  vapid  conversation.  To  make  an  impression 
on  her  .  .  .  (Ah !  do  I  already  detect  myself  wanting  to  make 
an  impression.  No,  I  don't  like  this)  ...  I  mean  to  try  and  give 
more  weight  to  her  character,  which  I  urn  sure  is  all  she  needs ;  I 
will  converse  with  her  as  with  a  sensible  man.  She  is  as  flighty  and 
jerky  as  a  kite ;  to  steady  her  she  only  requires  a  tail.  Twill  be, 
as  it  were,  the  tail. 

Tn  myself,  trJiile  getting  my  hat  in  the  hall.  Why  all  this  interest? 
Do  I  ... 

Miss  STR  UTIIMEKE  wishes  to  know  if  there  is  time  for  her  to  go 
and  buy  some  gloves  ?  WETHEBBY  says  there  is.  "  Is  there  ?  " 


asks  Mis*  .UN IK,  "really?  Is  then-  /W/y  time  ? '.'  She  puts 
this  question  so  touchingly,  as  implying  that  her  experience  of  men 
has  taught  her  to  repose  no  Mmfiaenoe  in  tin  m,  even  in  the  most 
ordinary  dealings.  WBIHMBBT  replies,  "plenty,"  and  asks  mo, 
"  Will  I  go  with  Miss  JAXII:  to  the  glove  shop,  and  then  see  her 
safely  on  board." 

She  turns  at  once  to  me,  and  throws  the  full  light  of  her  eyes  »n 
me  as  she  says,  "  Will  you  be  so  good  'i  Are  you  quite  sure  it  doesn't 
bore  you  ?  "  with  great  emphasis  on  '  quite,'  and  increased  emphasis 
on  '  bin-e.'  1  replj-,  restraining  my  feelings,  that  to  bo  her  escort 
will  give  me  the  greatest  possible  pleasure.  And  we  go  out 
together.  I  and  this  fair-hairi-d  enthusiast.  .\'n/i: — It  C'ltnes  to 
me  that  her  conversation  consists  chit-fly  of  interrogatories  patheti- 
cally emphasised,  or  to  put  it  in  a  more  intelligible  form,  it  consists 
of  sentimental  conundrums. 

Xnte.—lt  she  like  this  (I  mean  all   eyes  and  emphasis)  with 
,  one,  or  is  it  only  with  me,  and  this  for  the  first  time.    The 
eyes  of  passers-by  are  upon  us.     On  ln-r  and  me.    And  her  eyes. 
.  .  .    t'n  regard  incendiinre.  .  .  .  T!I.  ;>y,  linfiinj  passed  by, 

seem  to  turn,  and  say,  "  What  a  tint-  sirl !  .  .  .  A  well-matched 
pair !  .  .  .  What  a  happy  fellow !  .  .  .  She  is  going  on  board  his 
(my)  yacht.  .  .  .  Who  is  she  ?  ...  Who  is  he  r "...  I  feel  that 
I  i ,  mid  stop  to  punch  all  heads  with  eye-glasses.  I  feel  that  to  start 
a  subject  01  conversation  which  shall  at  once  lift  me  above  the  level 
of  all  her  former  admirers,  is  not  en  -ht  to  be  done.  If  I 

remain  silent,  she'll  think  me  .it    1  don't  interest  her, 

she'll  become  interested  in  the  young  yachtsmen  (puppies !)  who 
are  lounging  about  in  all  sorts  "t  t,in<  \  costumes.  I  feel  that  not 
only  she,  but  everyone  else,  is  listening  to  me.  Odd :  I  can't  fish 
up  an  abstruse  subject;  and  to  plungo  abruptly  into  politics,  by 
asking  her,  suddenly,  "  What's  your  opinion  on  the  Corn  Laws  '; ' 
or;  "  Do  you  think  the  Ballot  Bill  will  be  passed  this  Session  ?  " 
might  lead  her  to  imagine  that  I  was  laughing  at  her.  And  then 
she  might  cry.  And  in  the  street,  too  !  M  y  Aunt  would,  I  know. 
While  I  am  thinking,  as  we  walk  along,  I  'in  almost  sure  I  see  her 
catch  some  young  man's  admiring  gaze  (I  never  saw  such  staring, 
impudent,  conceited  ...  I  believe  it 's  the  yachting  dress  does  it), 
and  then  half-glance  at  me — then  look  down  at  the  pavement ;  the 
glance  at  me  implying,  "  If  you  don't  talk,  I  must  find  some  one 
who  will !  "  I  must  speak !  About  what  '•!  No  mutter.  I  plunge  in. 
/i  i >f  Tlin'if/ht,  suggesting  a  Subject. — The  Sea. 

I  observe,  "How  beautiful  the  sea  looks  this  morning,  doesn't 
it?" 

She  returns,  "  Yes.    Isn^t  it  Beautiful  ? " 

I  reply,  "  Yes,  it  is."  Then,  with  a  slight  reflection  of  her  enthu- 
siasm, and  having  nearly  exhausted  the  subject,  that  is,  without 
bringing  poetry  in,  I  add,  "  It  is  Lovely ! " 

(Evident  Continuation  of  Dialogue) . — "You're  fond  of  yachting, 
Miss  STBAITHMERE  ?  " 

"0,  I  think  it  too  charming!  quite  too  charming!  Don't  yon?" 
I  reply,  with  enthusiasm  slightly  toned  down  in  consequence  of  not 
yet  clearly  knowing  what  sort  of  a  sailor  I  may  turn  out  to  be,  that 

I  do ;  yes,  it  is — delightful,"  and  I  hope  I  shall  find  it  so.  She 
then  goes  on,  "  My  brother  has  a  boat  at  Cowes." 

Note. — Her  Brother.  This,  as  it  were,  chills  my  ardour.  I  notice 
that,  if  you  are  anything  of  a  Lover,  the  mention  of  a  Brother  does 
chill  your  ardour.  He  immediately  becomes  something  to  be  got  rid 
of.  I  feel  inclined  to  reply,  "  I  really  don't  care  what  your  Brother 
has.  Don't  bring  in  your  Brother  to  me,  as  a  threat,  as  much  as  to 
say,  'If  you  go  too  far,  Sir,  there's  my  Brother!'"  Not  being 
tall  myself  (tall  enough,  though,  and  some  people  I  have  known 
have  said  that  they  preferred— far  preferred — my  height  to  any 
other) — not  being  tall  myself,  for  Miss  STRAITHMERE  to  mention 
her  Brother  at  the  outset,  sounds  as  if  she  wished  to  twit  me  with 
my  stature.  I  don't  exactly  know  why,  except  that  intuitively  I 
feel  that  if  he  is  mentioned  as  a  warning,  he  must  be  (to  hare  a 
deterrent  effect)  six  feet  high,  and  strong  in  proportion. 

I  disguise  my  feelings,  and  reply,  carelessly,  "Indeed!  Do  you 
often  go  out  with  him  ?  " 

"  0  no.  Though  I  should  like  to,  very  much.  He's  such  a  nice 
fellow.  He's  in  the  Fusileers.  I'm  sure  you'd  like  him  very 
much." 

She  divines  my  instinctive  enmity  to  all  of  her  race  who  might 
come  between  her  and  me. 

I  can  only  say  that  "  I  'm  sure  I  shall ; "  feeling  that  I  should 
hate  the  very  sight  of  him,  and  rather  hoping  to  hear  of  some  acci- 
dent to  him  out  at  sea,  or  that  he  'd  been  ordered  off  (he  and  his 
confounded  Fusileers)  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope. 

Keeping  up  this  interesting  topic,  I  remark  that  "it's  a  pity, 
as  her  brother 's  got  a  boat,  that  she  can't  go  out  oftener."  She 
can't,  she  answers,  because  of  Grandmamma,  who  always  wants  her 
to  be  with  her.  The  mention  of  Grandmamma  softens  me.  I  feel 
more  kindly  towards  her  relations ;  because,  if  she  has  to  attend  to 
Grandmamma,  like  little  Ked  Siding  Hood,  onlv  without  the  wolf 
of  course,  she  must  be  more  or  less  an  orphan.  "[JVfifc.  Odd,  too,  I 
never  can  think  of  orphans  without  fitting  them  (in  imagination) 
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THE    WORST    OF    TWO    STRINGS. 

Younger  Brother.    "WHAT'S  THE   MATTER,    MARY?     ARE  YOU   UNHAPPY   BECAUSE   NEITHER  OF   THOSE   FELLOWS  YOU  WERE 
FLIETING  WITH  AT  CROQUET  YESTERDAY,  PROPOSED  TO  YOU  ?  " 

Mary.  "  BOTH  DID,  TOM  !    AND /  SAID  '  Tss'  TO  TUB  WRONQ  ONE  I" 


with  white  caps  and  blue  dresses,  and  mittens,  and  connecting  them 
with  sinking  loud  in  church  and  an  asylum.  What  the  association 
of  ideas  is  I  don't  know,  but  it  seems  to  me.  on  analysis,  to  be  a 
notion  between  Hanwell  and  the  Foundling.]  I  don't  like  to  put 
this  question  at  once,  "Are  you  an  orphan?"  nor  do  I  like  to 
say.  There — tell  me  all  about  your  family  at  once,  and  have  done 
with  it.  Only  don't  keep  on  bringing  'em  out  one  by  one,  and  sur- 
prising me." 

Mental  Mem. — To  get  LADY  WETHEHBY  alone,  and  ask  her. 
Diplomatic  and  delicate.  This  I  decide  while  she  is  within,  pur- 
chasing her  gloves. 


THE  PICK-AXE  AGE. 

Go  ahead,  Gentlemen  Governors.  Pull  down  any  secular  building 
that  seems  to  be  in  the  way,  and,  as  Sir  Epicure  Mammon  says, 

"  Now  and  then  a  church." 

Temple  Bar  'is  doomed.  Now  MR.  LOWE  wants  to  destroy  the 
Church  of  St.  Clement  Danes,  where  DR.  JOHNSON  used  to  worship. 
All  right.  St.  Mary-le-Strand  is  an  obstruction  to  vans  and  drays, 
Let  us  erase  that.  More  room  is  wanted  in  Trafalgar  Square,  espe- 
cially as  Ms.  BRUCE  hands  it  over  to  legislators  of  the  rough  kind  ; 
down  with  St.  Martin.  Then,  though  St.  Margaret's  has  historical 
reminiscences,  especially  of  Commonwealth  days,  and  gives  scale  to 
the  Abbey,  there  would  be  room  for  a  large  grass-plat  for  the 
people,  with  Ayrton-statues,  were  St.  Margaret  invited  to  remove. 


jjcvyic,  witii  AjAMfu~Bu»iiuaB)    w cz c  am  Jii.u.1  gtire t  mvitcu   lu  rtmove. 

The  Abbey  itself  suggests  an  extinct  superstition,  and  its  architec- 
ture insults  that  of  the  Houses ;  do  we  want  the  Abbey  ?  Then 
what  a  splendid  sweep  for  the  carriages  of  the  "  self-made  men  01 
the  City,"  civic  knights,  and  the  like,  if  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  no 
longer  blocked  the  road  from  Cheapside  to  Ludgate  Hill !  Go  ahead, 
Gentlemen  Governors.  We  can't  do  much  in  the  way  of  building 
up  fine  things,  but  we  are  out-and-outers  at  knocking  them  down. 


THE  BEST  YELLOW. 

THE  connection  between  Education  and  Civilisation  has  long  been 
recognised,  and  the  encouraging  cry,  "  The  Schoolmaster  is  abroad," 
is  familiar  to  everybody.  It  seems,  however,  that  there  is  another 
potent  instrument  of  improvement  capable  of  furnishing  us  with  an 
equally  good  cry.  At  the  recent  meeting  of  the  British  Association, 
the  President  of  the  Section  of  Economic  Science  and  Statistics 
spoke  of  a  suggestion  which  had  been  made,  that  "  the  degree  of 
civilisation  existing  in  any  country  is  connected  with  the  quantity  of 
soap  there  consumed."  This  should  stimulate  us  all  to  fresh  ablu- 
tions, and  to  use  every  effort  to  enable  the  watchers  of  progress  to 
say,  "  The  Washerwoman  is  abroad."  Only  let  us  encourage  the 
consumption  of  soap  to  the  utmost,  and  we  may  wash  our  hands  of 
all  further  responsibility,  and  claim  the  Bath  as  a  fitting  reward  for 
our  services. 

A  Nation's  Hope 

Is  in  its  Soap. 


Alarming  Military  Intelligence. 

ALABMISTS  we  are  not ;  and  we  are  therefore  glad  to  state,  upon 
the  very  best  authority  (which  modesty  prevents  our  saying  is  our 
own),  that  there  is  no  truth  in  the  rumour  of  a  recent  reduction  in 
the  army.  The  report,  as  we  believe,  arose  from  what  was  said  in 
Parliament  with  reference  to  the  abandoned  Berkshire  Campaign, 
when  several  noble  orators  expressed  their  firm  convictions  that  the 
Horse  Guards,  the  Control  Department,  and  indeed  it  might  be  said 
the  British  Army  generally,  had  "  positively  shrunk"  from  it. 


The  Half-Crown  and  the  Crown. 

IT  is  said  that  the  Government  is  about  to  abolish  the  Half-crown. 
This  will  not  satisfy  friend  ODGER  and  the  lied  Republicans.  They 
will  say  that  it  is  doing  things  by  halves. 
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NO   WHITEBAIT. 

IN  this  day  of  small  things, 

Small  men,  and  small  measures, 
I. :il (ours  of  small  value 

Using  up  small  leisures  ; 
Small  straws  of  small  savings, 

Ity  small  wastes  made  small'  r  : 
Small  thoughts  in  big  language 

Striving  to  look  taller  ; 
With  so  small  a  profit 

From  big  words  and  wishes, 
Why  sliimM  -UT  tal;e  off  it 

I 'rice  of  these  small  iishes  'i 

Bnnnuets  are  for  soldiers 

WoMB  campaign  lias  ended 
•H>  (.'onquest  ptiri-Iia>'-il 

Ity  achievements  splendid : 
Not  for  those  whose  combats 

With  confusion  crown  them ; 
Who  have  marched  up  mountains 

Only  to  march  down  them : 
Not  for  those  whose  projects 

Whatso  their  dimensions, 
Do  but  pave  the  place  that 's 

Paved  with  good  intent  !• 

Not  for  those  who  sounding 

Loud  the  Liberal  credo, 
Charge  again  for  use  Pre- 

Rogative's  torpedo. 
And  in  open  combat 

Having  caught  a  Tartar, 
While  the  victor  triumph*, 

Blow  him  put  of  water. 
So  the  opposing  foe  they 

Bring  to  swift  undoing, 
Very  little  caring 

What  besides  they  ruin. 

Not  for  these  who,  mocking 

Sore  needs  of  the  nation, 
Offer  it  the  husks  of 

Party  legislation. 
Who  when  restless  England 

On  a  feverish  pallet 
Writhes,  unwashed,  untended, 

Proffer  her  the  ballot. 
Who  each  vested  interest 

First  defy,  then  bow  to  ; 
Warn  mobs  not  to  break  laws, 

And  then  teach  them  how  to. 

Not  for  those  whose  prowess 

Shows  but  in  profession ; 
Who  in  mess  and  muddle 

Spend  a  wasted  Session. 
Whose  cup  of  misfortune 

Reams  with  bitters  brimming ; 
Whose  troops  aren't  fit  for  marching 

And  their  ships  for  swimming  : 
Whose  bad  work  change  but  worsens- 

Sign  of  bungling  tailors, 
Till  like  BHUSIMEL'S  valet, 

Proud  to  count  "  our  failures." 

How  dare  we  embark  on 

Thames,  that  reverend  sire, 
To  whom,  taking  office, 

We  thought  to  set  fire  ? 
How  seek  the  "  Trafalgar"— 

Xame  to  Victory  dear ! 
Having  known  such  beatings 

All  this  weary  year  '' 
How  of  loaves  and  fishes 

Should  we  vote  supply  ? 
No !— If  we  've  a  dinner, 

Give  us  Humble  Pie  ! 


Extraordinary  Confession. 

ASTON  COKAJXE  has  lived  in  London  all  his  life.  He  is 
now  spending  his  holidays  in  the  country.  The  other 
day  he  was  taken  to  a  Horticultural  Show.  Before  he 
went,  he  thought  it  right  to  mention  that  he  did  not 
know  a  Cauliflower  from  any  other  flower. 


, 


'  THE    THINKER   AND    THE    WORKER." 

Governess.  "  Now,  MAT,  YOU  'VE  GOT  Two  THINGS  TO  LOOK  AFTER " 

May  (who  is  eminently  practical).  "  ALL  RIGHT— BAND- Box  AND  CARPBT-BAO  !" 
Governess.  "  AND  rou'  vs  TBREB  THINGS  TO  TAKJS  CABB  OF,  CHARLIE.    Now, 

WHAT  ARB  THEY  ?  " 

Charlie  (a  dreamy  and  absent  Boy).  "  THREE  THINGS  TO  TAKE  CARE  or  ?    0  I 

O  !     YES  !    THE  WORLD,  THE  FLESH,  AND  THE  D " 

Gmernesi.  "WHAT  ARE  YOU  TALKING  OF,  CHARLIE?" 

DANCING  IN  THE  DOG-DAYS. 

SUA  vs  rnari  magno,  and  so  on.  It  is  pleasant  also  on  the  sea-beach,  when 
you  are  reclining  in  the  cool  shade  of  a  rock-during  the  reign,  of  Sinus,  to 
think  of  the  audience  in  a  crowded  theatre.  What  a  testimony  London  play- 
goers have  been  bearing  to  the  merits  of  British  drama  and  British  acting !  But 
what  are  the  confessors  of  Melpomene  and  Thalia  to  those  of  Terpsichore  !  The 
Morning  Post  lately  reported  a  ball  given  by  a  noble  Earl  and  Countess, 
whereat  "the  company  began  to  arrive  soon  after  ten  o'clock ; "  iust  when  a 
philosopher  lights  the  pipe  which  is  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  sleep.  They 
went  on  dancing  nearly  two  hours  and  a  half,  in  what  an  atmosphere  only  fancy, 
on  a  night  following  a  noon  when  the  thermometer  had  registered  some  120°  in 
the  sun.  Phew ! 

There  was  waste  that  lacked  repair,  of  course,  "  and  at  half -past  twelve  the 
guests  sat  down  to  supper  laid  out  in  the  large  dining-hall."  They  sat  down 
to  eat  and  drink,  and  rose  up  to  go  off  to  bed  do  you  think?  No, _ rational 
friends,  not  they.  "  Dancing  was  resumed,  and  was  kept  up  with  spirit  until 
an  early  hour  in  the  morning."  Imagine  yourselves  in  their  places,  and  if  at 
the  same  time  you  are  in  fact  enjoying  the  cool  sea-breeze,  how  you  will 
enjoy  it !  Or,  while  you  are  taking  a  swim  in  the  fresh  salt  waves  (never  mind 
a  bull)  think  of  other  people  dancing  in  a  Turkish  Bath.  What  partner  could 
pay  you  for  the  diaphoresis  and  dyspnoea  attendant  on  waltzing  and  capering 
mthe  hottest  of  the  dog-nights  till  perhaps  four  o'clock  on  a  dog-momim.-  '- 
What  man,  subject  to  such  harvest-weather  as  we  have  latelv  rejoiced  in,  would 
dream  of  dancing  in  any  circumstances,  except  those  of  shepherd  and  shep- 
herdess of  old,  for  instance,  with  Amaryllis  in  the  shade  of  a  morning,  and  no 
end  of  iced  syllabub  ?  No  man  would,  but  a  day-dreamer,  dreaming  of  another 
man's  great  labour,  so  as  the  more  feelingly  to  realise  his  own  ease.  For  that 

Eurpose  imaginary  experience  of  the  treadmill  would  afford  him  a  contrast  far 
>ss  lively  than  that  of  the  hard  labour  to  which  unhappy  persons  of  the  supe- 
rior classes  subject  themselves  in  a  blazing  August  at  balls.  Let  him  picture  that 
to  himself,  then,  as  he  reclines,  and  blows  his  cloud,  and  quaffs  his  claret-cup. 
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SILLY    SUFFOLK   (?)    PASTORALS.-RECIPROCITY. 

Parson.  "I  HAVE  MISSED  YOU  FEOM  YOUR  PEW  OF  LATE,  MR.  STUBBINGS  — 

Fanner  (apologetically).  "  WELL,  SIR,  I  HEV'  BEEN  TO  MBET'N'  LATELY.     BUT — Y'  SEE,  SIB,  THE  REVEREND  ME.  SCOWLES  o'  THE 
CHAPEL,  HE  BOUGHT  SOME  PIGS  o'  ME,  AND  I  THOUGHT  I  OUGHT  TO  GI*  'M  A  TARN  !  ! " 


A  CLIMBING  GIRL. 

A  LADY  has  elomb  to  the  Matterhorn's  summit, 
Which  almost  like  a  Monument  points  to  the  sky. 

Steep  not  very  much  less  than  the  string  of  a  plummet 
Suspended,  which  nothing  can  scale  but  a  fly. 

This  lady  has  likewise  ascended  the  Weisshorn, 
And  what 's  a  great  deal  more,  descended  it  too, 

Feet  foremost ;  which,  seeing  it  might  be  named  Icehorn, 
So  slippery  'tis,  no  small  thing  is  to  do. 

No  glacier  could  baffle,  no  precipice  balk  her, 
No  peak  rise  above  her,  however  sublime. 

Give  three  times  three  cheers  for  intrepid  Miss  WALKEB. 
I  say,  my  boys,  doesn't  she  know  how  to  climb ! 


Further  Information  Wanted. 

"  Board,  15j.  Weekly.— A  Cheerful,  Liberal  Home  for  Gentlemen.  Musical 
young  society  .  .  .  ." 

WE  will  not  stay  to  inquire  whether  the  epithet  "Liberal"  has 
not  been  designedly  employed  to  indicate  the  political  opinions  of 
the  advertiser,  ana  to  warn  all  homeless  Conservative  gentlemen 
that  they  need  not  apply ;  but  we  should  like  to  be  satisfied  that 
"  Musical  young  society"  does  not  darkly  hint  at  the  presence  of 
one  or  more  babes  in  the  cheerful  family  circle. 


New  Field  for  Science. 

IN  the  opening  Address  of  one  of  the  Presidents  of  Sections  at 
the  Meeting  of  the  British  Association,  a  reference  was  made  to 
THOMSON'S  "  Theory  of  Dissipation."  The  question,  therefore,  has 
been  asked,  whether  the  Association  is  going  to  investigate  the 
phenomena  of  Fast  Life.  May  SIE  WILLIAM  THOMSON,  by  his 
'  Theory  of  Dissipation,"  teach  us  how  to  lessen  its  practice. 


"IS  THAT  THE  LAW?" 
"  The  ARCHBISHOP  or  CANTERBURY  started  on  Thursday." 

WE  are  not  surprised.  His  Grace  no  doubt  started  at  reading 
ME.  VOYSEY'S  quotation  from  DEAN  STANLEY.  "  If  the  law  were 
strictly  enforced,  we  should  all  have  to  'go  out,'  from  the  AECH- 
BISHOP  OF  CANTEEBUEY  to  the  humblest  curate  in  the  wilds  of 
Cumberland."  No.  On  second  perusal,  we  see  that  DB.  TAIT,  like 
the  signal  fires  in  the  Armada,  only 

"  Started  for  the  North." 
We  wish  him  a  pleasant  holiday,  but  the  moral 's  the  same. 


The  Army  and  the  Elements. 

THE  Department  of  Army  Control 

Gave  up  Berkshire's  intended  campaign, 
And  got  Government  into  a  hole, 

Because  they  were  afraid  it  woiild  rain. 
Better  soldiers  they  could  not  desire 

Than  our  troops  for  the  warm  work  of  slaughter. 
They  knew  they  'd  behave  well  under  fire  ; 

Feared  they  wouldn't  get  on  under  water. 


War  to  the  Knife— and  Fork. 

AN  Anti-Knife  Society  has  been  started  in  North  Italy,  and  we 
are  told  has  been  "  received  with  general  approbation."  For  this 
there  seems  to  be  fair  grounds,  considering  the  base  uses  to  which 
knives  are  put  in  Italy.  Happily  such  uses  are  not  known  here  in 
England  ;  but  just  fancy  if  among  us,  with  a  view  to  substitute 
dessert  and  tea  for  dinner  (as  was  lately  done  in  Edinburgh),  there 
were  set  on  foot  an  Anti-Knife-and-Fork  Society ! 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


AKK  time  to  examine  the  wonderful  picture  which  half  embraceth  this  page,  and 
then  proceed. 

Friday,  18th  August.  Be  pleased  to  comprehend  this  Vaccination  question.  The 
Commons^  at  Ministerial  instance,  carried  a  clause  in  the  new  Bill,  whereby  a  parent 
who  is  wicked  enough,  or  ignorant  enough,  to  omit  vaccinating  his  child,  would 
be  exempted  from  more  than  two  fines.  That  is,  for  £2,  he  could  buy  the  right  to 
risk  the  life  of  his  child  and  the  lives  of  scores  of  other  persons.  The  Lords 
knocked  out  this  clause,  and  he  maybe  fined  over  and  over  again  till  he  obeys 
the  commands  of  law  and  sense.  LORD  HALIFAX  said  something  about  "  conscientious 
scruples."  SIB  WAITER  SCOTT  makes  one  of  his  Highland  characters,  in  the  Heart  of 
Mid  Lothian,  allude  to  such  things,  and  add,  "  Send  vour  conscientious  objector 
to  me,  and  I  '11  tow  him  at  the  tail  of  my  boat  for  half  an  hour.  Deil,  but  I  '11 
see  whether  the  water  of  the  Holy  Loch  will  not  wash  off  scruples  as  well  as  fleas." 
Violence  is  objectionable;  but  there  be  cases  in  which  it  is  desirable  to  be  emphatic. 
The  Lords  carried  their  point  only  by  8  to  7,  but  the  Government  accepted  the  decision. 

In  the  Commons  the  Appropriation  Bill — a  formality,  but  an  uncommonly  useful 
one,  as  it  prevents  a  Government  that  has  obtained  money  for  one  purpose  from 
using  it  for  another — passed. 

That  mystic  Ex  Capite  Lecti  Bill  was  withdrawn,  and  LORD  ELCHO  made  his  last 
attack  upon  MR.  GLADSTONE,  whom  he  accused  of  all  sorts  of  mismanagement  and 
want  of  tact.  CABDWELL,  the  Druid,  made  a  spirited  answer,  and  advised  LORD 
KI.CIIO  to  amend  his  own  ways,  whereon  MR.  HENLEY  administered  another  castiga- 
tion  to  the  Government. 

Saturday.  The  Lords  met,  and  LOBD  REDESDALK  went  into  a  review  of  the 
Session.  He  meant  well,  that  is  he  meant  mischief,  but  Mr.  Punch,  though  ever 
young,  is  old  enough  to  recollect  how  NF.STOU  LYXDIII nsr  used  to  perform  this  kind 
of  operation.  It  is  a  reversal  of  the  REHOBOAM  process.  It  is  the  later  man  that 
chastises  with  "whips,"  while  the  older  one  laid  it  on  with  "scorpions" — which 
word  does  not  mean  venomous  reptiles,  as  probably  the  Jerusalem  Chamber  will 
expound,  some  ten  years  hence.  Among  LORD  KKI>I:M>U ,i;'s  points  was  liis  tinning 
the  Ballot  Bill  a  measure  for  enabling  people  to  lie  without  being  found  out.  Its 
effect,  he  said,  must  be  demoralising,  and  a  man  might  have  the  satisfaction  of 
being  returned  by  100  liars,  whom  ho  had  induced  to  lie.  LORD  HALIFAX  thought, 
that  the  Lords  ought  to  have  shown  more  respect  for  MR.  GLADSTONE'S  majority  of 
100.  THE  LORD  CHANCELLOR  made  a  weak  speech  in  answer,  but  at  the  end  spoke 
out  manfully  for  MK.  GLADSTONE,  "  A  more  noble,  honourable,  high-minded  man  he 
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SIGNS    OF    THE    BATHING    SEASON. 

"How  is  THIS,  MR.  TONGS?  You  HAVE  NOT  SENT  HOME  MY  TRAVELLING 
CHIGNON,  YET?" 

"  BEO  PARDON,  M'M,  I'M  SURE.  BUT  THE  FACT  is,  WE'VE  BEEN  so  BUSY 
MAKIN'  UP  OUR  SEASIDE  BACK  'AiR." 


knew  not,  and  he  cared  not  who  said  the  contrary."  LORD  REDESDALE  having, 
in  reply,  predicted  that  a  House  chosen  by  secret  voting  would  probably  be 
an  objectionable  one,  and  declared  that  it  would  be  dangerous  to  defer  to  the 
opinion  of  a  single  House  of  Commons  on  such  a  question,  their  Lordships' 
Session  was  at  an  end. 

In  the  Commons  there  was  talk  about  British  Subjects  in  Mexico.  "We  have 
had  nothing  to  say  to  that  disreputable  nation  of  late,  as  its  so-called  Govern- 
ment refuses  to  speak  to  any  State  that  recognised  the  murdered  EMPEROR 
MAXIMILIAN.  Of  course  England  is  not  going  to  demean  herself  by  being  the 
first  to  seek  a  reconciliation.  Meantime,  equally  of  course,  the  Mexicans  gladly 
avail  themselves  of  the  quarrel  to  do  some  barefaced  cheating  in  regard  to  money 
borrowed  from  English  subjects.  It  seems  hard  that  bond-holders  should  be 
robbed  because  their  debtors  sulk :  perhaps  a  precedent  may  be  found  in  the 
course  PRINCE  BISMARCK  is  about  to  take  with  the  Mexicans  of  Roumania. 

MR.  SCOUHFIELD  gave  notice  that,  unless  the  ways  of  the  Telegraph  are  much 
mended  during  the  recess,  he  will,  after  it,  be  down  on  the  Post-Office. 
Mr.  Punch  reads  of  wonderful  blunders  committed  by  telegraph  clerks — in  one 
case  a  husband  read  that  his  wife  was  about  to  flee  to  Dover,  and  she  asked 
him  to  pray  for  her,  the  message  being  that  she  was  gone  to  tea  in  Dover 
Street,  and  he  was  t9  stay  for  her.  Such  errors  are  calculated  to  cause  some 
inconvenience  in  families. 

Monday.  Six  Peers  met.  That  majestic  assemblage,  having  been  joined  by 
some  Ministers,  sent  the  Black  Rod  to  the  Commons  to  request  their  attendance, 
But  Black  Rod  was  kept  waiting,  and — 

"  With  huge  two-handed  engine  at  the  door 
Stood  ready  to  smite  once,  and  had  to  smite  several  times  more." 

(MILTON,  improved.) 

For  MR.  TORRENS,  in  a  Royal  Warrant  debate,  had  asked  why  SIR 
ROUNDELL  PALMER  had  not  attended  to  support  the  Ministers.  Now  the 
Ministers,  being  fully  aware  of  the  value  of  a  favourable  opinion  from  SIR 
ROUNDELL  PALMER,  who  is  the  head  of  his  profession,  had  got  a  letter  from 
that  distinguished  lawyer,  and  naturally  wished  the  Country  to  hear  this 
Testimonial  to  their  character.  It  did  not  come  to  very  much,  but  he  saic 
that  MR.  GLADSTONE'S  proceeding  in  the  matter  of  the  Abolition  of  Purchase 


lad  been  quite  constitutional,  and  perhaps  as  unob- 
ectionable  as  any  way  of  dealing  with  the  matter  could 
lave  been.  Black  Rod  had  to  wait  while  MR.  CARD- 
TELL  announced  this  approving  pat  on  the  head  from 
SIR  ROUNDELL,  and  then  about  Sixty  of  the  faithful 
Commons  proceeded  into  the  House  of  Lords. 

The  Lord  Chancellor,  HATHERLEY,  then  read  the  Royal 
Speech.  It  was,  in  length  and  tone,  quite  another  affair 
han  the  grand  Speech  of  Promise  that  opened  the  Session. 
I!H.  CARLYLE  will  please  annotate  : — 

1.  Release  from  your  "  unwearied  labours."     [Please 

your  31',  all  but  66  of  us  are  after  the  grouse.] 

2.  Thanks  for  the  money  for  my  children  LOUISE  and 

ARTHUR.  [Glad  you  have  got  it,  your  M',  partly 
because  they  are  deserving  young  people,  partly 
because  we  affirm  the  principle  of  common  hones!;/.] 

3.  Our  fingers  have  not  been  singed  in  the  European 

conflagration.  [No,  your  MJ,  but  they  would  hum 
been  awfully  burned  if  certain  democrats  had  had 
their  way.] 

4.  We  have  an  excellent  Treaty  with  America.    [Proof 

of  the  pudding,  etc.,  your  M'.  Hut  if  PALMKR 
and  COCKBURN  let  us  be  done,  tchere  doth  wisdom 
abide  ?] 

5.  France,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  is  tired  of  Free  Trade. 

[Pity,  your  M'.  Hut  she  may  soon  come  to  her 
senses.] 

6.  Thanks  for  the  Compensation  Money  to  the  Officers. 

[  We  will  live  in  hope,  your  M',  that  we  have  not 
bought  a  Pig  in  a  Poke,  or  Bag.] 
1.  I  observe  with  concern  that  you  have  not  been  able 
to  bring  certain  Bills  to  a  definite  issue.  [Infinite 
talk,  your  M',  has  had  much  to  do  with  this,  and 
very  incomplete  conviction,  in  sundry,  has  had 
much  more,  though  this  is  not  to  be  said  aloud. 

8.  But  you  have  done  something.    [Thanks,  your  M'.] 

9.  You  have   passed    Seven  Measures.     [Delightful, 

your  M'.] 

A.  The  Army  Act. 

B.  The  Westmeath  Crime  Act. 

C.  The  University  Tests  Act. 

D.  The  Repeal  of  the  Ecclesiastical  Titles  Act. 

E.  The  Trades'  Unions  Act. 

F.  The  Local  Government  Act. 

G.  The  Judicial  Committee  (P.C.)  Act. 
[Your  M'  is  gracious.    "  We  are  Seven."    A.    we 

need  not  say  much  about.  B.  is  a  very  mild  police  Bill. 
C.  is  something  we  could  not  help  passing.  D.  is  waste 
paper  thrown  after  waste  paper.  E.  is  good  work,  and 
not  disfigured  by  concession  to  clamour.  F.  will  fill  the 
nation  with  joy  and  gladness,  no  doubt,  when  we  come  to 
understand  the  good  we  have  been  doing,  and  MR,  JAMES 
STANSFELD  is  going  to  do.  G.  Friends  at  a  distance  will 
please  accept  this  intimation.  Again,  thanks  for  your 
M''s  gracious  memory.  We  had  no  idea  that  we  had 
been  such  industrious  patriots.] 

10.  Revenue,  Trade,  Harvest,  are  all  subjects  for  con- 
gratulation.    [Amen,   your    M'.     So  is   the  fact 
that  the  Session  of  1871  has  come  to  an  end.] 
Adieu,  till  the  7th  November.  [Eh,  your  M'  ? 

We  trust  that  you  are  graciously  pleased  to  mean 
the  1th  of  February.  Because,  with  the  utmost 
conceivable  loyalty,  veneration,  and  reverence,  we 
mention  that  as  the  appointment  we  make.  All 
health  and  happiness  to  your  Majesty.] 

[Exeunt  Omnes. 


11. 


More  "Knights  of  Malta." 

IN  the  report  of  the  nomination  for  East  Surrey,  we 
read  that  SIR  THOMAS  TLLSON  "  described  the  candidate 
he  proposed  [Mit.  WATNEY]  as  one  of  '  an  eminent  firm 
of  brewers,'  who  would  be  laying  out  money  in  the 
county,  and  was  met  by  the  rejoinder  that  '  East  Surrey 
wanted  some  one  with  brains.' "  Ms.  WATNEY'S  proposer 
evidently  hoped  that  what  East  Surrey  wanted  was  some 
one  with  grams.  As  MR.  WATNEY  is  elected,  East  Surrey 
must  expect  to  be  called  Yeast  Surrey. 


TOUCHING  HER  NIGHTCAP. 


WHEN  MRS.  MALAPROP  does  take  a  glass  of  something 
at  night,  she  likes  it  pretty  strong— she  hates,  she  says, 
to  have  her  rum-and-water  too  much  polluted. 
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RECOLLECTIONS    OF    THE    HOLIDAYS. 

Fitasy  JSody  (in  search  of  a  Seal).   "  A'  Frj'  HERE  ? " 
Voice  from  the  Depths,  "  '  WB  AK'NA  Fou,  WE'RK  no  SAK  For, 
BUT  Jisr  A  DRAPPIE  IN  OCR  E'E — 


CLEEICAL  CHIMERA. 

Now  is  the  season  for  Monsters.  A  contemporary  has  come  out 
with  a  portentous  one.  It  thus  announces  : — 

"  A  RITUALIST  NAVAL  CHAPLAIN.— Some  astonishment  has  been  created 
at  Chatham  in  consequence  of  the  removal  of  the  REV.  J.  ROBSON  from  the 
chaplaincy  of  the  dockyard,  owing,  ai  it  is  alleged,  to  ritualistic  practices." 

For  a  monster  what  creature  could  possibly  turn  up  more  prodi- 
gious than  a  Ritualist  Naval  Chaplain?  Of  all  sea-monsters  such  a 
monster  will  be  unanimously  voted  the  most  monstrous.  Hut  is  this 
monster  a  fact  or  a  myth  r  Query.  His  announcement  certainly 
requires  confirmation,  since : — 

"  It  would  be  extremely  difficult  for  any  one  who  knows  Chatham  Dock- 
yard Chapel  to  understand  how  ritualism  to  any  extravagant  extent  could  be 
rurrii'd  nut,  us  there  is  no  chancel,  and  an  enormous  '  three-decker '  hides 
from  view  the  east  end  of  the  ugly  square  building." 

Ay,  but  if  there  is  a  table  visible,  a  Ritualist  Naval  Chaplain 
might  insist  on  standing  on  points  in  relation  thereto ;  points  ot  the 
11  pass.  He  might  make  it  a  rule  to  take  up  his  position,  for 
ample,  N.E.  instead  of  N.,  or  to  station  himself  precisely  E.N.E.. 
or  N.E.  by  E.  And  then  it  is  possible  that  he  would  wear  a  sort  of 
millinery  which  might  cause  sonic  of  his  seafaring  congregation  to 
think,  if  not  to  sing : — 

"  Go  patter  to  lubbers  and  swabs,  d'ye  see, 
About  chasubles,  albs,  and  the  like." 

Besides,  the  alleged  Ritualist  Naval  Chaplain  is  not,  in  truth, 
removed,  but  translated— in  a  sense  other  than  Bottom1  >.  For  all 
the  allegation  of  his  Ritualism : — 

"  However,  MR.  ROIISON  goes  to  the  chaplaincy  of  the  Hoyal  Marines,  at 
Portsmouth,  and  the  REV.  T.  ASUE,  B.A.,  late  Chaplain  of  the  training-ship 
Implacable,  succeeds  him  at  Chatham." 

Surely  the  Admiralty  can  have  no  idea  that  different  styles  of 
chaplain  should  be  supplied  to  diverse  branches  of  the  naval  service. 


compass, 
r-xiim 


ME.  GOSCHEN  is  doubtless  exempt  from  the  obsolete  notion  that  one 
special  branch  of  that  service  is  peculiarly  characterised  by  absurd 
credulity.  He  would  not,  by  transferring  a  Ritualist  Naval  Chap- 
lain from  a  Chaplaincy  in  a  Dockyard  to  a  Chaplaincy  of  Marines, 
mean,  practically,  to  say,  with  regard  to  Ritualism,  Tell  that  to 
the  Marines— the  sailors  won't  believe  you." 


A  REAL  DANGER. 

"According  to  Le  Havrt,  about  forty  Prussian  offl",ers  in  mufti  leave 
Dieppe  every  morning  for  England,  their  object  being  to  visit  the  military 
establishments  of  Great  Britain." 

HERE  at  last  is  an  actual  invasion !  Prussian  officers  landing  on 
our  defenceless  shores,  on  the  transparently  flimsy  pretext  of  making 
themselves  acquainted  with  our  military  establishments,  at  the  rate 
(excluding  Sundays)  of  240  a  week,  or  in  this  present  September,  of 
1080  a  month,  or,  amazing  and  terrifying  total,  of  12,520  a  year ! 
We  commend  this  startling  announcement  to  the  attention  of  the 
Cabinet  (Parliament,  unfortunately,  is  not  sitting),  the  Commander- 
in-Chicf,  the  War  Office,  the  Commanders  of  all  Volunteer  Corps, 
the  Author  of  "The  Battle  of  Dorking,"  Sergeant  Slower,  and 
Cheeks  the  Marine. 


A  Plea  for  Temple  Bar. 

MUST  Temple  Bar  fall  ?  There  is  something,  at  least,  to  say  why 
it  should  not.  It  may  be  of  no  use  now ;  but  the  time  may  arrive 
when  it  will  be  useful,  and  serve  again  a  use  which  it  has  served 
before.  The  progress  of  Anarchy  may  sooner  or  later  replace  the 
British  Constitution  with  a  democratic  republic,  found,  on  a  short 
trial,  impracticable,  and  succeeded  by  a  military  despotism.  Then 
the  Tyrant  on  the  Throne  of  England  may  want  Temple  Bar,  to  put 
the  heads  of  rebels  on. 
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HOME-RULE. 

Too  long  has  i'air  Erin  put  up  wid  the  Saxon, 

His  yoke  on  our  shoiilthers,  his  scourge  our  bare  backs  on  : 

Since  lirst  Snmoxciiow  led  his  mailed  Knights  over  say, 

To  make  EVA  his  wife,  and  Quid  Ireland  his  prey  ; 

Since  the  Lords  of  the  Pale  shed  the  (raid  blood  like  wather, 

And  CROMWELL'S  curse  swept  us  wid  fire  and  wid  slaughter  ; 

Then  WILLIAM  the  Dutchman,  worse  luck,  won  the  round, 

Anil  turned  the  Green  Isle  into  Orangeman's  ground : 

Till  but  to  he  Catholic  served  for  a  cause 

"\Vliy  they  'd  skin  you  alive,  undther  black  penal  laws. 

And  they  'd  put  pitch-caps  on  ye,  the  brains  to  keep  cool 

That  dared  but  to  dhrame  of  Pat's  right  to  Home-Rule  ! 

And  now  IVnal  laws  has  been  pitched  to  the  devil, 

They  think  to  humbug  us  by  thraitin'  us  civil : 

Thry  our  pisints  to  win,  tinant-right  by  allowm', 

And  our  Priests  by  the  Protestant  Church  disendqwin  I 

I!y  openin'  our  eyea  would  they  sthrike  us  wid  blindness, 

And  think  to  cajole  us  wid  justice  and  kindness  ¥ 

No,  we  '11  show  them  the  blood  in  our  veins  runs  as  sthrong 

Against  Saxon  right,  as  against  Saxon  wrong ; 

And  we  '11  use  blisther  powder,  lest  ould  sores  should  cool, 

And  sing  Erin-go-bragh,  and  more  power  to  Home-Rule ! 

From  Derry  to  Cork,  and  from  Shannon  to  Liffey, 
Give  us  Home-Rule  and  wrong  will  be  right  in  a  jiffy  ; 
We  '11  resthore  the  ould  blood  to  its  place  in  the  land, 
And  we  '11  set  up  the  ould  Brehon  laws  out  o'  hand : 
And  on  all  that  attimpts  Brehon  law  to  resist 
We  '11  sarve  an  ejictment,  shillelagh  in  fist : 
And  the  ould  rights  and  bloods  that  may  happen  to  cross, 
We  '11  lave  fight  it  out,  as  frinds  ought,  afther  mass : 
Till  for  coorts,  pleas,  and  processes,  nought  shall  be  seen, 
Hut  alpeens  in  the  fist,  and  thrailed  coats  on  the  green  ; 
And  Milesians  no  more  Saxon  statutes  shall  fool, 
But  the  right  of  the  sthrongest  be  right  of  Home-Rule ! 

Then  the  base  bloody  press  of  the  Saxon  no  more 

AVid  the  slime  of  the  sarpint  shall  poison  our  shore  : 

Where 's  our  need  of  their  dirty  onld  Times  and  the  rest, 

While  wid  Felon,  and  Nation,  and  Irishman  blest ; 

That  in  spite  of  the  Castle,  its  spies,  and  its  scoff, 

Their  pathript  prints  by  the  million  sould  off  ? 

And  the  divil  a  lie  Celtic  wit  could  invent, 

But  the  length  and  the  breadth  of  the  Green  Isle  it  went : 

Say,  shall  service  like  theirs  be  forgot  in  the  hour 

When  the  ould  wrongs  is  righted,  the  ould  blood  is  power  ? 

No — on  National  wings  Erin's  papers  shall  fly, 

Wid  a  Pathriot-cause  into  truth  to  turn  lie  : 

Let  the  slow-witted  Saxons  to  facts  go  to  school — 

Flight  of  Fancy  shall  bear  high  the  Press  of  Home-Rule  ! 

And  d'ye  think  we  '11  be  wantin'  the  blessin'  of  Heaven 

Our  Laws  and  our  Press  wid  religion  to  leaven  ? 

Of  their  rights  of  the  conscience — their  Bible,  and  all, 

Your  soupers  and  swaddlers  may  blusther  and  bawl ; 

But  give  me  the  Church,  wid  a  Pope  for  its  guide, 

That  can't  make  a  blundther,  the  sowl,  if  he  thried  : 

Whose  sons  at  Heaven's  Gate,  Pether's  forced  to  let  in, 

If  they  show  the  priest's  cross,  and  his  oil  on  their  skin. 

Sure  what  can  their  parsons  for  Protestants  do 

But  prache  up  repintance,  and  practise  it  too  ? 

But  ours  is  the  Church  can  rub  out  a  boy's  sins, 

Till  his  sowl  shines  as  clane  as  a  row  of  new  pins. 

You  '11  see  no  more  mixed  godless  college  and  school, 

When  the  Church  of  the  Priest  is  the  Church  of  Home-Rule ! 


Graceful,  as  Usual. 

ME.  JOHN  GILBERT  becomes  a  Baronet.  And  a  Baronetcy  becomes 
ME.  JOHN  GILDEBT.  Very  likely  some  Frenchman,  confusing  recol- 
lections of  Iranhoe,  will  call  him  "  SIE  Bois-GlLBEM,"  and  say 
that  he  was  so  named  because  he  drew  splendidly  on  wood.  Anc 
our  French  friend  will  make  a  good  shot,  but  then  "  SIB  Bois  "  can 
do  a  great  deal  more.  His  name,  in  the  opposite  sense  to  that  of  the 
poet  who  made  the  line,  "is  writ  in  water,"  and  long  may  he  he 
director  of  the  one  Water  Company  that  has  no  pumps. 

EECOMMENDED  TO  THE  FACULTY. 

IT  is  a  remarkable,  but  unaccountable  fact,  that  in  the  whole 
range  of  medical  literature  there  is  not  a  word  of  mention  of  the 
extraordinary  consumption  of  strengthening  medicines,  quinine 
steel,  &c.,  by  the  Two  Tonic  Races. 


THE  "SILLY"  SEASON. 

PARLIAMENT  is  prorogued.  The  Opera  Houses  and  most  of  the 
Theatres  are  closed.  The  Peerage  and  Baronetage  have  left  London. 
Tie  Philosophers  have  held  their  Annual  Meeting.  The  Archajo- 
ogists  have  finished  their  ruins  and  their  luncheons.  The  Social 
Science  Congress,  and  the  Church  Congress,  and  all  the  other 
Congresses,  have  not  yet  assembled.  The  Inverary  festivities  will 
oon  be  over.  The  Assizes  are  at  an  end.  Letters  on  the  Abolition 
of  Purchase,  the  Royal  Warrant,  the  Ballot  in  the  Colonies,  the 
Faults  and  Mistakes  in  our  System  of  Ship-building,  Vaccination, 
ind  other  such  serious  subjects  will  be  ceasing,  and  it  is  settled  that 
we  have  coals  enough  for  at  least  another  thousand  years. 

What  will  the  newspapers  do  Y  How  do  they  mean  to  maintain 
heir  circulation,  and  keep  their  readers  awake  during  the  heavy 
eason?  Happily  there  is  no  war.  Mermaids,  and  Sea-wrpents, 
ml  sharks,  and  sturgeons,  and  freaks  of  Nature,  and  Meteorites, 


will  prove  an  inestimable  blessing,  but  something  more  stirring  is 
wanted  for  that  insatiate  creature,  the  General  Reader. 

So  many  subjects,  social  and  domestic,  have  been  discussed  in 
>ast  "silly"  seasons,  that  it  must  be  difficult  to  find  and  start  a 
'resh  and  attractive  topic.  Perhaps,  therefore,  the  humane  SII-L'.  s- 
-ion  of  the  following  themes  for  leaders,  and  letters,  and  articles, 
will  prove  a  welcome  boon,  and  awaken  feelings  of  gratitude  in  the 
>reasts  of  Editors  and  the  bosoms  of  Writers. 

1.  The  lonely  lives  of  Domestic  Servants  left  to  wither  and  languish 
n  London  on  15oard  Wages,  with  letters  from  them  in  the  original 
spelling  and  grammar. 

2.  The  experiences  of  Toll-bar  Keepers  (before  they  all  become 
;xtinct). 

3.  The  alarming  rise  in  the  price  of  ortolans,  peaches,  plovers' 
^ggs,  Strasbourg  pies,  wheatears,  woodcocks,  and  other  necessaries 
)!  life. 

4.  The  serious  prevalence  of  defective  vision  amongst  the  popula- 
ion  of  these  islands,  as  evidenced  by  the  growing  use  of  double  eye- 
lasses  by  the  young  ladies  of  the  upper  and  middle  classes. 

5.  The  use  and  abuse  of  Brilliantine. 

6.  Would  it  be  desirable  to  revive  the  nightcap  as  an  article  of 
domestic  wear  ? 

7.  The  feeding,  breeding,  housing,  and  general  care  and  manage- 
ment of  the  tame  rabbit. 

8.  British  wines. 

9.  Old  clothes. 

10.  A  few  well  selected  statistics,  showing  the  total  number  of 
[lowers  worn  in  the  button-hole  by  young  men  in  the  Metropolis 
during  the  months  of  May,  June,  and  July,  and  the  number  of  each 
variety ;  the  amount  of  money  paid  for  them  ;  the  acreage  of  ground 
required  for  their  cultivation ;  the  wages  paid  to  the  persons  em- 
ployed to  raise,  transport,  and  vend  them ;  and  the  average  time 
the  flowers  remain  in  the  coat. 

11.  Fancy  dogs. 

12.  The  wants,  grievances,  and  neglected  condition  of  journey- 
men metaphysicians  and  moral  philosophers. 


FOOLS  AND  FIREARMS. 

THE  Newspapers  have  lately  been  more  than  usually  enlivened 
with  paragraphs  headed,  "  Murderous  Folly,"  and  "  Fatal  Accident 
with  Firearms."  Scarcely  a  week,  however,  passes  in  any  season  of 
the  year,  during  which  there  is  not  reporteoT  some  death  resulting 
from  what  it  is  an  euphemism  to  call  the  incautious  use  of  guns  and 
pistols ;  that  is  to  say,  pointing  a  pistol  or  a  gun,  supposed  to  be  un- 
leaded, at  somebody  whom  it  goes  oft'  and  kills.  This  is  an  act  of 
folly  which  there  is  really  no  excess  of  severity  in  calling  murderous. 
There  is,  indeed,  something  of  a  murderous  nature  in  the  "  lark"  of 
which  the  "fun"  mainly  consists  in  gloating  over  the  idea  of  a 
possible  assassination.  The  gent  who  points  a  firearm  at  his  com- 
panion (generally  a  girl)  oftener  than  not  carries  his  hideous  fatuity 
so  far  as  to  pull  the  trigger.  In  the  excess  of  his  imbecile  brutality 
he  will  sometimes  even  snap  ofl'  a  cap.  And  in  case  he  shoots  any 
one  dead  the  verdict  on  his  act  of  criminal  zanyism  is  "  homicide  by 
misadventure."  ME.  ODGEE  and  his  followers  will  probably  hold  no 
demonstration  in  Hyde  Park  to  demand  an  amendment  of  the  law  in 
this  particular.  Otherwise,  could  not  Government,  during  the  next 
Session,  contrive  to  carry  an  enactment  rendering  the  intentional 
aiming  at  any  one  of  any  weapon,  whether  loaded  or  not,  by  whose 
discharge  life  might  be  endangered,  an  offence  punishable  by  a  con- 
siderable term  of  imprisonment  and  hard  labour ;  if  not  indefinite 
detention  in  an  Asylum  for  Idiots. 
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THE  COAL  MERCHANT'S   COALS. 

SPARK  house  coals? 
Bless  your  souls, 

Yes;  but,  ui1  ymir  gumption, 
Think  lio\v  nuirli 

A  !•   touch 

Their  immense  consumption. 
Thrift  of  grate 

!•!•<•  Will   '! 

That  fur  llnli-li  Nulion, 

WhiUt  coal  runs, 

O  tin-  tuns! 
Out  in  exportation. 

Gas  and  steam 

Do  you  deem. 
To  the  whole  world  vending, 

Not  too  fast 

Trade  to  last 
Long  ere  our  coals'  ending  ? 


A    SNUGGERY. 

SCOTCH  MISTS  ARE  PROVERBIALLY  DISAGREEABLE— BUT  MR.  PUNCH  DECLARES 
THEY  ARE  QUITE  THE  REVERSE. 


COMIC  MOXASTICISM. 

THE  London  Correspondent  of  a  provincial  newspaper 
states  that  "  '  FATIIKK  IONATIOT,'  otherwise  Mu.  I.VNK, 
is  bringing  out  a  new  tale,  entitled  Leonard  Morris  : 
<»;  t/n'  Jti-iii-iliftine  Novice."  The  hero  of  this  novel  may- 
be presumed  to  be  not  a  genuine  MQphyte  of  that  Order 
by  one  of  whose  communiti. s  tin  Liqueur  des  Moines 
Benedict  ins,  at  Fecamp,  is  manufactured.  It  may  bo 
expected  that  he  will  prove  a  pscudo-lii  n<  ilictinc  novice 
of  an  Anglican  monkery.  Nevertheless,  we  hail  tin  ;m- 
nouncementof  "i'Aiiiu:  l<,\uii  -'- "  forthcoming  story , 
which  will,  no  doubt,  afford  a  great  variety  of  subjects 
for  humorous  illustration. 


"All  Hot'." 

THE  crew  of  the  Mega-ra  in  their  temporary  detention 
on  St.  Paul's  Island  (long  since  ended,  we  hojiv)  were  well 
off  in  one  respect — they  could  have  had  no  difficulty  in 
keeping  up  their  spirits,  for  there  was  plenty  of  the 
"  crater  "  always  at  hand. 


THE  CONSCEIFI  CHILDREN. 

INSTEAD  of  accepting  a  Golden  Throne  at  the  hands  of  the  devotees 
who  wished  to  make  him  a  present  of  one,  the  POPE  has  desired  that 
the  money  subscribed  for  it  may  be  applied  to  the  purchase  of  sub- 
stit  ut  is  for  priests  summoned  to  serve  in  the  Italian  Army  by  con- 
scription. Herein  his  Holiness  evinced  the  self-abnegation  which 
has  always  distinguished  him,  but  showed  that  his  newly-acquired 
attribute  of  Infallibility  has  its  limits.  The  law  of  the  new  kingdom 
of  Italy  now  allows  no  substitutes  to  be  obtained  by  purchase. 
Highly  constitutional  this,  but  extremely  severe,  not  only  on  the 
priests,  but  on  all  the  educated  classes.  Of  course  it  is  popular, 
and,  in  case  of  a  p/i'bisri/i-,  would  be  voted  by  the  majority.  Is  it, 
however,  fair  to  the  richer  classes  ?  The  lot  of  a  common  soldier, 
luxurious  to  a  young  Rough,  would  be  penal  servitude  to  a  young 
(iciitlcman,  all  the  worse  for  obliging  him  to  associate  with  Roughs. 
This,  of  course,  is  unimaginable  by  the  multitude,  who  have  no  idea 
how  disagreeable  their  society  is  to  persons  who  have  been  reared  in 
soap-and-water,  sweetness,  and  fight.  Still,  the  Conscription, 
though  worse  for  them  than  others,  is  bad  enough  for  the  People, 
ami  the  POPE,  when  becomes  to  think  about  it,  will  doubtless  pity 
tin  U'liuiiiis  \<  ry  much  for  having  thrown  off  his  rule.  At  the  same 
time,  seeing  them  stand  the  Conscription  as  they  do,  he  can  hardly 
fail  to  discern  how  thoroughly  sick  they  must  have  been  of  Temporal 
Power. 

Too  'Umble  by  Half. 

ALDERMAN  CARTER,  at  a  Leeds  meeting  on  the  conduct  of  the 
House  of  Lords  apropos  of  the  Ballot  Bill,  is  reported  to  have  said, 
with  great  magnanimity  : — 

"  He  did  not  blame  the  Lords,  but  the  system  which  educated  them  into  a 
lion.     He  did  not  think  he  should  be  any  better  than  they,  if  he  icas 
in  their  position," 

No,  really,  CARTER  !  There  is  such  a  thing  as  being  too  modest ! 
Yim  no  better  than  a  Lord,  under  any  circumstances ! 


THE  PUBLIC  IN  PERIL. 

THE  abolition  of  the  Church,  the  Crown,  and  the  British  Consti- 
tution, has  often  been  predicted  as  the  result  of  democratic  progress. 
When  it  gets  to  that,  then,  most  people  think,  there  will  be  an  end 
of  everything.  No ;  the  end  will  not  be  yet.  There  is  another 
catastrophe  contemplated,  and,  with  reason,  as  not  impossible, 
namely,  the  extineton  of  the  British  Public  itself.  In  the  conclu- 
sion of  a  leading  article,  the  Times  asks  its  readers — 

"  Where  will  the  British  public  be  when  the  man  who  mores  everything, 
the  man  who  makes  Members,  Parliaments,  Cabinets,  and  everything  else, 
is  the  man  who,  without  a  word,  a  smile,  or  a  frown,  puts  his  whole  soul — or 
at  least,  the  element  that  most  leads  to  it — into  a  dark  box,  throws  the  seed 
on  the  waters,  and  goes  away  as  if  ho  had  done  nothing  to  be  accounted  for 
here  below  ? " 

The  Ballot  or  not  the  Ballot,  that  is  the  question.  Whether  the 
British  Public  be  done  away  with  or  not,  there  will,  at  any  rate  as 
to  the  Suffrage,  be  an  end  to  British  Publicity. 


Fashionable  Arrivals. 

TIIK  Lndio  Monkey,  on  a  visit  to  MR.  OCBANG  OUTANO,  Monkey 
House,  Zoological  Gardens,  Regent's  Park. 

The  Grey-cheeked  Monkey  from  Africa,  for  the  season.  A  little 
late. 

An  Ant-eater,  on  a  visit  to  an  Uncle. 


For  the  English  Social  Science  Congress. 

(By  a  French  Professor.) 

War  is  there  never  any  high  tide  on  the  French  rivers  P 
Because  the  water  is  always  I'eau. 

[Exit  French  Professor. 
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TECHNICAL. 

First  Player  ("  Juvenile  Lead").  "  PLAT  SCENE— HAMLET.     (Deferentially.)    WHAT  BO  YOU  THINK  OF  IT?" 
Second  Player  ("first  Heavy  ).  "How  PRECIOUS  WELL  THEM  ' SUPERS'  ARE  PAINTED,  AIN'T  THEY?" 


NICE  NAMES  FOE  THE  NAVY. 

WITH  the  loss  of  the  Captain  still  weighing  heavily  on  their 
minds,  British  tax-payers  have  been  disquieted  by  the  wreck  of  the 
Meg&ra,  the  mishap  of  the  Psyche,  and  the  grounding  of  the  Agin- 
court.  Other  similar  misfortunes  being  fresh  in  their  remembrance, 
it  has  occurred  to  certain  grumblers  that  the  nomenclature  of  the 
Navy  is  somewhat  inappropriate.  Viewing  the  accidents  (so  called) 
which  so  continually  occur,  it  is  considered  that  such  names  as  the 
Vujilant  and  Thunderer  might  be  fitly  superseded  by  the  Somno- 
lent and  Blunderer.  In  the  same  fashion,  such  names  as  the  Folly 
or  the  Mischief  would  be  found  in  better  keeping  than  the  wise- 
seeming  Minerva  or  the  pretentious  Swiftsure :  and  fine  high- 
sounding  appellations  like  the  Powerful  or  Invincible  might  be 
humbly  laid  aside  for  the  Numskull,  Dolt,  or  Donkey. 

So  also  names  might  be  invented  to  mark  the  bad  look-out  which 
is  sometimes  kept  on  board  ships,  as  has  been  strikingly  evinced  by 
their  striking  on  a  well-known  rock  or  shoal  in  broadest  daylight. 
Thus,  the  Owl,  or  Mole,  or  Sat  might  properly  supplant  the  Hawk, 
or  Lynx,  or  Weasel;  and,  in  like  manner,  the  Argus  might  be  re- 
christened  the  Cyclops,  in  token  of  its  having  only  one  eye  ever 
open,  and  that  not  being  the  "  weather"  one.  It  is  suggested,  too, 
that  names  such  as  the  Careless  or  the  Dangerous  might  be  properly 
exchanged  for  the  Dauntless  or  the  Terrible :  and  although  the 
change  would  pain  a  good  sound  linguist,  the  Trusty  might  anew  be 
named  the  Unreliable. 


For  Lawyers  Only. 

.. does  a  Jury  know  about  a  Money-Count  P  "  indignantly 

asked  ME.  JUSTICE  BRAMWELL.  "  Not  much,  my  Lord,"  timidly 
replied  a  juror  who  was  also  a  tradesman  ;  "  but  if  it  please  your 
noble  judgcship's  honour  and  glory,  many  of  us  know  about  a 
Count  without  money."  "  That  is  the  ordinary  indebitatus  Count," 
laughed  the  judge,  and  the  business  proceeded. 


BUNG  ON  EAST  SURREY. 

WE  woted  for  WATNET  with  'art  and  with  woice, 
And  the  wictory  won  for  the  man  of  our  choice, 
Beat  t'other  side  'oiler,  united  and  'ole, 
By  a  thousand  and  more  at  the  'ed  of  the  poll. 

I  always  did  wote  for  the  Liberals  afore, 
But  now  not  a  bit  of  it,  never  no  more ! 
That  Licensin'  Bill  my  mistake  made  me  see  : 
No  Liberals  in  future,  I  thank  yer,  for  me. 

There 's  some  Institootions  'tis  all  well  to  go  ; 
But  Hingland  won't  let  yer  the  Bar  hoverthrow. 
A  land  'tis  of  Liberty  wot  we  lives  in. 
A  land  of  Free  Trade— yah ! — in  beer  and  in  gin. 

Enclosure  of  Commons  might  pass  on  the  sly, 

But  closin'  the  Public  was  too  much  to  try. 

You  dared,  you  blokes,  did  you,  with  Bung  interfere  ? 

You  've  found  you  had  got  the  wrong  Pig  by  the  ear. 


The  One  Thing  Safe. 

HAVE  the  London  School  Board  any  schools  ready  for  the  recep- 
tion of  scholars  ?  According  to  the  EAKL  OF  SHAFTESIIUEY,  "they 
have  already  begun  to  levy  a  School  Rate."  Of  course.  Let  the 
rate-payers  nope  to  get  some  return  for  their  money.  But,  whether 
as  regards  the  Re-organisation  of  the  Army,  the  Education  of  the 
Masses,  or  any  other  measure  of  legislative  Progress,  there  is  nothing 
certain  but  Taxation. 

THE  FLINTS  AEE  SKINNED. 

ABOUT  a  week  before  the  prorogation,  somebody  said  to  our  friend 
BOB  LOWE,  "  Why  don't  you  pair  off?  "  "  Show  me  anything  left 
to  pare  off,"  was  the  fierce  answer  of  the  great  Economist. 
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THE    REAL     'AUTUMN    SESSION." 

MR.  PUXCH  (to  the  EAEL  OF  WHATSITSXAME,  and  the  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  ALGERNON  SCBUBBINGBRUSH,  M.P.).  "  AHA,  MY 
NOBLE  AND  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  FRIENDS  !  THIS  IS  BETTER  THAN  MURDERING  BILLS  AT  WESTMINSTER, 
AM>  PIGEONS  AT  HUHLINGHAM,  EH  F  " 
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MY    HEALTH. 

IIKIIE  is  WETIIERBY  on  the 
(juay,  beckoning  to  us.   As 
we    return,    I  .venture    a 
r  subject — something 

that  will  lead  up  to 

±  ft  Well,  I  don't  exactly  know 

1 J  what. 

I  say,  with  just  a  soup- 
yon  of  bitterness  in  my 
tone,  as  of  one  who  had 
i  the  emptiness  of  all 
earthly  enjoyment  and  was 
giving  it  up  gradually,  "  I 

suppose,       MlSS       SniAITH- 

MKHK,  you  are  very  fond 
of  gaiety  P" 

Half  turning  her  head 
towards  me  under  her 
parasol,  looking  at  me 
archly  (always  archly),  and 
with  an  inquiring  sort  of 
glance  out  of  one  eye  that 
reminds  me  of  the  know- 
ing, sideways  look  of  a  parrot  when  he 's  puzzled  by  a  new  tune 
you  're  whistling  to  him,  she  replies,  "  Why  ?  " 

I  am  posed.  1  admit  to  myself  that  my  question  was  too  general, 
hut  1  had  e  \peek-d  it  to  serve  the  purpose  by  leading  her  on  to  say 
where  she  'd  been  lately,  what  she  d  been  doing,  with  whom  she  'd 
danced,  what  sort  of  things  and  people  she  liked,  and  so  forth.  I 
did  not  expect  "Why?" 

"  Why  ''.  "  1  return,  and  can't  help  being  a  little  annoyed,  because 
to  ask  "  Why 'r"  in  this  manner  does  seem  to  me  such  frivolity,  as 
if  s!i<:  didn't  want  the  trouble  of  talking,  but  wanted  me  to  go  on, 
and  amuse  her.  Her  "  Why"  is  the  abbreviated  form  of  the  senti- 
mental conundrum. 

"Why?"  I  return— "  Well •"    Then  I  decide  upon  framing 

my  reply  thus,  and  do  so  :  "  Do  you  mean,  '  Why  do  I  suppose  that 
you  are  fond  of  gaiety  ? '  ' 
V,s.     Why?" 

Well  I  consider.  I  don't  like  to  say,  "Well,  because 
your  hair,  your  manner  of  using  your  eyes,  because  your  walk ;  be- 
cause, in  fact,  I  feel  that " 

At  this  moment  ROBERT  runs  up  to  us.     "  MR.  WETHERBY  says, 
Sir,  he  can't  wait  any  longer.    The  boat 's  alongside." 
But  for  the  voyage  !  .  .  .  Good  gracious !  I  am  not  prepared.    I 

say  to  ROBERT,  hurriedly,  "  Are  my  things " 

"  All  on  board,  Sir.     I  've  taken  them. 

It  flashes  across  me  suddenly  to  ask,  "Is  my  umbrella  there  ?' 
but  I  don't,  because  he  might  laugh,  or,  being  too  well  trained  for 
that  (first-rate  servant  in  everything  is  ROBERT,  except  that  he  will 
fold  my  dress  things  inside  out,  and  so  make  me  late  for  dinner),  he 
might  tell  the  other  sailors  quietly,  and  they  'd  invent  some  nick- 
name for  me  among  themselves —  Mr.  Umbrella,"  perhaps.  BUN- 
IKK'S  eye  would  enjoy  the  joke. 

We  (,'e.t  into  the  boat,  and  are  on  our  way  to  the  Sylphide. 
"  Farewell,  England  !  "  I  say,  merrily :  whereat  WETHERBY  frowns. 
I  look  round,  to  catch  BUNTER'S  eye  :  he  is  not  there.  The  men  are 
paying  no  attention  to  anything  except  their  stroke ;  and  ROBERT  is 
in  the  bows  with  some  rugs,  also  looking  serious. 

I  have  a  mind  to  whisper  to  Miss  STRAITHMERE,  "  He  is  in  the 
bows,  looking  stern : "  but  if  she  doesn't  understand  the  nautical 
terms,  it  will  be  thrown  away.  Better  keep  it,  and  put  it  down  to 
SYDNEY  SMITH  or  SHERIDAN,  or  why  not  to  my  Aunt  ? 

Flash  of  Urn!  (f  ruins. — Put  everything  down  to  my  Aunt.  Make 
her  out  the  wittiest,  funniest,  cleverest  woman  ever  met  with  by 
anyone  anywhere.  I  can  be  constantly  regretting  that  she  won  t 
publish  her  witticisms,  and  her  cynicisms.  People  will  say  "  What 
a  clever  person  she  must  be,"  and  how  they 'd  like  to  meet  her. 
Then  I  '11  make  her  out  to  be  quite  a  Recluse,  The  Recluse  of  Rams- 
gate.  At  this  point,  perhaps,  I'd  better  stop,  or  else  everyone 
would  be  going  to  Ramsgate  to  get  a  look  at  her.  All  the  same  if 
done  quietly  at  so  much  a  head  it  might  be  a  fortune.  Flys,  omni- 
buses, and  cabs  from  the  station  up  to  the  Crescent  where  she 
lodges.  People  standing  on  the  roofs  of  the  vehicles  to  get  a  look  at 
her,  others  hanging  on  by  the  railings  in  front  of  the  garden  on  the 
chance  of  hearing  something  funny  or  witty  from  her  as  she  walks 
round.  A  sharp  man  like  BAUNVM  would  have  done  this  and 
realised  thousand*.  I  can't.  But  still  I'll  stick  to  the  idea  of  talk- 
ing of  her  as  the  wittiest,  cleverest,  &c.,  because  it  will,  I  see, 
reflect  favourably  on  myself. 

In  th<'  litHit,  WETHERBY  steering.  The  men  seem  to  place  infinite 
confidence  in  WETHERBY,  as  they  never  look  a-head  to  see  where 
they  're  going.  I  notice  that  they  are  evidently  remarkably  fond  ol 


WETIIERBY,  and  when  they  "give  way,"  as  he  tells  them  to  do, 
.hey  "  give  way  with  a  will." 

[Conundrum  Input  by_nnd  keep  for  future  use,  perhaps  to  chr,  r 
them  on  a  Saturday  night  at  sett  flaring  the  royttae,  or  if  tee  're 
m-ahned.  "  When  is  a  "  (on  second  thoughts  I  '11  put  it  "  Why  is  a  ") 
— Why  is  a  Sailor  a  most  self -sacrificing  person  ?  Because  ho 's 
ilways  giriny  way.  On  further  consideration  alter  "altcayi"  to 
'  so  often."  Turning  it  over  once  more  in  my  mind,  I  ask  myself  is 
t  good?  Because  a  sailor,  except  when  rowing  in  a  small  boat,  dues 
not  "give  way."  The  point  of  the  conundrum  being,  after  all  a 
natter  of  fact,  personal  observation  during  our  cruise  will  settle  this, 
^f  I  think  there  's  any  risk  about  it,  I  can  always  put  it  down  to  t  h>- 
Mshop  of  Oxford,  or  give  it  out  as  "  one  of  My  Aunt's  latest 
witticisms."] 

In  view  of  the  Sylphide.    Very  pretty  vessel.    Awkward  word 

'vessel."     Sounds  like  cant.     Before  I  express  my  opinion  aloud, 

decide  whether  to  use  vessel  or  shi  p.  Neither,   faoht,  Ot  ooune.  Will 

make  a  quotation  later  on,   "Sk»Wilk*  the  waters  like  a  thing  of 

ife."     Anything  more  unlike  walking  than  the  movement  of  a  ship 

[  can't  imagine.     Skims  is  better,  and  would  be  peri'eet,  if  it  didn't 

suggest  milk.  She  (the  ship)  skims  the  water.  But  milk  is  skimmed, 

not  water.    On  the  whole,  keep  the  quotation  to  myself,  and  object 

;o  it  if  said  by  anyone  else. 

year  the  Yacht.— Somebody  in  a  puggaree  on  board  waving  his 
landkerchief.  Miss  STRAII  II.MKISK  returns  it  with  her  hand,  and 
ooks  sprightly  and  pleased.  Hate  the  puggaree  man  on  the  spot. 
Wish  I  had  one  on,  as  it  strikes  mo  that  the  puggaree  has  a  great 
deal  to  do  with  his  eft'ect  on  Mi-s  Sruu  THMI:I;K.  She  exclaims  joy- 
rully,  "0!  there's  CAPTAIN  DAWSHN  !  I'm  so  glad  he's  coming. 
lie  is  so  nice.  Do  you  knowhimP"  No,  1  don't.  I  reply  with 
what  I  may  term  studied  carelessness,  implying  that  whether  I  ever 
do  know  him  or  not  is  a  matter  of  the  most  perfect  indifference  to 
me.  I  class  him  there  and  then  with  M  i*s  Si  it  \ mi  M KKK'S  brothers, 
&c.,  and  hate  the  lot,  instinctively.  She  asks  Wi.ru  KIIHY,  in  a  tone 
of  much  interest,  if  MAJOR  FELTON  is  with  him  'f  No,  he 's  not, 
WETHEUBT  answers.  This  is  a  relief:  I  don't  know  exactly  why  ; 
Dut  I  feel  that  MAJOR  FEI.TON  would  have  been  in  the  way. 

Alongside.— Sailors  and  Captain  in  waiting.  Puggaree  there  in 
readiness  to  assist  Miss  STRAITIIMKKK.  Pretty  fluttering  agitation 
on  her  part.  "  Will  somebody  " — a  sailor  in  the  boat  tenders  his 
shoulder  as  a  support,  and  she  accepts  it.  The  man  is  stolid,  appa- 
rently, but  thrilled.  Too  well  drilled  (under  his  Captain's  eye  too) 
to  show  emotion. 

Rhyming  Inspiration : — 

He 's  too  well  drilled 

To  show  that  he 's  thrilled. 

Yes,  I  am  tner^.    I  will— whatever  it  is.    Take 


She  has  not  yet  finished  her  preparation  for  getting  out. 

«     j  2)1"**'         T  "•  T       -11          x  _A :*.   •_ 

mebody (  " 


Mime 


her  cloak  and  sunshade.    I  do  so  gloomily,  while  Puggaree  above 

gives  his,  and  takes  her,  hand.    Is  there  a  pressure  ?    Is  there  a 

r'Now  then!"  says  WET-IIEHBY,  "look  alive!"  I  hand  Miss 
STRAITIIMERE'S  impedimenta  to  the  Captain,  and  step  up  the  ladder, 
refusing  proffered  assistance. 

On  Hoard.— ~LtJ>i  WETHEHBT,  another  ladv,  and  a  tall  gentle- 
man, the  Captain,  the  Crew,  and  BUNTER,  with  his  eye  wide  open, 
and  saying  expressively  "  Ain't  this  a  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave,  eh  '• 
Rule  Britannia,  and  Hooray  for  WETHERBY  ! "  Beautifully- 
appointed  yacht.  Everything  white,  bright,  and  shining.  The  spirit 
of  Hornpipes  seems  to  DC  upon  me  as  I  stand  on  the  deck,  iora 
moment  I  forgetrmy  hates  and  likings,  give  up  Miss  JANIB  to 
Puggaree,  or  anybody,  and  enjoy  the  novelty,  not  as  a  novelty,  Jbut 
as  if  it  were  a  return  to  a  previous  state  of  enjoyable  existence.  Yes  ! 
here  is  Health  at  last.  No  doubt  of  it.  And  really-not  the  slightest 
motion.  But  then,  on  second  thoughts,  I  suppose  we  are  still  at 
anchor.  I  feel  that  I  could  do  all  the  steps  without  a  master.  It 
seems,  at  the  first  moment,  that  a  sailor's  life  is  the  life  for  me  ;  that 
I  have  wasted  my  life  hitherto,  and  ought  always  to  have  been  on 
board  something  or  other.  I  now  call  to  mind  how,  in  my  childhood, 
I  was  fond  of  pirates  and  buccaneers  [we  played  at  being  these, 
somehow,  with  noops.  which  I  rather  fancy,  were  intended  to  repre- 
sent our  ships]  a  calling  which,  at  nine  years  old,  I  should  have 
liked  (I  recollect)  to  have  followed  professionally,  but  I  think  my 
Aunt  was  against  it.  As  no  one  seems  exhilarated  except  myself, 
I  retire  to  the  side  ("  bulwarks,"  I  think),  lay  hold  of  a  rope,  and 
hum,  in  an  under-tone,  as  much  of  the  Sailor's  Hornpipe  as  I  can 
remember.  "  Mule,  Britannia .' "  to  follow.  We  are  starting. 

Practical. 

MEASITOES  are  being  taken  to  promote  Swimming  in  our  Army. 
Very  right.  But  Punch  would  be  almost  as  glad  to  observe  a  habit 
of  Swimming  in  our  Navy. 

IN  EXTREMIS.— That  man  is  indeed  hard  up,  who  cannot  get 
Credit  even  for  Good  Intentions. 
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THE    MOMENTOUS    QUESTION. 

Paterfamilias  (who  is  just  beginning  to  feel  himself  at  twine,  in  his  delightfully  new  suburban  residence)  interrupts  the  Wife  of  Ms  Bosom. 
"  '  SEASIDE  ! '  '  CHANGE  OF  Am  !  ! '  '  OUT  OF  TOWN  ! ! ! '  WHAT  NONSENSE,  ANNA  MARIA  !  WHY,  GOOD  GRACIOUS  ME  !  WHAT  ON 
EARTH  CAN  YOU  WANT  TO  BE  GOING  '  OUT  OF  TOWN'  FOB,  WHEN  YOU'VE  GOT  sucu  A  GARDEN  AS  THIS!" 


POUR  ENCOURAGER  LES  AUTRES. 

Now  more  power  to  my  GOSCHEN  !  on  land  or  on  ocean, 
There 's  a  chart  by  which  he  that  steers  straight  ne'er  can  wander, 

Whereon,  in  gold  letters,  for  JACK  and  his  betters, 
Is  writ,  "  Sauce  for  goose  shall  be  sauce,  too,  for  gander. 

Teach  big-wigs,  to  their  wonder,  from  duty  that  blunder, 
That  from  worse  than  a  wigging  they  '11  find  they  've  to  suffer ; 

Nor  betwixt  their  high  heads  and  my  Lords'  office-thunder, 
Still  find  some  small  scape-goat  set  up  as  a  buffer. 

When  your  order  down  drags  the  two  Admiral's  flags, 
From  the  Minotaur  snubbed  and  the  Agincourt  stranded, 

Don't  let  JOHN  BULL  feel  squeamish,  for  WELLS  or  for  BEAMISH, 
Channel  fleets  will,  in  future,  be  better  commanded. 


FOREIGN  AFFAIR  OF  HONOUR. 

THE  COUNT  DE  CHAMBORD  has,  according  to  a  contemporary,  been 
staying,  up  to  a  few  days  ago,  at  Bruges : — 

"Here  HENBY  V.  received  for  some  weeks  past  his  French  friends,  and  got 
about  him  a  little  Court  of  politicians.  The  Journal  de  Bruges  lately  made  a 
somewhat  rude  attack  on  tlie  Legitimists.  H.  POPP,  the  editor,  was  visited 
at  his  office  by  the  Count  and  one  or  two  friends.  A  hot  altercation  ensued, 
and  the  police  were  called  in." 

How  much  better  this  was  than  it  would  have  been  if  M. 
POPP  had  been  called  out.  Consequences  more  or  less  melancholy 
might  have  resulted  from  an  illogical  combat,  wherein  the  COUNT 
DE  CHAMBOED,  or  some  of  his  party,  and  M.  POPP,  would  have 
popped  at  each  other.  It  is  to  be  wished  that  in  all  semi-civilised 
countries,  wherein  duelling  is  still  tolerated,  every  affair  of  honour 
could  be  terminated  like  the  "difficulty"  which  occurred  between 
HENRY  V.  and  M.  POPP. 


RARE  NEWS  FOR  NOVEL-READERS. 

CERTAIN  novelists  appear  to  have  practised  as  conveyancers,  they 
seem  so  well  to  know  the  value  of  getting  a  good  title.  No  matter 
how  eccentric,  so  long  as  it  attracts ;  that  seems  to  be  their  notion 
of  the  merits  of  a  title-page.  As  nothing,  it  is  said,  can  succeed 
like  success,  it  would  never  much  astonish  us  to  find  that  when  an 
author  has  hit  on  what  he  fancies  is  a  good  attractive  title,  he  should 
try  his  best  to  furnish  a  fitting  sequel  to  it,  such,  for  instance,  as  we 
venture  now  to  throw  out  in  the  following  imaginary  list  of  possibly 
forthcoming  works : — 

Stung  with  Nettles.  A  Tale,  written  by  the  Author  of  Schooled 
with  Briars. 

Foul  Principles.    A  Sequel  to  the  story  of  Fair  Passions. 

The  Middle  of  Next  Week.   A  Novel,  by  the  writer  of  Six  Months 


A  Prince  of  a  Fellow.    A  companion  to  the  Tale  entitled  Queen 

Warm  Work.  A  new  Story,  in  four  volumes,  by  the  Author  of 
Cold  Comfort. 

Snares  in  the  Street.  A  Sensational  Narrative,  written  as  a  sequel 
to  Webs  in  the  Way. 

Brother  Augustus.    A  classical  companion  to  Sister  May. 


The  Biding  County. 

HAMPSHIRE, Hants;  Berkshire,  Berks;  Wiltshire. Wilts ;  Bucking- 
hamshire, Bucks;    Bedfordshire,   Beds;    Nottinghamshire,   Notts j 
Huntingdonshire,  Hunts  ;  what  shall  be  short  for  Yorkshire  ? 
we  say  Yoieks  ? 

PROSPEHO  Otf  THE  SESSION. 

"  ITS  lengthy  life  was  Roundell'd  into  sleep." 
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GOOD    BOY! 

Waggish  Schoolboy  (to  his  Uncle,  who  had  just  tipped  him  a  Sovereign).  "  Bur, 
UNCLE,  no  YOU  THINK  MAMMA  WOULD  LIKE  ME  TO  HAVE  so  MUCH  HONEY  AT 
ONCE!  HADN'T  YOU  BETTER  MAKE  IT  HALF?" 

[Uncle,  who  has  a  sense  of  humour,  rides  off,  delighted. 


GRAVITY  AND  LEVITY. 

THE  Communist  Trials  have  been  conducted  with  pro- 
found, if  not  dignified,  seriousness,  indeed,  gravity. 
Here  is  a  dialogue  between  Judge  and  Prisoner  which, 
if  it  could  have  occurred  in  a  liritish  Court  of  Justice, 
would  too  probably  have  provoked  a  breach  of  decorum : — 

"M.  I,E  I'uKsiDKXT.  You  are  accused  of  exciting  civil  war, 
bavin  g  belonged  to  the  Commune. 

"  1'i.yssE  PARENT.  Can  you  accuse  him  who  ca»U  him»clf 
into  the  water  for  not  regarding  thu  depth  of  the  current?  " 

Why  yes,  we  should  think.  Look  before  you  leap,  is 
the  maxim  which  sane  persons,  who  propose  to  cast  them- 
selves into  the  water,  are  expected  to  observe  on  this 
side  of  the  Channel.  The  above  quoted  reply  to  the 
foregoing  question  would,  if  possible  at  Assizes  or  B 
here,  have  certainly  excited  much  bnchter,  in  which  the 
prisoner  most  likely  would  have  heartily  joined. 


ELIGIBLE  INVESTMENT. 

TO  PURCHASE,   Three  Young  Pythons,  Three   Youn« 
Coffee  or  Palm  Cats,  a  liaby  Crocodile,  two  and  a  half 
months  old,  and  a  Horned  Owl.    Apply  to . 

HERE  is  an  opportunity  for  making  a  fortune  not  to 
be  missed.  Any  enterprising  speculator,  on  the  look- 
out for  a  good,  paying  exhibition,  would  do  well  to 
secure  this  zoological  miscellany  at  any  price,  and,  after 
a  course  of  training,  introduce  the  animals  to  the  public, 
all  living  together,  as  a  new  Happy  Family.  The  fl  Baby 
Crocodile  "  alone,  so  long  as  it  can  be  kept  a  baby,  ought 
to  realise  for  the  lucky  proprietor  a  handsome  compe- 
tence. If  it  could  be  made  to  cry  at  intervals,  the  suc- 
cess of  the  exhibition  would  at  once  be  insured. 


The  Thames  and  the  Tiber. 

IT  is  expected  that  numerous  fine  statues  will  be  fished 
up  from  the  Tiber  by  the  proposed  dredging  of  that 
classical  River.  The  Ancient  Romans  appear  to  have 
had  a  way  of  throwing  statues  into  the  Tiber.  It  would 
effect  a  real  improvement  in  the  look  of  the  British 
Capital  if  the  Londoners  were  to  contract  a  similar 
habit ;  for  then  the  Metropolitan  Statues,  but  that  they 
would  impede  navigation,  would,  most  of  them,  be  much 
better  situated  than  they  are  now. 


A  SMART  MAID  AT  MILLBROOK. 

HERE  is  a  letter  which  might  very  well  have  passed  muster  in  (the 
original)  Spectator.  It  is,  however,  addressed  to  the  Editor  of  the 
Hampshire  Independent,  in  which  journal  it  appeared  the  other  day, 
under  the  title,  "Is  the  Church  Iree?"  The  Church  therein  par- 
ticularly referred  to  is  the  old  parish  church  of  Millbrook,  near 
Southampton : — 

"  BIB, — I  saw  lately  in  your  paper  a  very  pleasing  paragraph,  asking  for 
free  and  open  sittings  in  Parish  Churches.  Mow,  as  the  Bishop  is  coming 
amongst  us,  will  you  kindly  insert  this  letter,  that  he  may  know  how  proper 
it  would  be  at  Millbrook,  where  the  rich  people,  who  are  objecting  to  a  new 
church  nearer  to  the  poor,  won't  let  a  servant  of  any  station  sit  in  the  body 
of  the  church,  and  we  are  sent  up-stairs,  if  the  masters  or  mistresses  are 
agreeable  or  not.  We  don't  blame  MB.  BLUNT,  and  we  hope  the  Bishop  will 
ask  him  about  it,  and  order  free  pews  in  the  new  church. — I  am,  Sir,  &c., 

"  August  17<A,  1871.  A  LADY'S  MAID." 

Well  said,  MABT.  Your  rich  people  at  Millbrook.  some  of  them, 
apparently  need  to  be  told  that  at  Service  in  Church,  every  one  is  a 
Servant,  and  all  Servants  are  equal.  Perhaps,  however,  those  rich 
exolusives  attend  Church  for  the  same  kind  of  reason  as  that  which 
makes  them  go  to  County  Kails,  if  they  can,  or  would  make  them  if 
they  could.  If  their  church-going  is  merely  an  airing  of  their 
respectability,  it  is  needless  to  remind  them  that  a  Church  is  a  place 
where  the  Presence  they  are  supposed  to  enter  is  no  respecter  of 
persons.  The  liisnor  OF  WINCHESTER  will  doubtless,  if  possible, 
not  disappoint  MAKY'S  hope  that  he  will  order  free  pews,  or  seats, 
to  be  provided  in  the  new  Church  at  Millbrook.  In  old  Millbrook 
Churcn,  by  MARY'S  account,  existing  accommodation  would  be 
improved  on  principle  by  another  arrangement.  The  sittings  could 
be  divided  into  First,  Second,  and  Third-Class  Pews. 


WOMAN'S  LOGIC. 

"  BECAUSE  I  'm  in  a  hurry  to-day,  the  gate  of  the  Square  Gardens 
is  shut." 

"  Because  I  particularly  wanted  it  for  the  Flower  Show,  that  pro- 
voking woman  has  not  sent  home  my  new  bonnet." 

"  Because  we  've  only  cold  mutton  for  dinner,  HENRI  has  chosen 
to  bring  a  friend  home  with  him." 

"  Because  we  've  fixed  to  go  and  see  the  Fireworks  at  the  Crystal 
Palace  to-morrow,  it 's  sure  to  rain." 

"  Because  I  wanted  him  to  take  mo  out  for  a  walk,  my  Husband 
was  kept  at  that  horrid  office  all  the  afternoon." 

"  Because  I  so  wished  to  show  him  to  MRS.  DE  TANKERVILLE,  baby 
has  gone  to  sleep." 

"  Because  I  was  '  a  great  figure,'  and  MARY  cleaning  the  kitchen 
things  and  not  fit  to  go  to  the  door,  the  Fra-EusTACE  BROWSES 
called." 

"  Because  HENRY  and  I  were  all  alone,  and  going  to  spend  a  cosy 
evening  together,  that  dreadful  bore,  JOE  RAMBLE,  must  drop  in." 


MAGAZINE  MEM.— Handy  place  for  an  Editor  of  a  Magazine  to  live 
in — Padding-ton. 


Worthy  of  Honourable  Mention. 

AMONGST  the  papers  read  at  the  Edinburgh  Meeting  of  the  British 
Association,  was  one  "  On  Certain  Families  of  Surfaces."  It  would 
be  interesting  to  know  whether  the  author  of  the  paper  noticed  the 
most  distinguished  of  all  the  SURFACES,  those  immortalised  by 
SHERIDAN  in  The  School  for  Scandal.  If  he  did  not,  he  can  only 
be  considered  to  have  a  superficial  acquaintance  with  his  subject. 


GRATEFUL  VICISSITUDE. 

How  Ministers  must  be  enjoying  their  dokefar  niente  !    What  an 
agreeable  change  from  their  far  niente  amaro! 
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KILLING    AND    KILT. 


AWNEY  was  at  one  time  the  popular  syno- 
nym of  Scotchman.  A  Highlander,  walking 
London  streets  in  his  country's  costume, 
was  liable  to  be  followed  by  the  boys  and 
called  SAWNEY.  They  never  would  have 
thought  of  calling  him  DONALD.  Neither 
would  many  of  their  betters.  As  yet  there 
had  then  been  no  WALTER  SCOTT  to  let  Englishmen  know  the  diflerence 
between  Scotchmen  and  Scotchmen,  and  to  give  them  an  impression  that  a 
Scotchman,  Highland  or  Lowland,  was  a  sort  of  man  deserving  a  more  re- 
spectful appellation  than  the  undignified  and  ludicrous  diminutive,  SAWNEY. 
But  SCOTT  consummated  the  annexation  of  England  by  JAMES  THE  FIRST. 
He  made  the  English,  in  virtue  of  being  men  of  Great  Britain,  claim  co- 
nationality  with  the  Scotch.  As  an  Englishman,  Mr.  Punch  is  proud  to 
consider  himself  a  Scotchman.  He  has  no  hesitation  in  saying,  when  he 
happily  can,  that  his  foot  is  on  his  native  heath,  and  his  name  is  MAC- 
PTOCH.  It  is  good  SIB  WALTER  that  Mr.  Punch  has  to  thank  for  being  able 
to  go  grouse-shooting  on  his  Highland  Moor  in  the  garb  of  Fergus  Mac- 
Ivor,  without  fear  of  being  hailed  by  any  acquaintance  on  the  London  Stock 
Exchange  with  "  Hullo,  SAWNEY  !  " 


DEPAKTED  BEER. 

(By  a  Survivor.) 

IN  my  best  days, 
When  August's  blaze 

Drew  drops  from  every  pore, 
There  was  a  draught. 
Which,  being  quaffed, 

Would  vital  waste  restore. 
But  that  brave  drink, 

0  sad  to  think, 

Is  now  no  longer  sold ; 

1  say,  Old  BUNG— 
When  we  were  young- 

The  Homebrewed  Beer  of  old. 

The  reason  why  ? 
-JTis  ousted  by 
Your  modern  bitter  beer, 

So  thin  and  flat, 

I  reckon  that 
Than  physic  more  severe. 

We  smoked  our  pipes 

With  no  such  swipes 
When  we  were  blithe  and  bold. 

Now,  grim  and  grey, 

Alas,  we  say, 
The  Homebrewed  Beer  of  old. 

It  cheered  the  heart, 

It  did  impart 
A  happy  frame  of  mind  ; 

It  sparkled  up 

Within  the  cup, 
And  left  no  sting  behind. 

'Twas  good  and  meet 

In  Summer's  heat, 
Likewise  in  Winter's  cold. 

'Tis  now  all  gone ! 

I  dream  upon 
The  Homebrewed  Beer  of  old. 

Thereof  a  pot 

Would  I  had  got 
Just  now  my  thirst  to  quench. 

Instead  of  which, 

I  'd  give  the  ditch 
Our  present  dreary  drench. 

"  Homebrewed  "  was  when 

We  were  young  men  ; 
Now  mostly  under  mould : 

But  I  remain, 

To  sigh  in  vain, 
The  Homebrewed  Beer  of  old ! 


1  OBJETS  DB  Go  UT.  "—People  with  the  Gout. 


THANK  THE  LORDS  ! 

VACCINATION  is  the  greatest  medical  discovery  since  HAHVEY  dis- 
covered the  circulation  of  the  blood.  Yet  there  are  Asses  asinine 
enough  to  distrust  Vaccination,  and  even  set  their  faces  against  it. 
These  asses  have  found  still  greater  asses  to  be  their  mouthpieces  in 
Parliament.  The  Parliamentary  Asses  have  had  influence  enough 
— for  great  is  the  influence  of  Asses  in  Parliament  as  well  as  out  of 
it — to  get  a  Committee  of  Inquiry  into  the  working  of  Vaccination. 
The  evidence  overwhelmingly  proved— what  no  further  evidence 
was  wanted  to  prove— the  case  in  favour  of  Vaccination ;  and  as 
overwhelmingly  disproved  every  allegation  of  its  asinine  opponents, 
and  the  Commission  reported  accordingly. 

But  they  recommended  that  those  who  neglected  or  refused  to 
have  their  children  vaccinated  should  no  longer  be  liable  to  re- 
peated summonses  and  cumulative  penalty,  but  to  one  penalty 
only,  and  thus,  on  payment  of  twenty  shillings,  should  be  free 
to  expose  their  children,  undefended,  to  the  poison  of  small- 
pox. ".The  object,"  say  the  defenders  of  this  idiotic  clause,  "  was 
to  prevent  conscientious  persons  being  fined,  which  brought  the  Act 
into  discredit  and  unpopularity." 

"  The  object  of  the  clause,"  says  Punch,  "  was  to  make  a  weak 
concession  to  the  asinine  element  in  Parliament  and  out  of  it."  The 
House  of  Lords,  in  one  of  the  last  acts  of  its  session,  has  vindicated 


its  superiority  to  asinine  prejudice,  on  this  point  at  least,  by  striking1 
out  the  clause,  and  so  bringing  the  restraint  of  cumulative  penalties 
to  bear  on  the  asses  who  insist  on  risking  their  children's  lives. 
For  this,  at  least,  let  us  say,  "  Thank  Heaven,  we  have  still  a  House 
of  Lords !  " 

Better  Known  than  Trusted. 

A  CONTEMPOBABY,  the  other  day,  made  the  following  announce- 
ment : — 

"  The  RIGHT  HON.  G.  J.  GOSCKEN,  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  left  town 
yesterday  for  his  seat  in  Surrey.  There  is  no  foundation  for  the  statement 
thiit  the  First  Lord  is  about  to  "join  the  Channel  Squadron." 

No ;  the  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  knows  at  least  enough  of  the 
Navy  to  deter  him  from  doing  that. 


VN  TIERS  QUI   T1EXT  PLUS  QUS  LA   3r01TIl\f 

WHAT  all  French  parties  seem  to  be  coming  to.— The  Thiers  parti. 


WHAT  THE  ROYAL  HUMANE  SOCIETY  CANNOT   Do.— Save  us- 
from  our  Friends. 
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A  FREE  PASSAGE. 

"  The  Cologne  Gaxlte  says  that  the  Directors  of  the  various 
Railways  in  Germany  have  agreed  to  allow  Members  of  Parlia- 
ment to  travel  gratuitously  upon  thfir  lines  between  their 
homes  and  the  Capital  during  the  Legislative  Session." 

THIS  is  public  spirited.  There  can  be  little  doubt 
that  the  Directors  of  our  own  Railways,  scorning  to  b« 
outdone  by  a  foreign  country,  will  issue  free  passes 
to  the  Members  of  both  Houses  of  Parliament,  directly 
the  opening  day  of  the  next  Session  is  announced, 
with  the  addition  of  valuable  privileges  as  to  the  use  of 
hot-water  tins  in  cold  weather.  Indeed,  we  should  not 
be  astonished  if  the  great  Cab  Proprietors  and  the 
London  General  Omnibus  Company,  stimulated  by  such 
a  praiseworthy  example,  were  to  allow  Honourable 
Gentlemen  (the  Peers  could  hardly  look  for  this  indul- 
gence) to  ride  to  and  from  Westminster  for  nothing,  on 
production  of  a  certificate  of  identification  from  the 
SPEAKER.  The  only  objectien  to  the  gratification  of 
these  generous  instincts  seems  to  be,  that  public  interests 
might  suffer,  inasmuch  as  our  legislators  would  natu- 
rally be  unwilling  to  offend  such  obliging  friends,  and 
so  be  altogether  blind  to  the  defects  which  may  still 
be  found  in  the  management  of  our  railways  and  public 
conveyances. 

Friendly  Hint  to  Fenians. 

FRIEND  PATRICK,  thinkest  thou  that  France  will  ever 
go  to  war  for  the  independence  of  Ireland  ?  If  thou 
dost,  Friend,  methinks  thou  wilt  find  thyself  mistaken. 
France  goeth  to  war  for  an  idea  ;  but,  mind  thee,  it  is 
one  idea ;  her  own  supremacy  in  Europe. 


TOO    BAD!" 


To  Two  Yachting  Beauties. 

(Suggeated  to  MR.  ASHBURT,  August  1871.) 

On,  Livonia .' 
1  wouldn't  own  yer, 
Now  I  've  seen, 
That  Fast  Aline  ! 


Comic  Man  (in  an  audible  Whisper,  -while  his  Friend  is  "obliging"  with  "  Ade-  Tire  MADNESS  OF  PABTY.— An  infatuated  Pttroleuse, 
laidc ").  "LOOK  OUT  !  HE  's  COMING  TO  THE  PASSIONATE  PART  NOW.  YOU'LL  out  of  her  admiration  for  the  Commune,  makes  her  Tea 
SHE  HIM  WAO  HIS  SHOULDERS  !  "  I  every  morning  with  an  Electoral  Urn. 


ARE  WE  MEN  OR  MONKEYS  ? 

THE  question  whether  man  is  descended  from  an  old-world 
monkey,  and,  more  remotely,  from  the  lame  of  Marine  Ascidians,  is  a 
problem  which  of  late  has  been  debated  with  great  vigour,  and  which 
natural  historians  and  scientific  savants  have  vainly  tried  to  solve. 
Much  ingenious  speculation  has  been  lavished  on  the  matter,  with- 
out producing  any  definite  and  crucial  result.  It  may  be  flippant 
to  presume  to  point  out  the  relationship  that  man  may  bear  to 
monkeys  and  to  creatures  of  the  sea,  in  the  fact  that  many  a  man  is 
prone  to  ape  his  betters,  while  many  a  man  is  fond  of  drinking  like 
a  fish.  Yet  to  minds  unhobbyhorsical  (if  Mr.  Shandy  will  permit 
us  to  make  use  of  the  word)  such  a  train  of  argument  is  hardly  less 
convincing  than  citing  the  existence  of  a  small  point  in  the  upper 
inner  portion  of  the  ear,  in  support  of  the  assertion  of  man's  simious 
descent. 

But  after  all  that  natural  philosophers  may  say  upon  the  subject, 
the  question  if  mere  monkeys  have  developed  into  men  is,  socially 
considered,  of  by  no  means  such  importance  as  the  question  whether 
men  may  not  sink  into  mere  monkeys,  or  other  unclean  beasts. 
Hear  what  CANON  KINGSLEY  has  to  say  upon  the  matter : — 

"  Civilisation  may  fall  as  well  as  rise.  They  who  talk  of  a  continual  pro- 
gress upward  in  man  forget  how  many  facts  there  are  against  them.  Has 
Greece  risen  or  fallen  in  the  last  two  thousand  years  ?  Has  the  whole  East 
risen  or  fallen  in  the  last  thousand  years  ?  Has  Spain  risen  or  fallen  in  the 
last  two  hundred  years  ?  In  America  alone  have  not  two  great  civilisations, 
that  of  Mexico  and  that  of  Peru,  sunk  into  savagery  again  during  the  last 
UTM  hundred  years  ?  " 

The  step  from  Sayajres  to  Simiadtc  is  not  so  very  wide  a  one,  at 
least  so  many  Darwinites  appear  just  now  to  think,  and  it  seems 
hardly  more  preposterous  to  contend  that  human  beings  may  dege- 
nerate into  animals,  than  to  argue  that  wild  monkeys  first  gave 
origin  to  men.  That  in  nations  so-called  "  civilised  "  men  may  sink 
to  be  mere  savages,  CANON  KINGSLEY  dares  avouch : — 

"  Go  into  any  of  our  great  cities,  and  see  what  human  beings  become  if  left 
to  themselves.  Is  not  an  average  street  Arab  as  very  a  savage  as  a  Fuegian, 
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and  far  more  of  a  savage  than  an  Esquimaux  ?  That  is  the  natural  tendency 
of  man  by  the  laws  of  his  nature — not  to  become  a  Shakspeare,  still  less  a 
Moses,  but  to  become  a  dirty,  lying  ruffian,  like  an  average  savage,  and  like, 
alas !  too  many  English  men,  and  women,  and  children  now." 

Much  as  one  admires  ingenious  speculation,  such  as  that  which 
has  been  lavished  on  the  origin  of  man,  it  is  doubtful  if  mankind  be 
very  much  the  better  for  it.  However  wisely  one  may  try  to  argne 
on  such  matters,  perhaps  a  wiser  course  would  be  to  use  one's  mental 
powers  on  matters  of  more  moment.  With  sense  says  CANOK 
KrNGSLEY : — 

"  Degradation  in  mankind  is  as  easy  and  as  common  as  progress.  You 
have  only  to  leave  civilised  human  beings  to  themselves,  for  them  to  become 
savages ;  and  the  struggle  of  all  wise  and  good  men  is  to  counteract  that 
tendency  in  men  to  fall  and  not  to  rise." 

The  tendency  with  many  men  no  donbt  is  to  the  bad,  and  many 
certainly  appear  to  be  somewhat  far  gone  upon  the  downward  path 
which  is  presumed  to  reconduct  them  from  manhood  to  mon- 
keyhood.  So  let  every  true-born  Briton  try,  as  far  as  in  him  lies,  to 
dissuade  his  fellow-creatures  from  aping  their  inferiors,  and  to  help 
them  to  do  battle  with  those  animal  propensities  which  lead  so  many 
a  man  to  make  a  brute  beast  of  himself. 


Dry  Work. 

"  WHAT  sort  of  sport  can  '  cave-hunting'  be  ?  "  was  the  exclama- 
tory question  of  a  fine  old  gentleman,  who  had  spent  a  long  and 
active  life  in  the  pursuit  of  the  fox,  the  stag,  the  hare,  the  otter, 
the  badger,  and  every  other  animal  fera-  naturae;  and  he  was  not 
much  encouraged  to  join  in  the  chase,  when  informed  by  bis  scien- 
tific friends  that  Bones  were  all  they  could  offer  him. 


ONE  OF  THE  BLESSINGS  ov  PEACE. — We  hear  rather  less  just  now 
of  the  Marteillaise,  than  we  did  before  the  War  was  concluded. 
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MY    HEALTH. 


E  are  on  Hoard  the 
Gallant  Sylphide. 
— We  have  every- 
thing that  can  pos- 
sibly be  desired. 
Still  I  do  not  see, 
and  remark  this 
instantly  to  my- 
self, such  prepara- 
tions for  a  sort  of 
Hardy  Norseman's 
cruise  as  I  had  ex- 
pected. 

N/itf.  —  The  in- 
stance of  the  Hardy 
Norseman  occurs 
to  me  because,  as 
the  song  says,  "his 
House  of  yore  was 
ontherollingsea," 
with  every  kind, 
therefore,  of  resi- 
dential accommo- 
dation in  a  roughish  way.  There  are  on  deck  the  most  comfortable  chairs,  the 
thickest  rugs,  the  softest  cushions,  and  everyone  can  be  provided  with  a  foot- 
stool and  a  sunshade  if  they  want  it. 

My  umbrella  is  on  board.  Thoughtful  ROBERT  has  brought  it  as  a  sunshade. 
Bah !  no  shades  for  me  :  let  me  be  browned — done  on  both  sides,  from  the  shirt- 
collar  line  upwards.  There  are  wraps,  coats,  and  waterproofs.  Nothing  has 
been  forgotten.  We  are,  apparently,  ready  for  the  Tropics,  or  the  North  Pole. 
Down-stairs — I  mean  "below" — there  are  a  ladies  cabin,  a  gentlemen's 
cabin,  a  dining  saloon,  a  piano,  a  fire-place,  and  the  brightest  possible  fire- 
irons,  all  complete  :  a  luxurious  hearthrug,  book-cases,  highly  polished  lamps 
)n  swivels,  sofas,  lounges,  and  chairs  of  all  shapes  and  sizes.  The  floor  is 
beautifully  carpeted,  and,  on  the  whole,  it  is  the  nearest  approach  to  being  in 

Siur  own  drawing-room  on  shore  that  any  arrangement  can  be,  out  of  it.    The 
ardy  Norseman  would  be  evidently  quite  out  of  his  element  here :  his  element 
aeing  the  stormy  deep,  and  no  carpets. 

Note. — After  a  little  experience  (this  note  being  interpolated  later  on)  it 
occurs  to  me  that  the  chief  aim  and  object  in  going  out  yachting  is  to  remain  as 
much  like  being  on  shore  as  possible,  with  the  advantage  of  having  it  in  your 
sower,  when  you  are  tired  of  the  imitation,  to  return  to  the  genuine  article 
at  a  minute's  notice.  Except  for  the  look  of  the  thing,  and,  occasionally  the  ?.  „ 

feel  of  the  thing,  I  could,  without  any  great  effort  of  imagination,  fancy  myself  j  ieUow.-,  H«  »•  »md  the  adjective  with  either  emphasis 
m  Number  Something  Firkin  Terrace,  Torquay.  To  a  person  who  was  fond  of  j  y°u  llke;  , As,  for  be™^  °,ld>  g  arman. s  b<le  ™  io.  \* 
yachting  luxuriantly  but  unable  to  afford  the  amusement,  I  should  recommend  measured  by  his  good  works,  the  Earl  is  a  Methuselah 
sitting  at  the  end  of  some  pier  in  an  arm-chair,  and  dressed  of  course  (this  is  R?  ne  ls.  v.oun&  en,011Sh,,  \0,mea1nAt,°  demollsh  several  of 

'     • -•     •  *  •    •  the  remaining  Castles  of  Moloch-Mammon,  and  to  set  a 

great  many  more  poor  little  prisoners  free.  Mr.  Punch 
applauds  Glasgow  for  its  hearty  welcome  to  as  good  a 
man  as  ever  stepped  Buchanan  Street,  and  that 's  saying 
a  deal,  especially  as  Mr.  Punch  himself  has  trodden 
those  flags. 


— and  let  them  start  a  navy.  A  Fleet  of  Refreshment 
Ships. 

With  Barmaids  on  board,  and  the  colours  flying. 

Also  Refreshment  Vessels  like  Lightships,  at  moor- 
ings, and  marked  in  the  Admiralty  charts. 

The  idea  of  the  Honourable  East  India  Company's 
constitution  was  not  grander  in  its  original  conception 
than  this.  I  turn  to  tell  WETHERBY  what  I  've  hit  on. 

He  is  talking  to  his  Captain  and  the  sailors.  BFNTEII 
is  sitting  loungingly  against  the  side.  BUNTER  would 
see  this  idea  of  BARCLAY  AND  PERKINS,  1  'm  sure,  and  be 
first  mate.  His  Eye  is  taking  everything  in.  Perhaps 
for  some  future  Book  of  Nautical  Observations,  to  be 
entitled,  "My  Eye." 

Note. — Good  title,  "  My  Eye,  and  what  I  saw  with  it." 

WETHERBY  is  talking  to  his  Captain.  I  see  CAPTAIN 
PUGGAKEE  talking  and  laughing  with  Miss  STKAITK- 
MEUE.  She  is  sitting  in  a  low  easy  chair  flirting  with 
her  parasol  and  with  PUGGAREE,  who  is  stretched  on  a 
rug  at  her  feet.  I  dare  say  he  thinks  he  looks  pictu- 
resque. I  feel  that  they  are,  so  to  speak,  beneath  my 
notice,  and  that  being  at  sea  I  shall  enlarge  my  idi-as 
by  thoroughly  going  in  for  nautical  matters.  Effemi- 
nacy on  the  one  hand  is  represented  to  me  by  PCGGARKE 
and  Miss  STRAITHMERE  in  the  stern ;  Rough  and  Ready 
Seamanship  by  the  Captain,  BUNTER,  and  WETIIKKKV, 
in  the  bows.  As  to  LADY  WETHEIIRY  and  the  other 
lady,  they  are  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  stern  ("star- 
board side,"  I  think,  hut  won't  venture  to  say  so  except 
as  a  joke),  and  are  talking  quietly  on  some  evidently 
interesting  topic.  The  choice  is  between  effeminacy  at 
the  stern  and  the  Hardy  Norseman  at  the  prow. 

I  notice  that  the  Captain  and  sailors  appear  decidedly 
attached  to  WETHERBY.  Perhaps  they  have  seen  hard- 
ships together.  He  is  brusque  and  quick  with  them,  but 
[  can't  help  observing  that  they  seem  to  like  it. 
BUNTER'S  Eye  is  taking  in  the  entire  conversation 
between  WETIIERBY  and  the  Captain,  and  enjoying  it.;  _,• 


"LET  GLASGOW  FLOURISH!" 

GOOD  LORD  SHAFTESBURY,  in  a  speech  at  Glasgowi 
sent  "  his  love"  to  all  the  Scottish  women  who  were  not 
present,  adding  that,  though  old,  he  was  "a  very  gallant 
foiinTrr  " 


absolutely  indispensable)  in  a  nautical  costume.  If  the  arm-chair  is  impracti- 
cable, a  bath  chair  can  be  obtained,  and  he  would  enjoy  all  the  pleasure  with 
the  minimum  of  internal  discomfort ;  though,  if  of  a  very  delicate  make,  he  can 
experience  even  this. 

On  Board,  off  Torquay.— A  lovely  day,  bright  blue  sky,  Prussian  blue  sea, 
red  cliffs,  white  houses  of  the  very  plainest  possible  design,  as  if  a  lot  of 
semi-detached  Cockney  villas  and  "Eligible  Residences"  had,  with  a  view  to 
getting  a  breath  of  fresh  air,  broken  loose  from  the  builders'  hands,  got  down 
somehow  to  the  coast  of  Devon,  and,  having  started  for  a  race  up  the  heights, 
had  stopped,  in  a  white  heat,  to  rest  themselves  on  various  points  of  the  ascent, 
and,  not  having  felt  inclined  to  move  up  any  higher,  had  allowed  the  highest 
of  the  party  to  win  the  race,  and  perch  itself  on  the  top. 

Flash  across  my  mind  of  adaptable  and  opportune  quotation. — "  Heaven 
made  the  South  Coast,  Man  made  Torquay."  Think  this  out,  and  arrange  it 
epigrammatically.  Something  in  it,  like  lead  in  an  uncut  pencil,  but  the  point, 
as  yet.  not  clear.  All  this,  as  I  stand  alone  by  the  bulwarks,  and  begin  to  feel 
that  if  there  is  no  more  motion  than  this  (and  Torquay  is  fast  receding  from 
sight),  I  shall  be  all  right,  and  shall  be  able  to  get  on  without  calculating  every 
step  on  the  deck,  and  stand  by  the  bulwarks,  without  laying  hold  of  a  rope. 

Another  large  yacht  is  alongside.  The  crew  are  all  in  blue,  with  red  woollen 
caps  (or  red  something  caps),  like  draymen. 

Perhaps  one  of  BARCLAY  AND  PERKINS'S  yachts  going  out  with  beer. 

Fiash  of  Invention. — Why  not  start  such  a  company  ?  A  Floating  Brewery  ! ! 
BASS'S  Barque !  Lots  of  people  must  -get  thirsty  at  sea.  Say  that  ships'  stores 
run  short,  then  imagine  their  delight,  when,  with  a  loud  cry,  they  hail  the 
well-known  flag  of  BARCLAY  AND  PERKINS'S  ship— a  two-hundred  casker— and 
coming  alongside,  broach  kegs  of  single,  double,  and  treble  X,  pay  four  times 
the  amount  for  it,  as  a  luxury,  to  what  the  charge  would  have  been  on  shore, 
and  then  away  to  the  Southern  Seas,  or  wherever  they  're  going,  refreshed  and 
happy,  and  blessing  the  good  stout  craft  of  BARCLAY  AND  PERKINS'S  Entire  ! 

Motto  for  B.  &  P.'s  Ftag  :  "  The  Sailor's  Necessity  is  B.  &  P.'s  Opportunity." 

More  Flashes.— The  idea  doesn't  stop  here.  Why  not  suggest  to  those 
enterprising  caterers,  SPIERS  AND  POND— (POND  is  not  a  bad  name  for  a  nautical 
business,  and,  without  the  initial  "  S,"  PIERS  would  be  first  rate,  PIERS  AND 
POND,  alliterative,  fanciful,  and  eminently  suggestive  of  the  shore  and  the  sea) 


IN  THE  STREET. 

Naval  Officer.  Of  course  we  don't  expect  much  from 
the  Army.  You  can't  distinguish  yourselves  by  running 
a  big  ship  aground  once  a  week,  as  we  can. 

Military  Officer.  True.  But  we  do  what  we  can.  We 
let  the  Life  Guards'  horses  break  loose  the  other  night  at 
Aldershot,  and  gallop  to  destruction.  (Proudly.)  Ten 
of  'em  were  killed,  my  boy,  I  can  tell  you,  and  heaps 
wounded. 

Naval  Officer.  Ah  !  well,  a  good  beginning ;  and  if  you 
only  muddle  the  Berkshire  campaign  properly,  the  nation 
won't  know  which  service  to  admire  most.  [Exeunt. 


Nemesis  on  the  Premises. 

SOME  time  ago  some  people  who  love  to  "  stand  in  the 
old  streets  "  asked  that  the  old  name  of  Covent  Garden 
might  be  revived,  and  that  the  place  should  he  called 
"  Convent  Garden,"  as  in  ancient  times.  This  was 
refused.  Lo !  a  worse  thing  is  coming  unto  the  ducal 
property.  The  fruiterers,  nurserymen,  and  farmers, 
weary  of  its  inhospitalities,  have  resolved  to  send  it  to 
the  city  of  Peeping  Tom,  and  to  go  to  Farringdon  Street. 
The  deserted  region  will,  therefore,  be  known  as 
"  Coventry  Garden." 
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A    SEA-SIDE    TRAGEDY. 


.-'<  I:NK.  —  .-I  fiishiiiiuili/e  n'litering  /'/<«•.•,  SttdMtuoavftovm,  or 

streal;rille,  or  UtloHchofyoceanborOUgh,  «r  ii-hrn-  '/mi  like. 

ACT  I. 

(  'rut/net-  f  i  ronnil  nf  Hotel.    .V«  playing. 
JEnterlloy,  Mits.  MOIIIKKLY,  anil  her  dauyh/er  K\  \N«.  I:I.INI:. 

Mrs.  M.  Don't  talk  to  me,  my  di  ar,  you  have  no  more  tact  than 
:i  child  ;  in  lin-i,  not  so  much,  i'cir  when  a  child  wants  anything,  sht 
i-i  ies,  anil  i;cts  it. 

I-'.rniii/i'/in,'.  \  i.i  you  \vi--li  mo  to  cry  at  the  tnhh-  d'hote,  Mamma, 
i  '  ii,  dors  not  propose!-  1  will,  if  you  like,  but  consider 
tlic  waiters. 

Mrs.  31.  You  will  be  a  waiter  yourself,  Miss  Flippant,  until  you 
have  lost  CKCII,. 

I'.i-nnij'-lini'.  ,M  \.iou  ItosF.r.KVK  says,  Mamma,  that  there  are  as  good 
li.ili  in  the  sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it. 

3fm.  M.  I  wish  MAM  \rwere  tossed  in,  to  find  out  the 

fact  for  himself.  If  he  never  came  out  of  it,  I  shouldn't  care.  Why 
(In  MIII  nut  make  Ci.rn,  understand  that  he  ought  to  speak  ': 

fii-titit/t'/inr.  And  how  can  I  ?  He  keeps  from  the  point  all  day, 
and  in  the  (veiling,  when,  if  he  would  conn  to  the  drawing-room, 
one  might  have  a  chance,  he  goes  and  smokes  with  the  married  men. 

Mrs.  M.  DOES  iu:''    ila!  (J1<:/1.)  Let  us  go  and  dress  for  dinner. 

ACT   II. 

The  HM  of  the  Hotel. 
Dinner  i.i  oret;  iiiul  lite  J'isi/urs  are  slowly  pouring  out,  some  to  the 

Itrinriiiil-rooni,  otlterx  tn  tin:  diinli'lt.     .hlliiiii/  lllr  lilttrr  in  CECIL 
^  r  \  I  ;  li  1  .  1  .11  •  N  .      MiS.   MOTUEBLY   Contrives  tn  «WM  h  IS  path. 

Mrs.  M.  What  a  relief,  the  sweet  cool  air,  after  that  hot  room, 
MB.  SPABKLETOX. 

Cecil.  Very.     Assure  you  it  quite  gives  me  a  head-ache. 

Mri.  M.  Ah!    You  should  be  careful  of  such  things,  trifles  as 
cm.    Ask  your  doctor  whether  they  are  trifles. 

Cecil.  Well,  no.  For  old  COPHAGUS—  not  that  he  's  half  a  bad 
fellow,  mind  you,  —  would  be  sure  to  tell  me  some  awful  thing  or 
other,  and  do  you  know,  I  've  monstrous  faith  in  old  COPHAOUS. 
He  's  quite  setting  me  up,  you  know. 

Mrs.  M.  Mind  what  he  tells  you,  for  your  own  sake.  Going  to 
smoke,  I  see.  What  a  pretty  cigar-case  !  (Aside)  DB.  COPHAOUS  is 
HIS  DOCTOB  ! 

ACT  III. 

DH.  COPHAQUS'S  Consulting  Room.    Mas.  MOTHERLY  and  the 
DOCTOB,  seated. 

Mrs.  M.  Thanks,  many  thanks,  DK.  COPHAOUS.  I  did  not  sup- 
pose it  was  of  consequence,  but  your  assurance  makes  me  quite  easy. 
By  the  way.  how  very  charmingly  your  daughters  looked  on  the 
Esplanade  this  morning.  My  dear  friend  LADY  D'Esroiic  said 
that  they  quite  eclipsed  all  the  girls  from  town  ;  and  if  I  had  known 
them  ever  such  a  little  more,  I  should  have  introduced  them  to  the 
Countess. 

Din-fur  (imiilf).  MKS.  COPHAOUS  would  he  ecstatic,  wouldn't  she. 
(Tn  /n-r.)  Pray,  MRS.  MOTHEELY,  if  such  an  opportunity  happens 
to  occur  again,  do  me  the  honour  to  think  that  you  know  my  girls 
quite  well  enough  to  show  them  any  kindness. 

Mrs.  M.  You  would  like  them  to  know  the  Countess  ? 

J  tin-tor.  I  hear  that  she  is  so  very  delightful  ;  and  it  does  little 
country  girls  so  much  good  to  associate,  occasionally,  with  —  with  — 

Mrs.  M.  0,  that  shall  be  done.  I  shall  be  enchanted.  By  the 
way,  DK.  COPHAGUS,  let  me  ask  you  a  question  which  you  will  be 
sure  does  not  concern  myself.  Is  smoking  a  bad  thing  for  young 
men. 

Din-tin-  (irhn  smokes  seven  pipes  every  night}.  In  excess,  my  dear 
Madam,  very  bad.  Impairs  digestion,  enfeebles  memory,  destroys 
appetite,  and  superinduces  maxillary  derangement  of  the  anthropoid 
subelavicle. 

Mrs.  M.  Dear  me,  how  shocking  !  And  would  total  abstinence 
from  smoke,  or,  let  us  say,  abstinence  in  the  evenings,  injure  a  young 
man's  health  P 

Dorttir.  Mot  in  the  least.  In  fact,  if  he  would  abstain,  nothing 
could  be  better  for  him. 

Mrs.  M.  I  ask  this  last  question  because  I  am  a  mother,  and  I 
would  run  no  risk  of  doing  the  slightest  harm.  I  know  that  you 
have  the  confidence  of  a  young  friend  of  mine  —  and  of  my  EvAif- 
I.KU.NK—  I  mean  MR.  CKCIL  SPABKLETON. 

Doctor.  Well,  without  betraying  professional  secrets,  I  may  say 
that  he  comes  to  see  me,  and  that  there  is  nothing  the  matter  with 
him,  except  too  much  money,  and  no  occupation. 

Mrs.  M.  But  if  he  smoked  too  much,  there  might  be  all  those 
dreadful  things,  anthropophagites  and  auxiliaries,  and  so  on  ? 


Doctor.  Undoubtedly. 

Mrs.  M.  (farnuOtt  '  If  he  could  be  prevented  from  smoking  in 
the  evening,  it  would  be  a  great  satisfaction  to  some  who  esteem 
him  highly.  •'Hi-  /Mirki't  in  his  hand. 

Doctor,  My  dear  Madam,  I  feel  that  In  r>  i,  livo  times  as  much  as 
you  ought  to  give  me. 

Mrs.  M.  I  liavu  asked  you  for  special  information— do,  please,  let 
me  be  rra't  ful  mv  own  way.  And  now  no  mure  tn^pass  on  your 
valuable  time.  1  hope  the  dear  girls  will  bo  on  the  Esplanade  to- 
morrow, (iiiinl  morning,  l»it.  CoriiAoi  >.  [Exit. 

/!.,./.,,-.  Ila!  SmokiiifT  in  the  evnin_'  is  decidedly  l>ud  for  any 
young  man  whose— whose— whose  nume  is  ( 'mi.  SI-AUKLLTDN.  II  i 

S1I.U.I.    KNOW   IT. 

ACT   IV. 

AV/HI-  -V-  '  II. 

Mr.  Phtimcr,  to  Cecil.  This  way,  my  boy.  That's  the  way  to  the 
ladies. 

<  'n'il.  I  am  going  to  the  ladies. 

Mr.  I'lift'i-r.  Not  coming  out  for  a  weed  ? 

( ''  fil.  I  am  not  coining  out  fur  a  weed. 

Mr.  >SV.  Fund's.  What 's  up  now  y 

.Nothing.  But  the  tea  will  be,  presently,  and  I  shall  have 
some.  Fact  is,  I  have  been  smoking  too  much,  and  MY  MKDK  u, 
COVE  WON' i  HAVE  IT.  [Joins  the  Ladies. 

'   V. 

The  evtnls  in  this  Act  have  not  yet  taken  place,  I, tit  the  catastrophe 

j'.s  inert/able,  for  the  day  is  tijced. 

Mn.  MOTJIEKLY'S  Mansion,  after  a  H'eddiiig  lireakfast. 

Mrs.  Mother!//  (/"  Font/nun).  LEGOS,  take  this  to  the  Times  Office 
instantly.  Fay  what  is  to  be  paid,  and  ascertain  whether  the 
announcement  will  appear  to-morrow  morning.  [Exit  Menial. 

Mrs.  M.  (quietly).  If  MBS.  CECIL  SPAKKLKTON  likes  to  let  her 
husband  smoke  in  the  evening,  that  is  her  business.  I  do  not  see 
why  she  should  not.  He  is  not  so  young  as  he  was  when  I  stopped 
the  habit.  Bless  ye,  my  children !  [Goes  to  sleep,  being  Urea  out. 

Curtain. 


TEMPEKA.XCK  DHINKIXC   SONG. 


AU  sings.) 

TEA,  tea,  tea,  of  the  water  strong  ! 
Stick  to  that,  you  can't  be  wrong  : 

Coffee  ne'er  will  harm  you. 
Pop  the  cork  of  ginger-beer  ! 
Xigzag  that  'twill  make  you  steer, 

Let  no  thought  alarm  you. 

Fill,  fill,  fill,  if  you  like  sherbet  ; 
Tight  on  that  vou  '11  never  get  : 

Heated  brain  'twill  calm,  Ho  ! 
Quaff  no  end  of  lemonade. 
Ha,  my  hearties,  who  's  afraid 

Of  a  gastric  qualm  ?  —  0  ! 


THE  GOOSE  STEP. 
Extract  from  the  Diary  of  a  Horse  Guard  (Green). 

AUGUST  20,  1871. — Encamped  near  Aldershot.  Dismounted  satis- 
factorily. Found  a  nice  sandy  place.  Put  strong  pegs  three  inches 
long  into  sand.  Tied  ropes  to  pegs.  Tied  horses  to  ropes.  Every- 
thing, nice,  tidy,  and  pleasant.  Who  says  tee  're  not  ready  for  a 
campaign  ? 

AUGUST  30,  1871. —  All  asleep,  or  chattering.  Goose  cackled, 
or  puppy  barked.  Horses  (300  of  'cm)  broke  loose,  taking  pegs  and 
all.  Everybody  in  full  chase. 

Result  of  Inquiry.— (a).  Soldiers  ordered  henceforth  not  to  trust 
sand,  nor  ropes  made  of  that  material. 

(b).  No  goose  to  be  admitted  into  the  Army. 

(f).  No  puppy  to  be  allowed  in  a  camp. 

With  these  alterations  and  improvements  the  British  Army  con- 
siders itself  re-constructed. 


New  Appointment. 

HEK  MAJESTY  has  been  approving  of  a  number  of  gentlemen,  as 
Consuls,  in  various  parts  of  her  dominions  for  the  German  Empire. 
Among  them  is  one  who  bears  the  highly  appropriate  name  of — 
FEEZ.  

MOTTO  FOB  Miss  MIIXY-CHKISTIXE. — Two  heads 'are  better  than 
one. 
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THE    LIGHT    FANTASTIC    TOE. 

British  Youth.  "  BUT  YOU  DON'T  MEAN  TO  SAY  YOUB  COUNTRYMEN  ARE  BETTER  DANCERS  THAN  WE  ARE  ? " 
American  BdU.  "  WAL,  NO!  YOU'RE  SPRY  ENOUGH  AT  HOPPING;  BUT  I  GUESS  YOU  DON'T  '£UXCH/'" 

[Which,  interpreted,  means  that  we  are  sufficiently  irreproachable  as  far  as  Dancing  is  concerned,  but  that  we  are  not  in  the  habit  of  yiciny 
Bouquets  to  our  Partners. 


STATESMAN  TO  STATESMAN. 

THTERS,  our  case  is  much  the  same ; 

They  may  mistrust  and  doubt  us ; 
But  howsoever  they  may  blame, 

They  cannot  do  without  us. 

Let,  then,  your  course  be  one  with  mine, 

Chief  of  a  Noble  Nation ; 
Your  thorny  seat  do  not  resign, 

But  keep  your  situation. 

For  me,  with  patience  I  endure 

All  discontent's  expression. 
'Tis  very  true  that  I  fm  secure 

Until  another  Session. 

But  this  assurance  you  have  got, 

Like  unto  mine,  0  brother ! 
Their  business,  of  your  fathom,  not, 

Have  they,  to  lead,  another. 


An  Honourable  Exception. 
.  A  LETTEB-WBITEB  in  the  Times  remarks  that  "  Royal  Commis- 
ions  have  sometimes  ended  in  smoke."    There  is  one  Royal  Com- 
mission which  might  have  been  expected  to  end  in  smoke,  but  has 
not — that  on  Coal. 


METROPOLITAN  INTELLIGENCE. 

OBDEB  reigns  in  Hyde  Park.    Demonstrations  have  ceased. 


vA«M»nuciM  in  jayue  jrarK.     Jjemonj 
the  bloated  Aristocrats  are  out  of  Town. 


All 


A  SEASONABLE  STRIKE. 

THE  present  time  of  year  has  been  named  "  the  silly  season." 
That  such  it  is  in  respect  of  the  influence  which  it  exerts  on  some 
minds  may  be  inferred  from  the  statement  of  a  local  paper  that  a 
strike  epidemic  is  raging  at  Leeds ;  and  that  :— 

"On  Tuesday  a  number  of  women  employed  in  a  worsted  mill  struck 
without  assigning  any  reason  or  making  any  demand.  What  makes  this  step 
the  more  extraordinary  was  the  fact,  that  only  on  the  previous  day  the 
employing  firm  had  gratuitously  made  concessions  which  seemed  to  give 
general  satisfaction." 

It  may  be  questioned  whether  the  concessions  were  not  evidences 
of  the  silly  season  equally  with  the  strike.  As  to  the  latter,  there  is, 
perhaps,  a  reason  which  might  possibly  be  assigned  for  it,  in  answer 
to  a  question  prompted  by  masculine  inquisitiveness.  The  women 
on  strike  at  Leeds  would  say  they  struck  because  they  did.  This, 
indeed,  would  be  a  highly  seasonable  reply ;  but  then,  to  be  sure,  it 
is  a  reply  which  has  never  been  out  of  season. 


Geese! 

ONCE  Cackle  saved  Rome's  Capitol  sublime, 
Now  vulgar  Cackle  tends  to  revolution. 

Trust  we  that  Cackle  will  not,  in  some  time, 
Destroy,  not  save,  the  British  Constitution. 

UNSEASONABLE. 

WE  know  a  man  so  keen  in  money  matters,  that  positively  he 
refused  to  conclude  the  purchase  of  a  house  for  999  years,  because 
he  could  not  have  the  odd  year  thrown  in. 

"  FLAGS  OF  DISTRESS."— The  Pavement  in  hot  weather. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— SKITKJIUBR  0,  1871. 
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HOBSOFS   CHOICE." 


M.  TH--ES.  "HE,  MON  AMI!    TUEY  MAY  SAY  THAT  I  AM  PETULANT,  BUT " 

MB.  GL-DST-NE.  "AH,   M.  LE  PRESIDENT,   JUST   SO!     THEY  SAY   I'M  IRRITABLE,   BUT THEY  CAN'T 

GET  ON  WITHOUT  US.'" 


MIIKR  9,  1871.] 
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A    FRAGRANT    ISLE. 

E  hear  awful  accounts  of 
th :  sanitary  state  of 
St.  Kilda  owing  to  the 
unspeakable  filthiness  of 
the  inhabitants  of  that 
naturally  salubrious 
island,  who  do  not,  how- 
ever, yet  go  on  all  fours. 
Their  huts  are  thickly 
carpeted  with  "matter  in 
the  wrong  place,"  and  the 
\,n-th  Jtrit;*/i  Jtiii/i/  Mm'/ 
says  that  "they  nestle  in 
it  like  pigs  in  a  stye."  By 
the  same  account  the 
population  must  be  kept 
up  by  immigrants;  for 
the  children  all  die  off 
there.  "The  vitality  of 
an  infant  which  could 
draw  its  first  breath  in 
such  an  atmosphere  mxist 
be  exceptional.  In  fact, 
there  are  no  little  pigs,  it 
appears,  if  plenty  of  big 
ones.  The  proprietor  of 
the  St.  Kilda  pig-styes, 
whoever  he  may  be,  must 
himself  be  somewhat 
pachydermatous.  As  he 
takes  no  measures  for 
keeping  them  clean,  it  is 
to  be  hoped  that  he  will 
be  subjected,  by  a  special 
sanitary  Act,  to  the  same  liabilities  as  those  affecting  people  who 
keep  common  pigsties,  which  are  common  nuisances. 

St.  Kilda  may  have  been  a  sweet  Saint,  physically  as  well  ashagio- 
logically,  therein  widely  differing  from  many  Saints  extolled  by 
their  biographers.  But  St.  Kilda' s  Islanders  live  and  die  in  anything 
but  the  odour  of  sanctity.  The  theme  above  commented  on  will  not 
seem  unsavoury  if  rightly  considered ;  that  is  to  say,  in  contrast 
with  the  balmy  breath  of  summer  flowers,  and  the  fresh  sea-breeze, 
which  you,  the  better  classes,  are  now  enjoying,  and  will  enjoy  all 
the  more,  on  due  reflection,  after  having  perused  the  foregoing 
observations. 


NO  FEAR  FOR  FREEDOM! 

IT  is  to  be  hoped  that  there  is  no  fear  for  the  future  of  true  Libe- 
ralism, which  implies  Liberty.  The  Daily  News,  having  none, 
thinks  there  can  be  no  advantage  to  the  truly  Liberal  cause  in  con- 
cealing the  importance  of  the  defeat  in  East  Surrey,  and  declares 
that:— 

"  For  our  own  part,  we  have  never  affected  to  identify  the  future  of  a  party 
with  the  fortunes  of  a  Ministry.  No  statesman  that  we  know  of  watched 
over  the  cradle  of  the  Liberal  cause,  or  will  conduct  it  to  the  grave." 

As  to  the  East  Surrey  reverse,  therefore,  says  our  excellent  and 
candid  contemporary : — 

"  Wo  accept  it  and  acknowledge  it  without  subterfuge  or  equivocation  as  a 
-ion  of  public  feeling,  and  the  natural  result  of  a  reaction  oi 
•  1 1  :i|>l  'lintment.    There  is  the  reaction  against  mismanagement,  against  con- 
fusion,  against    incompetcncy,  against   impracticable  and  angry  Budgets, 
against  the  insolence  of  office,  against  hasty,  tentative,  teasing  legislation, 
against  imperious  authority,  against  meddling  and  bungling  and  encroach- 
ment and  provocation,  against  gross  failures  and  deplorable  disasters,  and  the 
self-glorification  of  a  statesmanship  that  prefers  a  fool's  paradise  filled  by 
tenures  to  the  confidence  of  free  and  disinterested  followers." 

Hey !  This  is  letting  those  whom  it  concerns  have  it  hot  and  hot, 
indeed.  There  certainly  is  a  distinction  between  Liberalism  and 
certain  Liberals,  so-called ;  and  the  Daily  News  draws  that  distinc- 
tion. Otherwise,  although,  in  truth,  no  statesman  that  the  Daily 
News  knows  of  watched  over  the  cradle  of  the  Liberal  cause,  a  body 
of  statesmen  whom  it  knows  very  well,  are,  there  is  reason  to  fear,  fl 
it  has  not  misrepresented  them,  very  likely  to  conduct  it  to  the 
grave. 


MAXIM  FOR  YOUNG  SCOTCHMEN  WHO  ABE  FOND  OF  DANCING. — 
;  Youth  must  have  its  Fling." 


"THE    TREASUiii'.S   OF  THE   DEEP." 

FROM  the  hour  (how  well  we  remember  it — 10  A.M.  on  the  morning 
of  the  twentieth  of  last  month)  when  we  first  heard,  from  a  mutual 
friend,  of  the  proposed  investigation  of  the  bed  of  the  Tiber,  to  the 
present  time  (halt  past  three,  Friday  afternoon.  September  the  first), 
we  have  allowed  our  imagination  to  dwell,  in  all  wt -at  hers,  and  under 
every  change  of  circumstances,  on  the  Treasures,  which  a  few  years 
careful  dredging  will  yield,  for  the  unalloyed  gratification  of  oount- 
less  visitors  to  the  Museums  of  Rome.  Day  and  night,  and  some- 
times also  on  a  fine  afternoon,  we  have  pictured  to  ourselves,  and  to 
those  near  and  dear  to  us,  the  rapturous  delight  of  the  traveller,  the 
tourist,  \\ivdilrttnntf,  the  rirtimso,  the  man  of  science  and  L ' 
after  his  name,  the  cultivated  and  the  curiousof  all  ranks,  conn- 
ages,  sexes,  and  professions,  when  they  examine,  for  the  first  time, 
with  reverent  gaze,  object*  whieh,  from  their  childhood,  tiny  li;cv<- 
read  of,  with  eager  eyes  and  bated  breath,  in  the  pages  of  Nn  iiunR, 
in  the  volumes  of  ARNOLD,  in  the  chapters  of  MOMMSKN,  ami  GOLD- 
I-.MITII,  and  numberless  other  learned  historians  of  departed  Home. 

We  can  foresee  a  Catalogue  containing  (amongst  a  thousand 
others)  simple  entries  like  the  following — for  what  need  of  elaborate 
description  of  articles  which,  though  they  have  lain  hid  from  the  eye 
of  the  world  and  the  MfMMMMI  for  thousands  of  years,  are  as 
familiar  as  the  cross  on  the  summit  of  St.  Paul's,  or  the  outstretched 
arm  of  the  DUKE  OF  \VKI.I.I.NOTOIT  on  Constitution  Hill,  yea,  or  even 
the  metal  rod  which  rises  so  grandly  from  the  head  of  tie  DUKE  OK 
YORK  at  the  termination  of  Waterloo  Place? 

1.  Stones  identified,  beyond  a  doubt,  as  having  formed  port  of  the 
grotto  of  Egeria. 

-'.  I  >ne  of  the  bucklers  with  which  TAUPEIA  was  crushed  to  death, 
to  the  inexpressible  grief  of  her  surviving  relatives. 

:t.  The  razor  with  which  TARQUIN  (TARftuwros  PBISCUS)  cut 
through  the  whetstone.  (Careful  search  has  been  made  for  his 
strop,  but  hitherto  without  success.) 

I.  The  footstool  (much  discoloured  by  time  and  mud)  thrown  by 
TULLIA  at  the  head  of  her  coachman,  whom  she  was  fined  for 
assaulting. 

5.  The  stone  chest  containing  the  Sibylline  books.     (The  binding  is 
in  pretty  good  order,  and  by  a  newly  discovered  process  the  mystic 
characters,  which  were  entirely  obliterated,  have  been  deciphered. 
It  will  be  a  relief  to  the  public  mind  to  know  that  they  appear  to  be 
nothing  more  than  simple  family  receipts,  culinary  and  medicinal.) 

6.  LUCHETIA'S  spinning-wheel  (one  or  two  of  the  spindles  missing), 


Polyb.,  pp.  1074—7). 

7.  ClNCINNATUS's  plough. 

8.  The  Ivory  Sceptre  of  SENATOR  PAPiRrus  (the  ornament  on  the 
top  knocked  off). 

9.  The  Scales  and  some  of  the  weights  used  in  the   monetary 
transaction  with  GENERAL  BRENNUS. 

10.  The  beautifully-carved  Ivory  Manger  out  of  which  CALIGULA'S 
favourite  hunter  was  in  the  habit  of  feeding,  with  some  of  the  gilt 
oats  still  adhering  to  the  bottom. 

11.  NERO'S  FIDDLE  (the  strings  gone). 

12.  The   EMPEROR  DOMITIAJTS  bodkin.     (The  first  chemists  of 
Europe,  after  a  most  careful  analysis,  are  strongly  of  opinion  that 
the  dark-coloured  stain  is  the  blood  of  an  enormous  blue-bottle.) 

13.  CORNELIA'S  Jewels. 

14.  Axes  enclosed  in  bundles  of  rods    (completely    fossilised)  ; 
Jewellery  supposed  to  have  been  worn  by  the  Vestal  Virgins ;  the 
Jawbone  and  Teeth  of  a  Wolf  (believed  to  have  been  the  identical 
animal  which  nourished  ROMULUS  and  REMTJS  in  the  dawn  of  life) ; 
bushels  of  Sesterces ;    several  Civic,  Mural,  and  Golden  Crowns ; 
Knights'  Gold  Rings;  Galleys,  Triremes,  Curule  Chairs,  Roman 
Candles,  &c.  

Something  Left  Out. 

IN  the  POSTMASTER-GENERAL'S  last  Report  we  read  that  "in  London 
alone  above  ten  million  yards  of  string  were  used  in  1870  for  tying 
up  letters  for  the  country,  and  above  17,000  Ib.  of  sealing-wax  for 
securing  the  700,000  bags  ;  and  4  tons  of  ink  were  used  in  England 
for  impressing  post-marks  on  letters."  There  is  a  most  extraordinary 
omission  in  these  statistics  of  a  great  Government  Department — not 
a  word  is  said  about  Red  Tape ! 


Quite  the  Reverse. 

WE  are  invited,  by  the  gentlemen  who  desire,  through  paternal 
legislation,  to  regulate  other  people's  personal  habits  by  debarring 
them  of  invigorating  liquors,  to  hope  that  some  able  Statesman  will, 
in  some  future  Session,  contrive  to  carry  an  effective  Licensing  Bill. 
What  they  mean  is  a  Bill  for  the  Abolition  of  Licenses. 
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MODERN    LEISURE. 

'  YES — FEED  HAS  ONLY  GOT  Six  'WEEKS'  LEAVE,  so  WE'RE  GOING  TO  ITALY  AND  SWITZERLAND;   AND  MEAN  TO  TRY  HOW  MANY 

PLACES  WE  CAN  'DO'  IN  THE  TIME." 


OUR  COLUMN  OF  SEPTEMBER. 

Notes  for  August. — The  best  plan  of  warming  every  room  is  by 
means  of  hot-air  pipes  arranged  round  the  walls,  and  supplied  con- 
tinually "  hot  and  hot "  from  the  kitchen  boiler. 

Of  course,  if  your  house  is  new  you've  only  got  to  give  the  usual 
house-warming,  and  have  done  with  it. 

"  What  shall  I  do  in  sultry  weather,  with  the  thermometer  at  96° 
in  the  shade  ?"  asks  Tropical  THOMAS.  Our  advice  is  simple.  Sit 
in  the  Refrigerator. 

Young  Careful.— (1).  You  are  quite  right.  Never  allow  a  box  of 
matches  to  be  within  at  least  two  yards  of  where  your  freezing 
powder  is  kept. 

(2).  To  obtain  admirable  skating  in  July  and  August,  sprinkle  the 
surface  of  any  pond  with  the  freezing  powder  above  mentioned.  Of 
course  the  ice,  so  formed;  will  only  be  artificial.  K.B.— All  skaters 
taking  advantage  of  this  information  will  be  "  let  in  for  a  good 
thing." 

Shooting.— Plain  directions  are  always  the  best.  No.  10  shot  will 
answer  every  purpose. 

Loader.— You  lose  your  bet.  Ramrods  are  of  very  ancient  insti- 
tution. They  were  originally  exactly  like  shepherds'  crooks,  and 
were  probably  used  for  the  purpose  of  castigating  the  rams.  Hence 
the  name. 

Cricket.— We  have  but  one  answer  for  Ninnyvite  the  Amateur. 
If  you  are  "  not  at  home  "  with  your  bat,  then  you  are  "  out." 

"  What  is  a  Catch  ?  "  inquires  the  Bold  Butterfingers.  A  lovely 
young  lady  with  £100,000  of  her  own  is  the  best  definition. 

Astonished  Andrew  writes  to  say  that "  he  has  seen  some  pheasant 
shooting."  We  merely  don't  believe  our  esteemed  Correspondent. 
Let  him  point  out  the  pheasant,  and  tell  what  it  shot  at. 

Yachting. — "  A  Mad  Wag,"  who  writes  to  us  from  Cowes,  and  asks 
' '  Why  ought  any  Yachtsman  lying  off  Southampton  to  be  thrashed  '<" 
replying  to  his  «wn  question,  "  Because  he's  in  Solent,"  is  an  ass. 
We  can't  say  more,  and  are  unwilling  to  say  less. 


Rigging  asks  "  What  sort  of  gaff  do  you  prefer  for  a  long  cruise  ? ): 
If  in  hot  weather,  Shandy-gaff.  But  on  the  whole  we  should  prefer 
to  go  in  for  The  Cup  and  (if  well  iced)  get  it. 

The  Drawing- Room,  Department. — Miss  SUMBODDT  writes  to 
inquire  "  What  is  a  Tontine  Certificate  ?  "  Really,  my  dear  young 
lady,  you  ought  to  have  known  this.  A  "Tontine  Certificate  "  is  a 
certificate  given  for  proficiency  on  the  Tontine.  For  further  par- 
ticulars, inquire  of  any  musical  instrument  maker. 

Croquet. — In  answer  to  numerous  inquiries  we  repeat,  that  it  is 
impossible  to  play  the  game  with  only  mallets  and  balls,  but  no 
hoops.  To  attempt  it  would  simply  be  hoopless ! 

Aquariums  should  be  iced  in  hot  weather.  The  fish  like  it.  A 
gold-fish  once  boiled  loses  its  colour  and  vivacity,  and  is  generally 
useless.  An  instalment  of  Wenham  Lake  in  time  will  do  wonders. 

Just  Arrived,  and  for  Sale. — A  magnificent  specimen  of  the 
Reptile  family  hitherto  unknown  in  this  country.  It  is  500  feet 
long,  by  six  in  circumference,  all  the  way  up.  It  can  beg  at  dinner, 
toss  crumbs,  and  execute  a  thousand  and  one  pretty  little  tricks  to 
astonish  the  aged  and  amuse  the  children. 

N.B.  Evening  parties  attended  with  Snakes.  Private  Menageries 
supplied  on  most  reasonable  terms.  Note  the  Address.  TANK'S 
Animal  Depot. 

The  Great  Spider,  Beetle,  and  Earwig  Show  may  be  expected 
with  great  interest  in  the  course  of  next  month.  Specimens  thank- 
fully received  at  any  office  except  ours.  No  News  from  the  Moors  at 
present.  All  Hampers  to  be  addressed  to  Punch  Office  as  usual. 
Carriage  paid. 

To  the  Fancy. 

THE  best  place  to  get  Newfoundland  Dogs  is,  naturally,  New- 
foundland ;  ergo,  the  best  place  to  get  Lap-dogs  must  be  Lap-land. 


NEAT  NAME  FOR  A  TUEEET-SHIP. — The  Hog  in  Armour. 


Si:rn:M!:;:u  0,  1871.1 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


107 


M.P.'s    SONG. 

(f)n  the  d<it/  before.    "  Tantnrra!  Tantarrn  .'") 

To-Mouiin\v  !    To-morrow! 

The  House  is  I'ji! 
'Tis  Up  for  many  a  day ; 

To  Country  llou-i  s 

To  Moors  and  Grouses, 
Away !    away !    away ! 

Tantarra !     Tantnrra '. 
The  House  is  Up  ! 
And  we  will  sit  no  more. 

l-'arewcll  to  eh. 

u-ell  "  Hear,  IK -ars," 
And  the  pairing  season's  o'er ! 

I  loony !  hooray! 

For  many  a  day — 
Tin   House  i.  Up! 

Away !  away . 


NUGGETS  OF  NEWS. 

TIIK    neighbourhood   of    Bubbleton    was     yesterday 

visited  with  a  shower  of  (  hiirnoiis,  which  lay  several 
feet  thick  in  some  of  the  tie  •••».  They  are  sup- 

posed to  have  fallen  from  Venus,  and  strongly  tend  to 
confirm  the  idea  that  the  planets  are  inhabited. 

A  violent,  thunderstorm  occurred  on  Monday  last  at 
Gulston,  where  the  electric  fluid  played  an  extraordinary 
freak.  Striking  the  house  of  MK.  II.IC.HT,  it  descended 
the  drawing-room  chimney,  and  glancing  to  the  piano, 
ran  along  the  keys  of  that  instrument,  playing  a  tune, 
distinctly  recognised  as  that  of  L' Eclair  <;. 

A  quince-tree  in  the  garden  of  MF.^I:-..  Pmims,  that 
had  not  borne  any  fruit  for  many  seasons,  has  this  year 
produced  a  cucumber.  This  extraordinary  IUSHS  nature 
in  the  vegetable  kingdom  will  no  doubt  be  investigated 
by  botanists.  

Our  Old  Enemy. 

IT  was  the  remark  of  a  patient  sufferer,  on  seeing  the 
name  of  "  IMIIOF  "  on  a  street-organ,  that  he  was  glad  it 
was  not  "  I  'm  off,"  as  that  would  have  been  too  tanta- 
lising to  one  who  could  look  back  on  many  years' 
agonising  experience  of  the  pertinacity  of  vagabond 
organists. 


GENTLE    IRONY. 

Crossing-Sweeper.  "  REMEMBER  THE  CKOSSINO-SWEEPER,  SIR  ! " 

Fiendishly  Irritable  Person.   "  0,  GET  OUT,  AND  BE  HANGED  TO  You !   AXD 

DON'T  KICK  UP  SUOH  A  DI'ST  !" 

Crossing-Sweeper.    " LOR'  NOW!    THERE!     IF  YOU'D  A  KENT   ME  WORD  AS 

YOU  WAS  A  COMIN',  I'D  A  HAD  SOME  TEA-LEAVES  LAID  DOWN  ! " 


one  of  them 
fear  there 


HORSES  AND   HERESIARCHS. 

THE  Rose  often  blossoms  on  the  Turf.  Has  that  flower,  in  that 
situation,  anywhere  a  Bishop  under  it  ?  The  reason  for  this  question 
will  be  divined  from  the  following  passage  in  one  of  the  truly  racy 
epistles  of  our  sporting  friend  "  Asaus  "  : — 

"  There  arc  only  two  with  any  chance  in  Liverpool  St.  Legor,  on 
being  Cerinfliui,  but  as  he  failed  to  put  in  an  appearance  at  York,  I 
is  something  wrong  with  him." 

The  idea  of  naming  a  horse  after  a  heretic  is  not  one  which  can  be 
well  conceived  to  have  originally  occurred  to  any  stud-owner.  It 
must  have  been  suggested  to  him  by  some  Clergyman  moving  in  the 
society  of  the  superior  classes.  But  why  give  a  horse  what  Ortho- 
doxy would  call  an  ill  name?  What  connection  is  there  between 
horse-racing  and  heterodoxy  ?  Did  the  divine  who  may  be  supposed 
to  have  given  Cerintkus  his  name  discern  that  "there  was  some- 
thing wrong  in  him  "  ?  To  be  sure  it  is  usual  to  give  out-of-the- 
way  names  to  horses.  The  name  of  Cerinthus  might  have  been 
supplied  by  some  subtle  theologian,  on  demand  for  an  out-of-the- 
way  name.  Other  names  of  personages  such  as  Cerinthus,  who,  in 
clerical  high  quarters,  are  held  to  have  gone  out  of  the  way,  may 
come  to  l>e  assigned,  on  the  ground  of  their  oddity,  to  racehorses. 
AflioM  Xagus,  perhaps,  will  ere  long  be  entered  for  the  Derby,  and 
Montan**,  SaSfiKut,  Xexfnn'iis,  Umintiis,  .-l/riVx,  J'igilantiug,  and 
Pelagian,  will  be  included  in  the  (hippodromic)  "Correct  Card." 
If  the  nomenclature  of  any  stud  is  dictated  by  a  High  Anglican, 
that  catalogue  may  include  Luther  and  Call-in,  and  odds  may  even 
be  quoted  for  or  against  7r,.-%.  On  the  other  hand,  under  the 
influence  of  opposite  "  views,"  racehorses  will  possibly  be  named 
Patchastug,  for  instance,  or  .-lijuini m,  or  Xurii-r,  or  Land,  or  per- 
adventure  some  man  will  call  his  horse  Father  Ignatius,  which  may, 
by  many,  however,  be  considered  a  distinctive  compliment  to 


IGNATIUS.    In  the  meantime  it  is  gratifying  to  see  that  ecclesiastical 
history,  if  not  theology,  is  gaining  some  ground  on  the  Turf. 


THE  SHAMROCK  AND  OLIVE. 

WHO  says  that  the  generous,  warm-hearted  Irishmen,  constituting 
the  multitude  assembled  to  cheer  the  COUNT  DE  FLAVIGN  T  and  his 
companions  on  their  departure  from  the  beautiful  city  of  Dublin, 
were  a  disloyal  populace,  who,  under  the  show  of  enthusiastic  love 
of  France,  meant  nothing  but  a  demonstration  of  deadly  hate  to 
England  ?  On  the  way  from  Dublin  to  Kingston,  as  the  Frenchmen 
were  riding  in  triumphal  procession,  according  to  a  reporter : — 

"At  the  corner  of  Forty- Foot  Road  an  interesting  incident  occurred.  From 
an  arch  suspended  here,  a  cage,  adorned  with  bouquet*  of  flowers  and  bunches 
of  grapes,  and  containing  a  beautiful  dove,  was  lowered  into  the  first  carriage, 
in  which  the  COUNT  DE  FLAVIGNY  was  seated." 

A  Dove !  Emblem  of  peace  and  good-will,  to  France  particularly 
and  generally  to  all  mankind.  That  was  what  the  boys  meant  by 
it.  If  they  had  meant  fighting,  sure  wouldn't  it  have  been  a  Cock  ? 
That  Dove  presented  to  France,  represented  by  the  Couirr  DE 
KI.\VIC;XT,  was,  in  the  way  of  sentimental  expression,  altogether  a 
great  coup,  and  not,  for  all  the  Dove  appears  to  have  been  silent,  a 
coup  manquf. 

A  Quiet  Retreat. 

ONE  of  the  happiest  places  in  all  Her  Majesty's  Dominions  must  be 
Stornoway,  the  regular  postal  communication  with  that  favoured 
spot  being,  as  we  learn  from  a  letter  in  the  Times,  but  once  a  year. 
What  a  Paradise  it  would  be  for  those  who  are  liable  to  twelve 
deliveries  a  day  of  letters,  circulars,  and  post-cards ! 
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Driver  (impatient}.  "  Now  THEN,  BILL  !" 
Conductor.   "0,  LOOK  ALIVE,  PLEASE,  M' 
'ERE'S  THREE  MORE  ON  'KM  !" 


PERSONAL! 

(To  tJie  Driver.)  CAN'T  HELP  IT!    ALL  IN  THT?   '  ANTIQUE'  LIVE  THIS  MORNIN' ! 
["  '  Antique,'  indeed  I     Odious  Wretch  1 "  thought  one  of  the  jiarties  alluded  to. 


A  GROWING  NUISANCE. 


"  A  NEW  ADVERTISING  IDEA. — MR.  *  *  *  *  *,  of  *  *  *  *  *,  has  offered 
five  thousand  pounds  to  the  Post-Office  authorities  for  the  exclusive  privilege 
of  advertising  on  every  letter  despatched  from  and  received  in  the  Metropolis 
Jor  one  year — the  advertisement  to  occupy  a  space  of  not  less  than  one  half- 
inch  outside  the  circumference  of  the  dated  stamp,  and  to  be  impressed  at  the 
same  time.  The  POSTMASTER-GENERAL  has  declined  the  offer."— Echo. 

WE  cannot  be  sufficiently  grateful  to  the  POSTMASTER-GENERAL. 
Post-times,  to  those  who  nave  the  misfortune  to  be  registered  in 
Directories  and  Court  Guides,  are  not  now  the  most  joyous  moments 
in  the  day,  but  if  MR.  MONSELL  had  yielded  to  this  temptation  of 
five  thousand  pounds,  the  receipt  of  letters  would  have  become 
almost  intolerable. 

There  seems  to  be  no  limit  to  the  rapacity  of  advertisers.  Wherever 
we  go,  and  whatever  we  do,  we  are  regaled  with  puffs.  We  should 
not  be  in  the  least  surprised  to  hear  that  the  Directors  of  the  Bank 
of  England  had  been  offered  an  enormous  sum  for  the  privilege  of 
advertising  a  sovereign  remedy  for  corns  on  the  back  of  their  notes. 
Soon  we  shall  have  calling  cards  endorsed  with  announcements  of 
great  bargains  in  stationery,  and  the  menu  on  the  dinner-table 
backed  with  the  particulars  of  a  new  sauce,  or  a  still  more  delightful 
cocoa,  or  a  sherry  cheaper  and  nastier  than  anything  ever  yet  con- 
cocted. Why  the  inventor  of  some  infallible  hair- wash  or  unrivalled 
hair-dye  has  not  long  ago  seized  on  the  inside  of  the  crown  of  our 
hats  as  a  sure  road  to  fame  and  fortune,  is  beyond  our  comprehen- 
sion. This  idea  alone  is  worth  double  the  money  the  POSTMASTEB- 
Gxmnux  was  offered. 


An  Excellent  Substitute. 

SOME  time  must  yet  elapse  before  the  Tichborne  Case  again  offers 
its  attractions.  Meanwhile,  the  best  thing  to  be  done  by  the  re- 
siduum left  in  London  who  are  in  search  of  amusement,  is  to  go  and 
see  the  Ileir-at-Law  at  the  Strand  Theatre. 


OUR  UGLY  IRONCLADS. 

OUR  Ironclads  are  ugly,  Rons,  'tis  not  to  be  denied, 

Unlike  our  wooden  walls  of  old,  with  towering  brave  broadside. 

Britannia  ruler  of  the  waves  may  reign  as  heretofore ; 

But  now  her  kingdom's  grandeur  and  its  glory  show  no  more. 

An  armour-plated  man-of-war  can,  if  the  truth  be  told. 

In  panoply  not  match  the  mail-clad  man-at-arms  of  old. 

A  Warrior,  armed  all  cap-a-pie,  was  once  a  gallant  sight ; 

But  the  modern  ship  doth  lack  the  grace  of  the  media)val  Knight. 

No  question  that  our  Ironclads  are  ugly  things  to  see ; 

No  matter  if  they  serve  to  keep  this  Isle  of  England  free. 

Hope  we,  to  any  enemy  who  hitherward  may  steer, 

That  still  more  ugly  customers  they  '11  prove  than  they  appear. 


'  ->V*-  The  Element  of  Concord. 

THE  Pall  Mall  Gazette  is  informed  by  American  papers  that  :— 
"  The  Irish  element  is  giving  trouble  in  Chicago  as  well  as  in  New  York." 

Is  it  possible  that  the  Irish  element  can  give  trouble  anywhere 
out  of  Ireland,  where  it  is  trampled  on  by  the  tyrant  Saxon  ?  _  Sure, 
it  can  give  nothing  but  advantage  to  everybody  around  it  in  any 
population  into  which  it  has  introduced  itself  for  the  propagation  of 
peace  and  quietness,  and  the  reinforcement  of  law  and  order. 


QTTESTION   AJfD   ANSWER. 


WHAT  's  the  difference  between  a  Velocipedist  and  an.  Eton  boy 
who 's  been  severely  swished  ? 
One  shows  a  body  on  wheels,  and  the  other  wheals  on  a  body. 
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MY    HEALTH. 


i  ^^r         voyage  (for  I  suppose 

—  it    ti'ill  Kit  n    **  -\-i\vniTu    " 


on  the  purpose  of  trying 
to  catch  some  dctaili 
about  oiir  projected 
voyage  (lor  I 
it  iri/1  be  a  "  voyage 
.  and  h< ix  been  "  pro- 
jected"), 1  go  for- 
ward and  overhear  a 
part  of  their  conver- 
sation.  AYKI  IIMMIV 
(who has  a  large  chart 
rolled  u]>  in  Ins  hand; 
in  saying,  "ll.y, 
what?*'  to  the  Cap- 
tain, who,  having 
probably  made  tin- 
same  answer 
In  lore,  replies,  "  Yes 
Sir.  TOM'S  still  V.TV 
had,  in  hospital ; 
tin  n  he  adds,  in  a  sort 
of  bashful  way,  "He 
told  mo  .to  say  as 
he 's  very  thankful 
for  your  kiiu 

Sir,  and ."    Here 

\Vi  in  KKBY;  puts  his 
glass  in  his  eye,  and 
interrupts  him  almost 
roughly.  "  Ah— um 
—well."  Then,  very 
quickly,  "Tell  him 
he's  to  have  what- 
ever he  wants ;  I  've 
ordered  "em  to  send 
the  bill  in  to  me  .  .  . 
and  —  and  "  —  as  if 

with  nn  air  of  thought — "  give  his  wife  that."— What  P  The  Captain  touches  his  cap, 
and  HUM  i;i;'s  Ky<>  seems  to  be  aware  of  a  haziness  coming  over  it,  which  it  tries  to  wink 
away,  while  AV  rummy  continues — "that'll  buy  something  for  the  children—  and — 
LADY  AY  i  i  M  r  i :  11  Y  says  she  can  come  up  and  do  some  work  for  her — and  tell  her  that  the 
doctor  says  he  '11  be  all  right  very  soon  .  .  ."  Here  he  breaks  off  and  asks  sharply  enough, 
"Where's  CRIPP?"  The  Captain  replies  by  looking  down  into  the  men's  cabin  below, 
and  calling  "C'KIPP!"  whereupon  a  small  boy  in  sailor's  dress  and  a  round  rough  cap 
tumbles  up  and  stands  before  WETHEHBY,  looking  about  as  startled  as  if  his  master  and 
the  Captain  were  "going  to  kill  and  eat  him,"  being  short  of  provisions.  HUNTER'S  Eye, 
being  once  more  clear,  is  regarding  the  boy  severely,  but  always  humorously,  so  as  to 
convey  the  meaning  that  WKTHKRHY  and  the  Captain  were  "  only  purtendin ,'  and  that 
he  (BUNTER)  knew  it,  and  could  quite  enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing. 

"  Well,"  says  WKTHERBY,  frowning,  "  What  are  you  doing,  hey  ?  "    The  boy  fumbles 
with  his  cap,  and  looks  up  at  the  Captain,  then  down  at  his  boots,  then  (he  is  a  bright 
little  fellow)  up  again,  and  replies,  "Helping,  Sir,"  with  a  touch  of  his  forelock. 
"  Hey  ?    What  r  "  asks  WETIIEHBY,  who  never  seems  to  catch  a  reply  the  first  time. 
"  He 's  lending  a  hand,"  says  the  Captain,  good-naturedly ;  "  and  if  he  only  keeps  out 
o'  mischief,  we  '11  make  something  of  him." 

"  D  'ye  hear  that,  hey  P  "  asks  WETIIERBY,  of  the  boy. 

The  boy  replies  that  his  present  intention  in  to  avoid  mischief,  and  to  allow  himself 
to  be  made  something  of. 

VYrniKitiiY  surveys  the  lad  for  a  minute  with  such  a  severe  frown  as  suggests  to  a 
looker-on  that  he  is  debating  whether  he  shall  Hog  him  and  try  him  once  more,  or  throw 
him  overboard  and  have  done  with  him  for  ever.  I  conclude  that  the  boy  has  been  (as 
BUDD  would  say)  guilty  of  some  enormity,  and  am  anxiously  awaiting  his  sentence,  when 
Wi  IIIF.KIIY  turns  away  from  him  abruptly,  looks  out  to  sea.  and  asks  the  Captain, 
"  Wind  Kast  by  South-East,  eh?"  The  Captain  returns  that '  he  should  say  there  is  a 
little  Kast  in  it,"  and  goes  to  the  helm.  The  boy  disappears.  BPNTER'S  Eye  is  lighted 
up  with  real  enjoyment,  and  sec  ins  to  say  to  me,  "Ain't  WETHERBY  a  good  chap? 
KhP  Ain't  it  real  fun  seeing  him  purtendin' to  be  severe?  Ain't  it  all  right!  DUCKS 
and  green  peas  below !  Hooray  for  AY  K rn KKUY  ! "  but  he  does  not  say  a  word,  and  has 
apparently  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  working  of  the  ship.  I  have  two  things  to 
find  out,— What  has  the  boy  done  ?  AVhat  are  BUNTER'S  duties  ? 

"Boy?"  exclaims  WIITNKKIIY,  in  answer  to  the  former  of  these  inquiries,  "0!  Ah! 
Yes  ;  sharp  chap,  ain't  he  ?  Found  him  wandering  about  the  quay,  idle,  so  gave  him  some 
work  to  do."  And,  dismissing  the  cose,  as  if  the  boy  were  a  sore  subject  with  him, 
he'goes  to  the  Captain,  at  the  helm,  probably  to  get  a  further  opinion  from  him  as  to  the 
amount  of  East  in  the  wind  at  that  moment. 

Note.— I  subsequently  ascertain  from  LADY  WETHERBY  that  the  boy  CRIPP  was  found 
by  WETHERHY,  crying,  having  lost  his  way.  and  whatever  money  he  had  had  in  his 
pocket :  that  WETHERIIY,  understanding  from  him  that  he  was  an  orphan,  without  friends 
m  the  world,  or  a  soul  to  speak  to  (except  a  casual  acquaintance,  a  travelling  tinker, 
think,  who  had  robbed  him  of  his  few  pence  first,  and  beaten  him  afterwards),  had 
furnished  him  with  clothes,  and  delivered  him  over  to  his  Captain,  to  be  educated  for  a 
sailor,  and  that  C'RIPP  was  up  to  this  moment  giving  great  promise  of  repaying  his 
benefactor  by  turning  out  quite  a  nautical  WHITTINOTON,  without  the  Cat ;  the  Cat,  by 
the  way,  having  been  abolished  in  the  Navy. 

TOL.   LXI.  jf 


.Vii/n  fur  my  Health. — I  am  getting 
hungry— very  hungry.  1  notice  that,  with 
me,  hunger  seems  to  show  itself  in  my 
chest;  perhaps  wl  v.tes  and  the 

ul  de  piii/i-iiii-  come    from.     Note  this   in   my 
Health  Iliary,  W  cause  odd. 

While  nntiiiL'.  it  OOOUTI  1n  me  that  this  is  nut 
one  of  my  Fat  Hays.      1   should  call  it  with  m 
a  Thin  Day.     On  a  Fat  Day  1   I.  •  I  as  if  1  'd 
been    dining    for    years    on    dumplings,   and 
occasional    cannon-balls.      At  tl 
love    solitude,   aii'l    Midi    an  .|om    in 

dress  as  we  see  in  the  pictures  of  s.uth  Ann  ri- 
ctxn    planters.       Thru    Buttons    are    tyranny. 
That   there  should  be  this  differ. 
one  day  and  another,  is  clearly  not  a  good  con- 
dition of  existence. 

A  flash  df  Memory. — I  met  a  man  in 
some  train,  somewhere,  who  told  me  that  it 
had  been  ascertained  scientifically  or  prophe- 
sied problematically,  I  forget  which,  but  hone 
the  latter,  that  there  would  be  "an  entirely 
new  illness  in  the  autumn."  I  fancy  I  heard 
this  from  some  one  in  the  carriage  when  I  was 
going  to  sleep,  or  iust  awaking,  during  my 
journey  from  London  to  Torquay.  Mustn't 
think  of  it  again,  because  nervousness  might 
.  .  .  .  Ao  ...  Miss  Sntui  IIMKKI:  is  turn- 
ing towards  me ;  she  seems  to  say,  "  Why  so 
i  hie  I  why  so  mute?  I've  had  enough 
of  Puggaree.  Come.  Yours  truly,  . I  V.MK." 

I  respond  to  her  tacit  invitation  with  a  slight 
smile.  If  I  was  asked  now  what  I  meant  by 
that  smile,  I  shouldn't  know.  It  seems  to 
mean  (this  occurs  to  me  as  I  approach  her) 
that  I_  am  pleased  at  being  summoned.  If 
so,  it  is  simply  equivalent  to  a  dog  wagging 
its  tail  when  it  catches  its  master's  beir 
eye. 

Am  I  at  her  beck  and  call?     No.     Yet 

Bah  !  I  am  too  serious,  too  much  rn  philosophe. 
Puggaree  would  not  be  angry  with  himself  for 
smiling  feebly,  for,  as  it  were,  wagging  his 
tail  with  pleasure  at  being  noticed.  He  would 
not  writhe  mentally,  as  I  do,  to  find  myself 
(with  aspirations)  on  an  equality  with  a  toy 
terrier. 

All  this  is  unhealthy.  I  will  be  gay.  I 
approach  her. 

"  Why  don't  you  come  and  talk  P "  she 
says  lightly,  lowering  her  sunshade  for  a 
second,  so  as  just  to  fire  at  me  one  glance 
from  under  it,  unseen  by  the  Puggaree. 

Talk ! !  If  I  could  talk  as  I  like  at  this 
moment,  I  would  be  an  energetic  ascetic,  and 
deliver  a  crushing  sermon  against  flirting, 
Frivolity,  and  fools.  Ah  ! 

"  You  must  come  and  amuse  us,"  she 
continues,  in  the  same  arch  way,  and  adds, 
with  her  usual  inflexion  of  tone,  "  Won't 
you  P" 

I  am  bitter :  for  a  moment,  I  am  bitter.  I 
Feel  that  I  don't  want  to  be  trilled  with. 
That  Puggaree  should  look  at  me  and  smile, 
seems  to  me  to  be  a  confounded  liberty.  I 
shouldn't  smile  at  a  man  (at  least  so  I  think  at 
;his  moment)  unless  I  knew  him. 

Subsequent  Note  on  considering  Symptoms. 
— Perhaps  incipient  or  progressive  bUiooMRas. 
3o  intimate  is  the  connection  between  mind 
ind  matter  that  a  word,  out  of  season,  like 
'nut,  also  when  out  of  season,  produces  bilious- 
ness. 

[Flash  in  Pocket-book.— fix.  this  flash  of 
deos  about  Words  and  Fruit.  Good  simile  or 
)orallel  in  ftittiro.  Words  drop;  Fruit  drops — 
[uestion  of  ripeness.  A  man  of  "  ripe  learning." 
Conundrum  in  prospect— When  ought  a  stu- 
fent  to  be  plucked  ?  When  he 's  a  ripe  scholar. 
\eep  this,  and  ask  it  when  the  opportunity 
arrives.  As  conversation,  now-a-days,  turns 
so  much  on  education,  I  can,  by  joining  in  it. 
diplomatically,  lead  it  round  to  my  conundrum.] 

In  answer  to  Miss  Sum niMi'iir  I  can't  say 
'  1  won't  amuse  you,"  brusquely,  hut  should 
ike  to,  adding,  'f  he  (Puggaree)  will  do  it  well 
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YOUNG    ENGLAND    AND    HIS    LUGGAGE. 

Porter.  "ANY  LUGGAGE,  SIR?" 

Young  England.  "  LuaoAoxl    YES  I   A  PAIR  OF  INDIAN  CLUBS  AND  A  BATH  ! 
WHAT  MORE  DO  you  WANT  t " 


A  SONG  FOR  SENTIMENTALISTS. 

(Not  a  bit  more  Silly  than  some  tee  have  heard  lately.] 

IF  never  I  cease  to  love, 

The  moon  may  change  her  hue, 
And  'mid  the  stars  above 

The  sun  no  more  burn  blue. 
Among  the  woodland  trees, 

The  whales  their  song  may  cease, 
And  oysters  at  their  ease, 

May  keep  their  beds  in  peace. 

If  never  I  cease  to  love, 

The  cows  may  catch  the  croup, 
While  of  the  turtle  dove, 

Lord  Mayors  no  more  make  soup. 
The  frogs  may  plough  the  main, 

The  tigers  soar  above, 
The  rain-beams  cease  to  reign, 

If  never  I  cease  to  love. 


ALPHABETICAL  INTELLIGENCE. 


WHAT  does  this  mean  ? 
in  the  Times  : — 


It  is  an  advertisement  found 


THE  VOWEL  WASHING  MACHINE  :  its  remarkable 
excellences  —  little  water,   little  labour,  little  soap,  great 
efficiency,  great  convenience,  and  great  economy. 

Why  should  we  wash  our  vowels  ?  How?  with  liquids? 
i.e.,  wash  a,  e,  i,  o,  u,  and  sometimes  even  w  and  y,  with 

m,  n,  r. 

Who  are  employed  in  the  work?  Mutes?  If  so,  it's  a 
good  time  for  the  undertakers.  But  why  not  clean  tip 
our  consonants  a  bit  while  we  're  about  it  ?  Surely  The 
Vowel  Washing  Machine  might  be  followed  by  the 
Aspirate  Replacing  Machine,  for  putting  in  H's  where 
they  were  wanted,  and  (by  a  second  movement)  for 
taking  them  out  where  they  were  de  trop.  A  Cockney 
friend,  seeing  this  advertisement,  observed,  "  Well,  I  've 
'eard  of  making  'a  when  the  sun  shines,  but  never  of 
washing  a."  So  we  left  him ;  and  we  leave  this  to  the 
consideration  of  our  readers. 


M.   ETVET8  CLENCIIEB. 


M.  RIVET  proposes  to  instal  M.  TIIIERS  as  President  of 
La  Republique  for  three  years.    Will  any  Rivet  hold 
I  things  together  in  France  for  so  long  ? 


enough ; "  but  I  smile,  sarcastically,— [which,  on  analysis,  I  find  I  do 
with  the  right  corner  of  my  mouth  only  .  .  .  Invaluable  Note. — It 's 
a  capital  plan  to  look  in  the  glass  and  study  your  own  different  ex- 
pressions of  countenance,  lou  may,  perhaps,  discover  that  what 
you  've  intended,  for  years,  as  a  sarcastic  smile,  only  results  in  a 
sort  of  grimace  which  makes  you  appear  as  if  afflicted,  suddenly, 
with  one-sided  mumps ;  while  a  look,  which,  up  to  the  time  of  your 
consulting  the  looking-glass,  you  'd  always  supposed  to  be  delicately 
expressive  of  sincere  admiration,  is  merely  the  leer  of  an  over-fed 
Satyr,  and  has  probably  disgusted  several  people.  Inconsequence 
of  my  mirror-inspection  I  change  on  Thursday  my  sarcastic  smile 
of  Wednesday,  having  discovered,  that,  to  be  effectively  understood 
as  sarcastic,  the  nostrils  should  be  slightly  dilated,  at  the  risk  of  a 
sneeze,  and  the  corners  of  the  mouth  a  trifle  depressed.]— I  smile 
sarcastically  (old  style),  and  observe,  "  I  didn't  think  you  could  want 
amusement,"  and  could  add  but  don't,  "  while  that  ass  Puggaree  is 
here. 

Miss  STRAITHMERE  looks  down  at  the  tips  of  her  coquettish  little 
boots  peeping  from  beneath  her  dress,  then  looks  up,  tiien  puts  her 
head  on  one  side,  brings  her  eyes  to  bear  on  me  with  a  depth  of  un- 
fathomable meaning,  and  asks,  "  Why  ?  " 

Simply  most  irritating.  I  should  like  to  retort,  "Why  what? 
What  do  you  mean  by  why  ?  "  But  I  resume  my  former  method 
with  her  as  quietly  as  I  can,  and  re-state  my  own  question,  as  if  it 
had  been  put  by  her  to  me,  thus,  "  Do  you  mean  f  Why  didn't  I 
think  that  you  couldn't  want  amusement'? ' " 

"  Yes,"  she  replies,  always  archly,  "  Why  f  "  Then  she  changes 
the  position  of  her  parasol  by  lowering  it  over  her  right  shoulder, 
and  looks  straight  before  her  out  to  sea,  at  nothing  in  particular, 
with  the  air  either  of  not  caring  whether  I  continue  the  conversation 
or  not,  or  of  having  entirely  forgotten  her  own  question. 


MOTTO  FOR  A  TRTTRO  ELECTOR.— "  Civis  sum  Romanm  ,•" 
Anghce—"  I  am  a  Tru-ro-man." 


i.e. 


A  DARWINIAN  DEVELOPMENT. 

AIR — "  My  Lodging  is  on  the  Cold  Ground." 

YOUR  law  of  Development,  DARWIN,  were  that 

As  true  as  some  deem  it  absurd, 
Would  make  certain  causes  develop  a  Bat ; 

Like  causes  develop  a  Bird. 

As  varied  effects  they  would  further  produce, 
And  there  would  be  more  living  things, 

From  trying  to  fly,  by  continual  use, 
In  like  manner  furnished  with  wings. 

Some  monkeys,  from  trees  ever  leaping  to  trees, 

If  use  o'er  formation  presides, 
Through  ages,  would  webs  have  acquired  by  degrees, 

Connecting  their  arms  with  their  sides, 

In  teons,  the  flying  arboreal  Ape, 

His  trees  having  happened  to  fail. 
Might,  under  conditions,  which  modify  shape, 

Have  got  hoofs  and  horns,  with  a  tail. 

Tradition,  preserving  those  features,  combined, 
Whose  type  Time  had  come  to  exhaust ; 

Might  with  them  have  limned,  to  the  popular  mind, 
The  Hero  of  Paradise  Lost. 

Conceive  a  Gorilla,  developed,  in  hue, 

And  form,  like  one  needless  to  name, 
Whose  image  Development  moulding,  if  true, 

Would  fully  account  for  the  same. 
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HAPPY    THOUGHT." 


Mistress  (who  had  come  down  to  see  about  the  Bass  Voice  she  had  heard  in  the  Kitchen— Otutrdsman  ditcovered  I).   "  O,  YOU  DECEITFUL 

GlRt,    TO  SAY  THKKK   WAS    NOBODY   1IEKK  !      AND    AFTER    I  !D    GIVEN   YOU   DISTINCTLY  TO    UNDERSTAND   I    DIDN'T  ALLOW 


AMI  HERE,  YOU  HAVKN'T  BEEN  HERE  A  WEEK- 

Cook.  "  LAUKS,  H'M,  IT  MUST  BE  ONK  o'  THE  FOLLERERS  AS  THE  LAST  COOK  LKFF  BB'IND  'ER  !  ! " 


ALLOW    '  /01.LOWBR8  ; ' 


STATIONS  OF  H.M.  NAVY. 

AN  ASTRONOMO-LEGAL  DIFFICULTY. 

(From  the  Nary  List  for  September.) 

To  the  Editor  of  Punch. 

Hippopotamus        .                     On  an  Iceberg. 

SIR,—  I  have  the  misfortune—  one  which  I  suspect  I  share  with 

Armadillo  ....         On  Goodwin  Sands. 

the  g_reat  majority  of  those  of  my  countrymen  who  have  received 

Argonaut        ...             On  Table  Rock. 

"a  hrst-rate  education  "—to  be  destitute  of  scientific  knowledge. 

Castor  and  Pollux     .        .         On  Melita. 
Thunderer      ...            On  Land's  End. 

This,  therefore,  must  be  my  plea  for  seeking  for  an  explanation  of 
what  I  see  described  as  "  The  Periodic  Comet  of  Arrest."    Does  it 

Inextinguishable         .        .          On  Cape  Clear. 

mean,  cau  it  mean,  that  in  those  upper  circles  in  which  such  exalted 

Indomitable    ...             On  Eel-Pie  Island. 

luminaries  as  comets  move,  there  is  not  entire  freedom  from  the 

Inexhaustible     ...         On  the  Kyles  of  Bute. 
Wombat.        ...             On  Staten  Island. 

disagreeable  operations  of  the  Law  to  which  we  poor  sublunary 
creatures  are  liable  ?    A  word  from  you  would  be  a  great  satisfac- 

tlOIl  tO                                                                                                                                                    Tp  VfiP  ATM1TS 

Mammoth       ...            On  a  Eraken. 
Megatherium      ...         On  Margate  Pier. 
/  uigotk  On  Isle  of  Serpents. 

J.  \j  a  UttA  w  U  o> 

[We  must  refer  you  to  the  Astronomer-Royal  or  the  Vacation 
Judge.—  ED.] 

Astrolabe    On  an  Eyot. 

Means  of  Patrimony. 

Nominal  Analogy. 

ADMIRAL  JAUREGUIBERRY,  says  the  Post,  has  arrived  at  Versailles. 
The  name  of  the  gallant  Admiral  seems  analogous  to  certain  English 
names  whose  proportions  we  curtail  in  the  utterance.    Have  the 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  the  St.  James's  Magazine  cites  an  instance, 
which  occurred  as  late  as  twenty-five  years  ago,  of  a  couple  married 
with  the  church-key  instead  of  a  wedding-ring.    There  appears  to 
be  some  doubt  as  to  the  validity  of  this  substitute,  but  in  point  of 
symbolism,  at  any  rate,  a  church-key  is  surely,  in  comparison  with 
a  marriage  ring,  the  more  suitable  instrument  of  wedlock. 

--- — —  — j     ••  —  f    «»    i<i  vnv/iiii^nt^     w  AUttXAJUAU^ttttl    BUUU    U»    We    _~.v~v 

with  CHOLJIONDELEY  and  MARJORIBANKS  ?  If  a  JATJREGCIBERRT 
were  to  become  naturalised  here,  he  would  probably  get,  in  time, 
to  be  called  JIBBERY. 

NATURE'S  ABHORRENCE. 

THE  best  person— indeed,  the  only  person— to  fill  a  Vacuum,  is  a 
Dentist. 


A  Step  in  Dental  Surgery. 

A  DENTIST  in  the  Strand  advertises  in  his  window  a  "  Guinea 
Jaw."  The  "  Guinea  Jaw,"  if  an  artificial  one,  may,  one  would 
think,  be  safely  warranted  to  last  any  person  so  unfortunate  as  to 
want  it,  his  lifetime.  Or  does  the  "Guinea"  mean  a  fee,  and  the 
"  Jaw  "  a  guinea's  worth  of  advice  on  the  care  of  the  teeth '; 
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Tin:  Session  is  over, 

l!i<r  Ben  has  done  tolling; 
In  holiday  clover 

Its  toilers  are  rolling — 
Its  Tadpoles  and  Tapers 

Its  noodles  and  noos, 
Its  gobemouches  and  gapers, 

its  sticks  and  its  snobs. 
They  an-  melting  their  dross  off, 

Each  man  in  his  way : 
Some  taking  the  gloss  off 

The  AmnuTgau  Play : 
Some  in  Scotland  alarming 

The  forests  and  moors — 
Some,  locust-like,  swarming 

The  regular  tours : 

Some  their  carcases  stewing 

At  biider  and  brHnm-n, 
Their  Jf'asser-kur  doing, 

Their  Karxaaler  done  in. 
Some,  for  sake  of  the  briny, 

Enduring  the  ills 
Of  shingle  sun-shiny, 
^  And  lodging-house  bills  : 
Some  yachting,  some  sketching, 

Some  resting  their  brains : 
In  steamers  some  retching, 

Some  stewing  in  trains — 
But  in  mood  sad  or  sunny 

As  each  may  rejoice, 
All  paying  their  money, 

And  taking  their  choice. 

But  is  man  that  hath  reason 

In  idlesse  to  broil  ? 
No !  holiday  season 

Brings  holiday  toil. 
From  the  school  of  St.  Stephen 

When  boys  rush  to  play, 
They  must  each  bear  his  leaven 

Of  labour  away. 
So  Punch  as  schoolmaster 

Shall  set  each  his  task, 
Which  who  does  the  faster, 

The  freer  shall  bask ! 
Though  all  work  and  no  play 

May  make  JACK  a  dull  boy, 
In  no  work  and  all  play 

JACK  would  time  misemploy. 

For  GLADSTONE,  at  Whitby, 

Fine  weather  while  wishing, 
'Twould  discipline  fit  be 

To  send  him  out  fishing, 
To  learn,  howe'er  stirring, 

A  boat's-crew  appear, 
Tis  lost  time  to  seek  herring, 

Till  herring  are  near. 


NICE    LITTLE    HOLIDAY   TASKS. 

(For  Little  Ministers.') 

How  imprudence,  impatience, 

Best  skill  foil  and  shackle  ; 
Leads  to  fouls  and  vexations, 

In  spars,  nets,  and  tackle  : 
How  the  boat  with  most  reason 

A  good  haul  may  hope, 
That  can  hit  time  and  season, 

And  right  length  of  rope. 

Of  BOB  LOWE — though  the  fact  is 

I  know  where  he 's  hiding, 
I  '11  keep  dark  his  practice 

In  bicycle-riding, 
If  lie  '11  watch,  while  sharp-curving, 

How  keeping  your  seat 
And  your  balance  preserving, 

Needs  head,  hands,  and  feet ; 
And  so  temper  the  scorn 

His  keen  wit  entertains 
For  motive-power  born 

Of  aught  other  than  brains : 
If  he  '11  study  how  far 

E'en  a  small  slip  may  go 
Equilibrium  to  mar, 

And  upset  a  BOB  LOWE  : 
I  '11  not  make  him  twirl  thumbs 

Over  lore  transcendental, 
But  keep  him  to  sums 

In  Arithmetic  mental 
Till  he  learns  from  his  leisure, 

If  not  from  his  labours, 
More  fairly  to  measure 

Himself  and  his  neighbours. 

To  BBTJCE  I  must  set 

Task  of  serious  dimensions, 
When  I  ask  Kim  to  get 

All  his  late  good  intentions, 
Brought  up  from  the  place, 

Which  they  now  serve  for  paving-, 
And  harden  his  case 

Against  sudden  in-caving ; 
And  his  Bills  from  their  burial 

In  Limbo  set  free, 
Make  building  material 

For  Sessions  to  be. 
Or,  perhaps,  I  may  fetch  him 

Due  north  to  the  grouse, 
And  from  moor-practice  teach  him 

Some  rules  for  the  House- 
How  con-sid-er-ation 

Will  miss  the  best  shots, 
While  de-ter-mi-nation 

Each  bird  he  springs,  pots. 

CARDWELI'S  judgment  to  aid 
That  now  trusts  officer  taper 

To  know  troops  at  their  trade 
From  troops  upon  paper, 


I  '11  send  him  to  Prussia 

For  th'  autumn  manoeuvre ; 
Then,  for  contrast,  to  Russia 

Or,  perhaps,  to  the  Louvre. 
That  by  MOLTKE,  true  moulder 

Of  armies,  made  zealous, 
He  may  show  himself  bolder 

In  moulding  our  fellows. 
Then  I  '11  take  him  the  round 

Of  our  stores  and  store-keepers, 
Camp,  Control- work,  to  sound, 

And  awake  our  sev'n  sleepers  : 
Till  this  problem  judicial 

He  solves  in  a  minute, 
"  Given,  an  answer  official, 

Required,  the  fact  in  it !  " 

GOSCITEN  next,  not  from  book, 

But  afloat,  shall  go  learn, 
Till  he  knows,  at  a  look, 

A  ship's  stem  from  her  stern  ! 
Then  1 1l  teach  him  the  trick,  Sir, 

Sweet  syrup  of  making, 
And  DAFFY'S  Elixir 

For  old  babies'  taking ; 
That  from  f ractiousness,  brabble, 

And  shindy  set  free, 
Time  now  wasted  in  squabble, 

For  work  used  may  be. 
And  to  teach  by  proof  simple 

How  ugly  is  temper — 
As  an  awful  example 

"  Ubique  et  semper," 

ACTON  AYRTON  I  '11  call, 

— 0,  the  mischief  that  boy  did  !— 

As  example  of  all 
That  should  most  be  avoided : 
And  having  paraded 

This  warning  around, 
We  '11  have  him  degraded 

And  drummed  off  the  ground : 
That  no  man  in  office 

May  follow  his  leading, 
And  suppose  he  may  doff  his 

Respect  for  good  breeding  ; 
May  impute  motives  dirty, 

Mis-state  facts  and  figure, 
Think  the  nastier,  more  curt  he 

Can  be,  he 's  the  bigger. 

For  the  rest — not  yet  named, 

I  have  duties  in  petto, 
Which,  their  conges  once  claimed, 

I  shall  see  my  boys  set  to. 
So  wishing  you  all 

A  delightful  vacation, 
To  your  tasks,  my  dear  boys,  fall, 

For  the  good  of  the  nation ! 


AN  EXAMPLE  TO  THE  ARMY. 

ACCORDING  to  the  John  Bull,  a  conscientious  clergyman,  appa- 
rently Ritualistic,  the  REV.  J.   H.  THOMAS,   offends  some  of  his 
parishioners,  in  performing  the  Church  Service,  by  continuing  to 
hold,  at  a  certain  part  of  it,  the  same  position  relatively  to  an  article 
ol  ecclesiastical  furniture  and  the  points  of  the  compass  as  that  which 
MB.  PURCHAS  was  forbidden  by  the  Privy  CounciL    The  aggrieved 
parishioners  complain  to  the  BISHOP  OF  LONDON  about  their  Vicar's 
misplacement  of  himself  with  liturgical  respect  to  the  magnetic 
needle.      Ihe    Bishop,  whose    published  circular,  moreover,   MB. 
IMAS  had  disregarded  in  that  behalf,  orders  him  to  conform 
lerein  to  the  law.     In  reply,  the  reverend  gentleman  disputes  the 
law  as  declared  by  the  Privy  Council  and  proclaimed  by  the  Bishop, 
refuses  to  obey  it,  and  defies  prosecution.    This  conduct  is  exem- 
F   K  T        ™  show  Parsons  how  to  obey  their  Bishops  when  they 
orbid  Low  Church  usages  or  enjoin  Ritualist  practices,  and  not 
>tnerwise.    Its  influence  will  possibly  extend  beyond  the  sphere  of 
British  Church  militant,  into  that  of  the  British  Army.    A 
lei,  perhaps,  will  communicate  to  his  regiment  at  Aldershot 


some  regulation  as  to  drill  sent  down  from  Head-Quarters.  The 
Serjeant-Major  mil  question  its  obligation,  and  decline  to  carry  it 
out.  Should  his  commanding  officer  then  leave  him  alone,  his  case 
will  be  exactly  parallel  to  that  of  MR.  THOMAS,  and  ecclesiastical 
will  be  rivalled  by  military  discipline.  If  a  little  more  reorganisa- 
tion should  be  thought  advisable,  still,  in  the  meantime,  an  amusing 
incident  will  have  enlivened  the  Hampshire  Campaign ;  and  perhaps 
the  REV.  MH.  THOMAS  will,  in  the  event  of  a  vacancy,  be  appointed 
Chaplain  to  the  Forces.  His  preaching,  if  as  good  as  his  practice, 
would  tend  to  make  the  Army  what  they  are  calculated  to  make  the 
Church. 

Justice  to  Girls. 

BY  advocates  of  Progress  it  may  be  pleaded,  in  favour  of  the 
admission  of  Persons  of  the  feminine  gender  to  Hospitals,  as  medical 
students,  that  they  would  be  certain  to  prove  themselves  admirable 
Dressers. 

ADVICE  TO  A  HYPOCHONDRIAC.— Don't  mix  your  Physic. 
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AUTUMN    MANOEUVRES." 


I.Y 


MAJOR  CASTLEMAI.NE  is 
actively  manoeuv- 
ring to  appropriate 
to  himself  the  hand, 
heart,  and  real  and 
Government  Securi- 
ties of  the  handsome 
widow,  MRS.  D'AHCT 
COPT  if  OR  I- E.  The 
Major  is  apprehensive 
of  a  counter-attack 
bv  I)H.  T.  Hi 

K.F.NEBN. 

MlSS  (i|-nl:i.IN\ 
C|  l  M.I.\NI>  18  ma- 
noeuvring to  attract 
the  attention  of 
young  LORD  LECK- 
iivMi'TON,  with  an 
ultimate  view  to  a 
matrimonial  arrange- 
mcnt.  Mus.  UKNKBAL 
CI.KVKI.AMJ  supports 
the  hostile  movement. 

CAITUX    CIIAHLKS 
HARK   PARTRIDGE  is 
manoeuvring  to  ••• 
a  "  warm  corner  "  at 
LORD  ELDERS*  i 
next  bn 

Sill  SOLOMON  .SAL  \- 
MANDER  is  mail'i'iiv- 

ring     to     ingM 
himself  with  the  se- 
lect constituency   of 
Bamborough. 

MASTER  PEECT  RODFORTH  is  manoeuvring  to  escape  going  to  school  this 
afternoon. 

CAROLINE  COOK  is  manoeuvring  to  get  possession  of  the  key  of  the  area-gate 
about  7  P.M. 

MR.  KEANE  HUNTER  is  manoeuvring  to  be  remembered  in  ALDERMAN  WARD- 
MORE'S  will. 

MR.  TANSEY  DAFI-ERTHWAITE  is  manoeuvring  to  be  chosen  the  next  Mayor 
of  the  Borough  of  Backwater. 

The  REV.  FREDERICK  TOLLINGTON  is  manoeuvring  to  be  on  Miss  ANSERSLEY'S 
side  at  croquet. 

MRS.  MODDICOMBE  is  manoeuvring  to  induce  ME.  MODDICOSTBE  to  take  her  and 
tin1  children  to  the  sea-side. 

Mn.  CRAVEN  DAUNCEH   is   manoeuvring  to  desert  the  domestic  hearth  and 
dine  at  his  club  to-night. 

Miss  LOTTIE  TREVANION  is  manoeuvring  to  obtain  an  engagement  at  the  New 
Royal  Aristocracy  Theatre. 

COLONEL  JENISON  TYRAWLEY  is  manoeuvring  to  get  into  the  Bellona  Club. 

M  K.  SxuiXEB  is  manoeuvring  to  escape  meeting  the  senior  partner  in  the  firm 
of  KKRSKY  AND  C'AMLETT,  Tailors,  on  the  Promenade  at  Bythesea. 

LIEUTENANT   BOWSON,  R.N.,   is  manoeuvring  to   meet  Miss  EVANGELINE 
HA  RHINGFORD  on  the  beach  at  the  same  fashionable  watering-place. 

MRS.  JOHN  DALLIMOKE  is  manoeuvring  to  sit  next  old  GENERAL  SINGLETON 
in  the  waggonette  going  to  the  picnic  at  Crewdon  Crags. 

The  MISSES  BASSISHAW  are  manoeuvring  to  get  an  invitation  to  LADY  COTTES- 
WOLD'S  garden  party. 

MR.  ,1'isri'ii  WracEiroRE  is  manoeuvring  to  be  one  of  the  guests  at  the  LORD 
MAYOR'S  banquet  on  the  Ninth  of  November  next. 


ODGEE  THE  FIRST. 

"  He  and  my  colleagues  hare  resolved  that  the  PRINCR  OP 
WALBS  §hall  never  ascend  the  throne  of  these  realms." — ODOKH 
at  Leicester . 

"  ME  and  my  colleagues  have  resolved" — 

An  awful  resolution ! 
And  hath  our  globe  at  peace  revolved, 

Pending  that  resolution  Y_ 
And  shall  that  globe  upon  its  poles 

k'ci-p  normally  revolving, 
With  OIK.KR  and  his  cqlleajrued  souls 
'lying  and  resolving  ( 

Resolving  thrones  to  three-legged  stools — 

The  legs  loose  in  their  sockets — 
And  sceptres  into  three-foot  rules, 

In  workmen's  trousers'-pockets : 
And  churches  into  clubs,  (xerswayed 

By  International  spouters ; 
Ami  statesmen  into  scrubs,  ill  paid 

By  Comtist  out-and-outers. 

Resolving  eloquence  to  hum- 
Bug  brisk  as  it  is  l>nrnf  ; 

Economy  to  rule  of  thumb, 
So  it  be  hard  and  horny  : 

History  to  old  almanacks, 
Kxperience  to  lilumli  r, 

Taxes  to  loads  for  rich  men's  books, 
And  property  to  plunder ! 

And  when  these  resolutions  all. 

Thanks  to  mob-law  and  rough  rage, 
Shall  ODGER  on  the  throne  instal 

By  universal  suffrage, 
Then  we  shall  see  what  we  shall  see — 

A  new  Millennial  Britain, 
Where  the  have-noughts  have-alls  shall  be, 

With  easy  chairs  to  sit  in ! 

When  food,  sant  sweat,  shall  spring  from 
earth, 

Ready  made  shall  grow  raiment, 
When  workmen's  wants,  and  not  work's  worth, 

Shall  settle  labour's  payment : 
When  capital  to  be  but  cursed 

Shall  feel  quite  complimented, 
And  rich  men's  means  shall  be  disbursed 

To  make  poor  men  contented. 

But  stay— suppose  ere  all  this  comes 

By  blessed  revolution, 
Old  England,  bent  to  save  her  crumbs, 

Try  change  of  resolution. 
And  without  bidding  earth  revolve 

'Gainst  laws  of  gravitation, 
ODGER  and  all  his  dreams  resolve 

To  smoke— their  true  formation ! 


A  Doubtful  Point. 

WorLD  it  be  taken  as  a  delicate  attention,  or  the 
reverse,  to  offer  a  Shoemaker  a  Sherry  Cobler  ? 


TURNING  IT  ON. 

IT  never  rains  but  it  pours.  The  New  Metropolitan  Water  Act 
promises  tn  lirur  out  this  saying.  Its  very  laudable  object  is  "to 
make  f  urtlu T  provision  for  supplying  to  the  Metropolis  a  constant 
supply  of  pure  and  wholesome  water.  Hooray !  In  order  that  the 
Water  Companies  may  fulfil  this  requisition.it  gives  them  powers 
which  are  considerable.  According  to  a  summary  of  its  provisions : — 

"The  companies  may  require  owners  and  occupiers  to  provide  proper 
'  fittings,"  which  term  includes  communication  pipes,  and  olao  all  pipes,  cocks, 
cisterns,  &c.,  used  or  intended  for  supply  of  water  by  a  Company  to  a  con- 
sumer, and  for  that  purpose  placed  in  or  about  the  premises  of  the  consumer." 

The  quality  of  the  Thames,  for  everybody  obliged  to  drink  it,  is 
capable  of  great  improvement.  No  doubt  of  that.  The  quantity,  in 
many  cases,  is  insufficient,  which  nobody  can  deny.  And  what  if 
there  are  householders  who  find  themselves  at  present  supplied  with 
quite  as  much  Thames  as  they  have  any  occasion  for  ?  Suppose  the 
New  Metropolitan  Water  Act  does  prescribe  indiscriminate  inter- 


ference with  existing  arrangements,  what  then  ?  If  it  does,  it  will 
only  put  a  few  rate-payers,  whose  light  rates  already  include  an 
almost  imponderable  water-rate,  to  a  little  unnecessary  expense. 
True,  they  will  be  supplied  with  more  water  than  they  want  against 
their  will,  and  made  to  pay  for  it.  The  compensation  granted  for 
the  Income-tax  was  the  boon  of  cheap  superfluities,  which  very 
many  of  those  subjected  to  that  equitable  impost  did  not  want 
at  any  price,  how  low  soever.  Who  suggests  that  the  "forced 
loans "  of  paternal  governments  bear  a  very  close  resemblance  to 
this  sort  of  thing  ?  Not  so  close,  perhaps,  as  it  might  be.  The  in- 
terest generally  paid  on  forced  loans  is,  at  any  rate,  actual  money, 
of  which  nobody  but  a  fool  can  have  more  than  he  knows  what  to  do 
with.  Such  is  not  the  case  with  the  householder  who  is  forced  to 
pay  for  superfluous  water.  Let  him  grin  and  bear  it.  Or,  if  he 
won't  grin,  let  others  grin  whilst  he  bears  it. 


BROTHERS  IN  ASMS." — Twin  Boys. 
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an  ff  . 
-'\       '  '/: 


THE    STORY    OF    THE    HEN    AND    THE    DUCKLINGS-REVERSED. 

DISTRESSING  SITUATION  OF  AUNT  BELLA,  WHO  HAS  RASHLY  VOLUNTEERED  TO  TAKE  HER  LITTLE  NEPHBWS  AND  NIECES  FOR  A 
BATHE  IN  THE  SEA  THESE,  NOT  LIKING  THE  SALT  WATER,  MAKE  A  IIEGULAR  STAMPEDE  FOR  THE  SHORE,  WHENCE  NOTHING  WILL 
INDUCE  THEM  TO  RETURN — AND  SHE  CANNOT  VERY  WELL  EuN  AFTER  THEM. 


REHEABSAL   OF  WAR. 

SOLDIEBS,  may  your  Campaign's  Rehearsal  go  on 
Without  fresh  accidents  to  raise  a  laugh, 
And  subject  gallant  men  to  vulgar  chaff'. 

Would  you  had  a  VON  MOLTKE  or  VON  ROON 

For  your  Stage  Manager ;  no  Civil  Calf ! 
Confiding  we  might  leave  it  all  to  them, 
And  lean  securely  on  a  trusty  staff. 

A  Master  Mind  you  gladly  would  obey, 

And  under  its  command  rehearse  your  play, 
Whose  argument  is  an  advancing  foe  on 
The  Downs  of  Hampshire  to  be  chased  away. 

But  school  you  shall  the  War  Office  to  stem 
Invasion  ?    No ;  your  Chief  Performers  say, 

As  Actors,  lay  direction  they  contemn. 


THE  STRIKES  AND  THE  STARS. 

Is  there  any  truth  in  Astrology  after  all  ?  Can  "  planet-struck  " 
be  more  than  a  mere  phrase  ?  May  not  a  planetary  stroke  be  the  cause 
of  strikes,  when  they  prevail  like  an  epidemic,  as  is  just  now  the 
case,  with  no  particular  cause  visible  to  account  for  them  ?  A  planet, 
we  may  suppose,  strikes  workmen,  and  then  they  strike  work.  At 
Newcastle  the  engineers  have  been  on  strike  for  some  time.  The 
Newcastle  policemen  also  are  threatening  to  strike,  otherwise  than 
with  their  staves ;  and  the  Newcastle  thieves  probably  cherish  hopes. 
A  strike  is  likewise  threatened  by  the  Northumberland  colliers,  and 
those  employed  by  the  Park  End  Company,  Forest  of  Dean,  have 
given  notice  that  they  will  cease  work  on  Saturday  unless  their 
wares  are  increased  and  paid  weekly  instead  of  monthly.  North- 
umberland and  "canny  Newcastle  "  are  near  enough  to  Scotland  to 
sing  "We're  a  strikin',  strike,  strike,  strikin';?I  and  elsewhere, 
too  generally,  the  once  working  classes,  throwing  up  work,  have  put 
themselves  in  case  to  be  called  the  Striking  Classes.  Under  what 


star  can  they  be  conceived  to  strike  thus  wildly?  Surely  "the 
moist  star  upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands."  They 
must  be  moon-struck. 


"  SILLY  SUFFOLK." 

WHY  Suffolk  ever  gained  the  epithet  of  "  silly,"  it  would  puzzle 
us  to  guess.  But  advertisements  like  this  might  tempt  us  to  infer 
that  possibly  the  epithet  is  not  an  ill-deserved  one  : — 

WILL  any  noble  heart  LEND  a  lady,  who  is  struggling  in  the  great 
battle  of  life,  £100,  to  be  repaid  in  half  yearly  sums  of  £10,  with  5  per 
cent.  ?    A  well-furnished  drawing-room  and  large  bed  room  can  be  occupied 
by  the  kind  lender  of  the  sum  till  the  debt  is  repaid. — J.  S.,  post-office, 
Woodbridge,  Suffolk. 

As  nothing  whatever  is  said  about  rent,  we  may  presume  that  the 
"  kind  lender  "  can  have  the  lodging  gratis  until  the  debt  be  cleared, 
that  is,  for  ten  half  years,  supposing  that  the  lady  be  punctual  in 
her  payments.  If  she  failed  in  them,  he  might  continue  in  his 
tenancy  for  a  period  indefinite.  Therefore,  if  any  gentleman  has 
any  wish  to  carry  his  "  noble  heart"  to  where  this  "  struggling" 
lady  lives,  one  hundred  pounds  paid  down  may  secure  him  an  abode 
there  which  might  possibly  be  permanent.  That  he  would  be 
likely  to  get  his  money  back  may  be  possibly  esteemed  a  remoter 
possibility. 

A  "  Wittler's"  Wit. 

FINE  on  conviction,  having  to  bewail 

For  putting  grains  of  Paradise  in  ale. 

"  I  finds,"  quoth  Bung,  through  bitterness  acute, 

Them  grains  of  Paradise  forbidden  fruit. 


THE  CXOCKMAKEB'S  PAKADISE.— Seven  Dials. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— SKITIIMHKU  16,  1871. 


A  'DRESS  REHEARSAL; 


MR.  C-DW-LL  (Stage  Manager}.  "  NOW,   THEN— (vaguely)— FORM    SIXES  AND  SEVENS,   AND  - 

LEADING  HEAVY  (Commander-in-Chitf).  "LOOK  HERE,  SIR  I     WE  KNOW  OUR  'BUSINESS'   A  PRECIOUS  DEAL 

BETTER  THAN    YOU  CAN  TELL   IT    US;    AND  IF    YOU'LL    ONLY    LET    US    ALONE,    THE    PIECE 'LL    BE    A 

TREMENDOUS  SUCCESS,  I  PROMISE  YOU  !  " 
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OUR    NEW    NOVEL. 


A   TREBLE   TEMPTATION* 

Dy  the  Author  of  "  It  is  always  Tun  Early  to  Sew,"  "  Love  Me 
Tall,  Lm-e  me  S/tort."     "  Who '«  Griffiths  »"  tfc. 

CHAPTER  I. 

SIR  CirAKT.Ks  I'.rssiT  was,  from  an  early  age,  subject  to  fits,  but 
lie  inherited  the  Tuppenme  Bussit  Kstates.  MB.  ROBERT  BUSSIT, 
his  cousin,  would  have  done  so  ii  SIR  CHARLES  hadn't.  Hence 
KOIIKRT'S  hatred  of  CHARLES.  Nothing  more  simple. 

SIR  CHARLES,  being  a  gay  young  man,  was  on  visiting  terms  with 
the  beautiful  LA  DORCHESTER..  Becoming,  suddenly,  a  marrying 
man,  he  feel  deeply  in  love  witli  Miss  ISIDORA  SPRUCE.  Koui  in 
also  loved  her.  This  was  an  additional  reason  for  his  hating  SIR 
CHARLES,  and  added  fuel  to  the  flame. 

From  this  moment,  Koiu  m  commenced  writing  anonymous  letters 
to  IsinoRA  and  her  father.  Ho  wrote  at  least  twenty  a-day, 
signing  them  differently  every  time.  ( >Wrving  that  the  letters  were 
taken  in,  but  that  the  young  lady  and  her  father  were  not,  he  had 
recourse  to  other  means. 

He  called  on  L\  !><>];.  'HESTER,  who  saw  through  him  at  once, 
played  him  adroitly,  and  then  ordered  him  out  of  the  house. 

This  was  his  third  reason  for  hating  his  cousin. 

Ho  now  took  to  shouting  through  the  keyholes  and  windows  of 
SIR  ALEXANDER  SPRUCE'S  house  defamations  of  SIR  CUVKLKS'S 
character. 

These  energetic  means,  at  last,  had  their  effect. 

SIR  CHARLES  heiii!,'  refused  admittance,  had  a  succession  of  fits  on 
the  doorstop.  He  was  told  to  move  on  by  a  policeman,  and  was 
rescued  from  his  painful  situation  by  LA  DORCIIKSTKR  in  her  pony- 
chaise,  who  thenceforth  took  the  matter  in  her  own  hands. 

llnr.EitT  was  now  delighted,  and,  on  the  strength  of  the  proba- 
bility of  the  Tuppcnnie  Bussit  Estates  coming  to  him,  bought  a 
secondhand  brass  door-plate,  with  somebody  else's  name  on  it. 

Sin  CM  \RI.ES  BUSSIT  got  over  his  tits,  and  came  out  stronger 
than  ever. 

This  sent  up  ROBERT'S  hatred  to  fever  heat. 

It  was  evident  that  the  Tuppennie  Bussit  Estates  had  slipped 
from  his  grasp  for  this  once. 

Then  he  waited. 

But  while  he  waited,  LA  DOECH  ESTER  acted. 
(End  of  Chapter  the  First.) 


CHAPTER  II. 

ISIDORA,  SPRUCE  was  the  daughter  of  COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF 
SPRUCE,  a  retired  veteran,  much  beloved  by  his  officers  and  men,  as 
a  genuine  martinet  of  the  old  school.  So  much  was  he  beloved,  that 
when  he  retired,  the  entire  army  retired  with  him.  This  led  to 
complications  and  subsequent  alterations  in  the  Purchase  System. 

ISIDORA  was  a  blonde,  tall  and  mince,  with  gentle  blue  wondering 
eyes,  of  about  the  middle  height,  with  dark  brown  tresses,  and 
rather  inclined  to  that  sort  of  embonpoint  which  is  the  sure  sign  of 
gentle  descent. 

She  was  always  saying,  "  May  I P"  in  a  plaintive  tone,  which 
caused  her  to  be  a  favourite  with  everyone. 

To  this  her  fond  doating  father  had  but  one  answer,  "  No,  you 
mayn't,"  which  evinced  the  deep  sympathy  existing  between  the 
parent  and  child. 

"  May  I  marry  SIR  CHARLES  BUSSIT  ?"  she  asked,  one  morning, 
as  they  were  seated  together  on  a  canape  de  luxe,  breakfasting 
lightly;  "  May  IP" 

"  No,  you  mayn't,"  answered  the  Commander-in-Chief,  his  eyes 
filling  with  the  moisture  which  so  often  accompanies  the  sudden  de- 
glutition of  over-caloricated  bohea. 

"  May  I  give  him  up  ?  "  she  inquired,  playfully.     "  May  I  ?  " 

"  No,  you  mayn't,"  replied  the  Warrior. 

That  was  all  she  wanted.  She  had  gained  her  point,  and  so, 
tapping  him  lightly  on  the  head  with  a  bootjack,  which  she  had  been 
embroidering  for  his  especial  use,  she  glided  from  the  room. 

"  Two  persons  wanted  to  see  his  Commander-in-Chief  ship,"  a 
servant  said.  "  Might  they  enter  ?  " 

•'  No,  they  mightn't,"  returned  the  Veteran.     So  they  came  in. 

It  was  SIR  CHAKLES'S  solicitor,  MR.  SLYBOOTS,  and  LA  DORCHESTER. 

The  Commander-in-Chief  motioned  them  to  a  chair.  They  took 
two.  and  seated  themselves.  So  far  all  was  well. 

Then  what  happened  ? 

Why,  LA  DORCIIESTKR,  with  a  woman's  ready  wit,  introduced  the 
old  Solicitor  to  the  old  Warrior,  and  the  Solicitor,  with  the  cunning 

•  This  NoTcl  will  be  concluded  in  a  very  few  Chapters  of  the  most 
exciting  nature.  So  much  is  guaranteed.  This  i»  the  first  instalment. 


of  his  craft,  answered  to  his  cue,  and  introduced  LA  DORCHESTER  to 
the  Commander-in-Chief. 

"  MK.  SLYBOOTS,"— LA  DORCHESTER  said. 

The  Commander-in-Chief  bowed.    So  did  MR.  SLYBOOTS. 

"  LA  DOR" — commenced  SLYBOOTS,  courteously. 
'— CHESTER,"  said  the  Lady,  brusquely.    Then  they  sat  still  and 


wondered. 


(End  of  Chapter  the  Second.) 


CHAPTER  III. 


IN  two  minutes  the  Veteran  was  put  in  possession  of  The  Facts. 
This  was  owing  entirely  to  the  female  tact  and  ready  wit.  She  went 
to  the  point  at  once,  while  SLYBOOTS,  with  professional  routine, 
would  have  read  precedents,  habendum  clauses,  and  the  history  of 
Nisi  Prius  before  coming  to  the  object  of  their  visit.  He  had  pre- 
pared himself  with  documents.  Before  he  had  got  them  all  arranged 
on  the  table,  from  which  he  was  obliged  to  sweep  the  Sevres  cups, 
saucers,  urn,  and  spirit-lamp,  LA  DORCHESTER  had  stated  the  case. 
She  exculpated  SIR  Cn  \RLES. 

ISIDORA  had  expected  these  visitors,  and,  Love  being  capable  of 
meannesses,  had  concealed  herself  within  hearing. 

The  Veteran  suspected  as  much,  and  saw  through  LA  DORCHES- 
TER'S plan.  He  quietly  moved  the  ormolu  fire-screen  to  the  front  of 
the  grate. 

By  this  movement  of  the  old  Campaigner  LA  DORCHESTER  was 
unexpectedly  checkmated. 

Then  she  told  her  story,  and  SLYBOOTS  listened,  legal  documents 
in  hand,  dismayed. 

He  would  have  stopped  her  had  it  been  in  his  power,  but  per- 
ceiving, with  the  true  instincts  of  an  old  student  of  Barnard's  Inn, 
that  this  was  not  possible,  he  carefully  adjusted  the  red  tape  on  the 
sixty  parchments  he  had  brought  with  him,  and  sat  silent,  with 
Blackstone  on  his  knee,  for  warmth. 

"  Hush,  Madam !  not  so  loud,  please,"  whispered  the  Commander- 
in-Chief,  looking  uneasily  towards  the  chimney. 

"  \VIIYNOT?"  bawled  his  beautiful  visitor,  at  the  top  of  her  voice. 
"  LISTENERS  NEVER  HEAR  NO  GOOD  OF  THEMSELVES,  DO  THEY  ?  " 

With  this  the  bold  woman  rose  suddenly  from  her  chair,  and, 
spurning  the  drugget,  dashed  at  the  poker,  seized  it,  and  upset  the 
ormolu  screen. 

"May  I?"  said  a  sweet  voice  from  about  two  yards  up  the 
chimney. 

"  No,  you  mayn't,"  returned  the  Veteran. 

But  she  could  not  control  herself,  and  gliding  downwards,  fell  at 
LA  DORCHESTER'S  feet,  her  head  on  her  outstretched  hands. 

ISIDORA,  from  her  well-chosen  place  of  concealment,  had  heard 
every  syllable.  She  was  prostrated,  writhing,  blackened.  For  this 
last  she  cared  little.  Soot  blackens  faces,  not  characters ;  this  they 
well  knew,  and  felt  it. 

The  Commander-in-Chief  was  the  first  to  speak  and  break  the 
silence. 

He  addressed  LA  DORCHESTER. 

"  For  shame,  Madam ! "  said  the  Commander-in-Chief.  Where- 
upon both  women  began  to  cry. 

Then  the  Commander-in-Chief  looked  at  the  Solicitor,  and  the 
Solicitor  looked  at  himself  in  a  glass,  and  himself  in  a  glass  looked 
at  ISIDORA,  who,  in  her  turn,  looked  at  LA  DORCHESTER. 

They  all  sighed  deeply,  and  said  nothing. 

In  another  second  LA  DORCHESTER  was  on  her  legs,  giving  eloquent 
screams. 

"  He  loves  you  still!  "  said  the  Solicitor,  vaguely.  It  is  in  some 
natures  to  be  vague,  and  his  was  one  of  those  natures.  Otherwise 
he  was  a  clever  man. 

(End  of  Chapter  the  Third.) 


THOMAS  ON  WILLIAM. 

WILLIAM,  at  Whitby,  t'  other  day. 
The  'Ouse  of  Lords  enounced  e  d  shock, 

Hat  my  Lords'  door,  the  papers  say, 
With  a  hauthoritative  knock. 

Hat  Noble  Mansions  Hi  propose 
To  take  the  wery  self -same  line. 

His  place  Hi  see  as  WILLIAM  knows, 
The  same  as  Hi  do  likewise  mine. 


Bed  and  Blue. 

THERE  are  three  hundred  policemen  to  protect  30,000  soldiers 
during  the  Autumn  Campaign.  Will  the  mounted  division  of  that 
most  serviceable  of  Forces,  for  which  we  are  indebted  to  the  late 
SIR  ROBERT  PEEL  be  described,  in  the  phraseology  of  the  Camp,  as 
Heavy  or  Light  Bobs  ? 
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CANNY." 

Sister.  "WHY,  CHARLES,  YOU'VE  GOT  RAW  WHISKEY  HERE!" 

Charles.  "  WELL,  IT'S  HARDLY  WORTH  WHILE  TO  BRING  WATER.    WE  CAN  ALWAYS  FIND  THAT  AS  WE  GO  ALONG- 
WANT  IT. 


WHEN  WE 


LINES  BY   A  LANDLOKD. 

How  unbecoming  of  a  Public  Man 
Is  an  attempt  to  crush  the  Publican ! 
The  public  good  what  Statesman,  shooting  grouse, 
Just  now  can  sever  from  the  Publichouse  ? 
For  him  what  purest  spring  will,  on  the  moor, 
Replace  the  drops  which  ooze  from  every  pore, 
Unless  well  mingled  with  the  mountain  dew  'i 
The  feathered  game  sustain  him  to  pursue, 
Will  water,  does  he  find,  however  clear  ? 
No.    Thirsty  Nature  calls  for  ale,  or  beer. 
Suppose,  for  the  supply  of  that  demand, 
He  seeks  an  Inn,  and  sees  no  sign  at  hand ; 
Then  he  may  better  learn  than  to  invade 
The  British  freedom  of  the  liquor  trade, 
Being  hard-up  himself  to  quench  his  drought : 
I  hope  that  many  a  one  has  found  it  out. 


ANARCHY  IN  THE  PARKS. 

THE  People  (Irish)  have  had  another  intimidation  meeting  in  the 
Phoenix  Park,  Dublin,  and,  on  their  return  from  it,  they  made  an 
attack  on  the  Police,  who  had  been  withdrawn  from  the  scene  of 
their  assembly.  Thus  is  Government  encouraged  to  persevere  in 
the  resolution  to  allow  the  People  in  Dublin  the  same  licence  that 
they  allow  the  People  in  London.  It  may  be  said  they  proceed  on 
the  sound  maxim  that  what  is  sauce  for  goose  is  sauce  for  gander 
The  terms  "goose"  and  "gander"  correspond,  indeed,  to  those 
whom  they  respectively  denote,  with  peculiar  nicety ;  but  if  gander 
and  goose  get  the  same  sauce  from  Government,  that  same  is  none 
at  all.  On  the  contrary,  the  goose  and  the  gander  it  is  that  give  the 
Uovernment  sauce,  and  more  of  it,  some  whisper,  than  a  true 
Government  would  stand. 


HYDROPATHY  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS. 

IN  the  district  of  Strathnaver,  county  Sutherland,  there  is  a  cer- 
tain loch,  supposed  by  the  surrounding  natives  to  possess  medicinal 
powers,  for  whose  exercise  on  those  who  resort  to  its  waters  it 
requires  fees,  which  its  patients  accordingly  throw  in  it,  after  having 
bathed.  They  are  accustomed  to  meet  and  dip  themselves  in  it 
periodically  at  midnight,  if  we  may,  at  this  season,  trust  our  old 
friend  the  Inverness  Courier.  A  correspondent  of  that  newspaper, 
an  eye-witness  of  one  of  these  meetings,  describing  what  he  beheld 
at  a  recent  one,  under  a  starlight  sky,  traversed  with  occasional 
meteors,  says  that : — 

"The  impotent,  the  halt,  the  lunatic,  and  the  tender  infant,  were  all 
waiting  about  midnight  for  an  immersion  in  Lochmanur." 

Of  all  the  sufferers  above  enumerated,  the  third  class,  one  would 
think,  must  have  been  the  most  numerous,  insomuch  as  to  have 
comprehended  the  other  classes,  let  alone  the  last  one,  though  it 
must  have  included  the  parents  and  guardians  of  that.  Lochmanur 
is  romantically  situated  in  the  Highlands,  and  may  indeed  be  a  loch 
of  healing  lymph,  but,  as  to  curing  lunatics,  it  is  evidently  no  more 
efficacious  than  it  would  be  if,  as  its  name  would  almost  seem  to 
imply,  it  were  a  tank  on  some  Scotch  farm. 


Civic  Wit. 


Brown.  "  I  say,  JONES,  old  fellow,  when  is  an  Alderman  at  dinner 
like  a  Ghost  up  a  Tree  ?  Give  it  up,  eh  ?  Well,  then,  old  chap,  it  'a 
when  he 's  a  gobblin'  up  a  hash !  " 

[Pokes  pour  JONES  in  the  ribs,  and  exit,  chuckling. 


THE  PEW-OPENEB'S  APOLOGY   (after  pocketing   the    customary 
Mllinn). — "  Proh.  Pew-door  !  " 


Shilling). — "  Proh,  Pew-door  ! 
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THE  POPULAR  PREMIER. 

"  WHAT  if  the  Government,  when  Grouse 

The  time  approached  to  kill, 
llad  basely  let  the  People's  House, 
Reject  the  People's  Bill  ? 

"  The  People's  House  before  it  rose, 

The  People's  Bill  had  passed, 
Next  Session  to  return  to  those 
Who  threw  it  out  this  last. 

"  Early  'twill  reach  the  Lords  who  can 

No  more  its  progress  block, 
Pmented  at  their  doors  with  an 
Authoritative  knock." 

The  Ballot  Bill  'twas  WILLIAM  mount, 

At  Whitby  speaking  five, 
Whereas  himself,  by  one  cousent, 

The  People's  BILL  is  he. 


Comparatively  Humane. 

A  SKKIKS  of  International  Contests  at  Pigeon  Shooting 
has  been  going  on  during  the  last  week  at  Baden  Baden. 
Whatever  you  may  think  of  Pigeon  Shooting,  you  must 
allow  that  it  is  very  much  less  cruel  than  the  sport 
practised  at  Baden  Baden,  and  other  German  watering- 
places,  of  plucking  pigeons  alive.  However,  by  decree 
of  the  Keiehsrath,  the  thirty-first  of  December,  1872, 
will  see  the  last  of  this  live  pigeon  plucking. 


"SUBSTANTIAL    GROUNDS." 
Captain.  "WHAT,  COMPLAINING  AGAIN,  FLANAGAN?     WHAT'S  THE  MATTER 


NOW  ? " 

Recruit.    "  Av   YE    PLAZE,    THEY    CII'ATE    ME    OUT   o'   TUB   THICK 
CHOFFKB,  SORB  !  ! " 


o    THE 


Statesmanship  on  the  Stump. 

W  no  are  the  People  ?    Why,  the  Masses, 
The  handicrafts  and  under  classes, 

They  are  the  Wise  ;  to  their  opinion 
We  bow  ;  submit  to  their  dominion, 
All  you  rich,  educated  asses ! 


HOMAGE  TO  A  PATRIOT. 


WHY  is  MR.  ODQER  like  TERENTIUS  VAKRO,  whom 
his  fellow-citizens  commended  for  a  reason  't — Because 
he  does  not  despair  of  the  Republic. 


SINGULAR   SHEEP. 

STOCK — live  stock,  of  wool  and  mutton  especially — is  commanding 
high  prices  just  now  in  some  quarters : — 

"  Fronaque  cum  spectent  animalia  ctetera  terram," 

Cotswold  sheep  at  least  are  looking  up.  According  to  the  IJ'iltt  and 
Gloucester  Standard,  some  extraordinary  prices  were  fetched  by 
this  variety  of  Of  is  Aries  Jast  week  at  a  sale  at  Northleach : — 

'•  The  Hock  consisted  of  115  ewes,  52  theaves,  85  ram  lambs,  87  ewe  lambs, 
and  two  (hearting  rams." 

In  this  inventory  there  is  one  denomination  of  sheep,  which,  not 
being  quite  a  dictionary  one,  will  probably  be  new  to  some  readers ; 
but,  albeit  in  sound  the  reverse  of  a  good  name,  it  appears  to  denote 
a  first-rate  breed,  commercially  and  zoologically  describable  as 
A  (Aries)  1 ;  inasmuch  as : — 

"The  interest  of  the  mooting  culminated  in  the  eale  of  a  pen  of  theaves, 
which  were  purchased  at  the  extraordinary  price  of  £17  10*.  each,! " 

If  you  heard  a  grazier  talk  about  theaves,  would  you  imagine 
that  he  spoke  merely  of  certain  egregious  sheep  ?  Suppose  he  said 
that  he  had  been  lucky  in  falling  among  theaves,  would  you  not  be 
disposed  to  account  him  a  lunatic  ?  It  would  be  only  natural  for 
any  one,  hearing  sheep  spoken  of  as  theaves,  to  surmise  that  they 
were  black  sheep,  if  not  wolves  in  shecps'  clothing. 


A  Friend  in  Need. 


MES.  MAXAPBOP,  who  was  early  left  a  widow,  has  an  obliging 
neighbour  to  whom  she  applies  in  all  her  little  difficulties— one  of 
those  handy  men  who  can  do  anything  and  everything :  she  calls 
him  her  Teetotum. 


CON  AMORE. 

"  We  are  somewhat  amused  on  reading,  in  a  small  pamphlet  which  has 
reached  us,  an  account  of  some  experiments  now  being  made  on  the  banks  of 
the  Southampton  Water,  near  that  town,  on  'Turtle  Culture."  " — Athenawn, 

THE  Athencpum  has  omitted  to  mention  that  an  influential  depu- 
tation from  the  Corporation  of  London  cheerfully  consented  to 
sacrifice  a  portion  of  their  holidays  in  order  to  take  part  in  these 
experiments,  which  they  have  followed  with  the  most  lively  interest. 
Should  the  Right  Honourable  Member  for  Southampton,  and  the 
other  Law  Officers  of  the  Corporation,  be  of  opinion  that  "  Turtle 
Culture  "  would  be  a  legitimate  object  for  Municipal  enterprise,  it 
is  not  improbable  that  at  the  very  first  meeting  of  the  Common 
Council,  after  the  vacation,  a  large  sum  of  money  will  be  voted 
towards  the  expenses  of  continuing  the  Southampton  experiments 
on  a  much  more  extensive  scale,  and  a  "  Turtle  Committee  "  ap- 
pointed to  watch  their  progress. 


COLONIAL  "  AFFINITY." 

THE  Adelaide  papers  publish  a  despatch  alleged  to  have  been  re- 
ceived from  the  EARL  OF  KIMBEHLEY  announcing  the  QUKKX'S 
assent  to  the  Act  legalising  marriage  with  a  Deceased  Wife's  Sister  in 
South  Australia.  If  this  announcement  is  trustworthy,  and  not  a 
hoax,  will  South  Australia  afford  the  facilities  of  a  Gretna  Green  to 
British  widowers  fain  to  marry  the  sisters  of  their  deceased  wives  ? 
Will  it  be  possible  to  bring  home  a  legally-married  deceased  wife's 
sister  by  a  trip  to  Adelaide  f  It  would  be,  at  least,  more  economical 
for  the  British  subject  to  have  one  law  of  marriage  for  all  of  Her 
Majesty's  dominions ;  unless  the  opposition  between  soles  and  soles 
here  and  at  the  Antipodes  be  thought  to  correspond  to  difference 
between  right  and  wrong. 
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SEA-SIDE    DRAMA. 


SCENE  3.— DASTARDLY  ATTACK. 


SCENE  4.— G.M.L  :XT  !:• 
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SCENE  6.— BEQDITED  AJFKCIIOM. 


SCENE  6.— IMPOSTURE  EEWABDEO. 


Horse  Marines  for  Hampshire. 

THE  Hampshire  Campaign  would,  perhaps,  be  improved  if  a  Naval 
Battalion  were  brigaded  with  the  Military  Forces.  The  Blue  Jackets 
mieht  impart  a  serviceable  lesson  to  the  Cavalry  in  the  matter  of 
picketing.  A  ship  when  stationary,  is  picketed  in  a  way,  and  is  said 
to  ride  thereat,  so  far,  indeed,  unlike  a  horse  which,  whilst  in  tether, 
neither  rides  nor  is  ridden.  But  your  Jack  Tar  would  very  soon 
teach  your  bold  Dragoon  to  bring  his  horse  to  an  anchor. 


Teetotal  Tipplers. 

BY  a  Liquor  Law  some,  to  curb  other  men,  wish ; 
Meanwhile  every  man  Jack  of  them  drinks  like  a  Fish. 


A  REAL  HEHO. — Last  week  a  gentleman  named  SMITH  saved  a 
train  by  exactly  fifty  seconds.    He  is  now  in  town. 

"  IRISH  ELEMENT."— Whiskey. 
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GALLANT  RESCUE  BY  A  GUARDSMAN. 

THE  Special  Correspondent  of  the  Pott  at  Alder- 
shott  makes  honourable  mention  of  the  uncommonly 
alert  behaviour  exhibited  by  a  sergeant  of  the  Third 
Dragoon  Guards  the  other  morning,  as  follows : — 

"  A  horse  of  his  troop  bolted  with  his  rider,  and  rolled  over 
an  embankment  into  the  canal.  Without  hesitation  the  sergeant 
stripped  off  his  clothc«  and  accoutrement*,  plunged  in,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  bringing  the  refractory  animal  to  terra  Jirma  none  the 
worse  for  his  involuntary  bath." 

"  Gallant  act  of  exceptional  Yahoo !  Bravo  !  "  exclaims 
Houyhnhnm.  A  noble  animal,  truly,  was  rescued  from 
a  watery  grave.  So  much  for  the  Horse.  But  what 
became  of  his  Rider  ?  The  non-commissioned  hero  of  the 
exploit  above-narrated  has  well  earned  a  medal.  But 
it  should  be  awarded  by  the  Animals'  Friend,  one 
would  think,  rather  than  by  the  Humane  Society. 


A    FELLOW-FEELING. 

Indignant  Old  Lady.  "GUARD,  DO  YOU  ALLOW  SMOKING  IN  THIS  COMPART- 
MENT ? " 

OUiying  Guard.  "  HAW,  WEEL,  IF  NANE  o"  THK  GENTLEMEN  OBJECT,  TB  CAN 
TAK'  A  BIT  DRAW  o"  THE  PIPE." 


ROME  AND  VERSAILLES. 

ACCORDING  to  wire,  His  Holiness  the  POPE  has  sent  a 
message  of  congratulation  to  M.  THIERS  on  his  election 
to  the  Presidency  of  the  French  Republic.  In  doing  that 
eminent  Statesman  the  honour  ot  such  a  recognition, 
His  Holiness  has  authoritatively  refuted  the  calumny 
by  which  the  Head  Man  of  France  for  the  time  being 
has  been  generally  represented,  and  caused  to  be  re- 
garded, as  a  Voltairian.  Of  course  the  Successor  of  St. 
Peter  cannot  but  hope  that  the  French  President,  in  the 
place  of  the  Eldest  Son  of  the  Church,  will  do  all  he  can 
to  behave  as  such  from  pure  filial  devotion;  and  the 
Holy  Father  does  not  in  the  least  believe  that  M. 
THIERS'  constant  advocacy  of  the  Temporal  Power  has 
been  prompted  merely  by  a  cynical  hostility  in  the  sup- 
posed interest  of  France,  to  Italian  Unity. 


The  Right  Sort  of  Stuff. 

AT  last  justice  is  done  to  something  in  Ireland  !  The 
agitation  which  the  Church  Bill  and  the  Land  Bill  have 
both  failed  to  extinguish,  the  Autumn  Fashions  will 
conquer.  Fenianism,  and  Ribbonism,  and  every  other 
disagreeable  "  ism,"  must  decline  when  it  becomes  gene- 
rally known  that  "the  material  most  in  vogue  at  the 
moment  iff  Irish  poplin." 


FAVOURITE  GAME  AT  ALDEKSHOTT.— Piquet. 


SMALL  COAL  FROM  NEWCASTLE. 

DEAB  PUNCH, 

You  sometimes  say,  rather  unkindly,  that  we  Conservatives 
are  content  with  journalistic  writing  of  a  kind  inferior  to  that  of  the 
Liberal  press.  I  desire  to  give  you  a  proof  to  the  contrary.  I  have 
just  read,  with  delight  and  admiration,  the  following  passage  from 
a  leading  article  in  our  Newcastle  Daily  Journal,  one  of  our  ablest 
champions : — 

"  With  a  persistence,  aggravating  in  the  extreme,  the  ships  of  the  Navy 
will  have  their  way,  and  go  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  or  run  upon  all 
kinds  of  impracticable  rocks,  in  spite  of  the  remonstrances  of  the  most  irritable 
of  Premiers,  or  the  siren  persuasiveness  of  the  most  honey-tongued  of  Foreign 
Ministers." 

Now,  Sir.  admit  that  one  Conservative  journalist,  at  least,  knows 
his  art.  Observe  his  brilliant  ideas.  You  might  make  a  picture  of 
MR.  GLADSTONE,  in  all  parts  of  the  world  at  once,  discharging  a 
Premier's  duty  by  remonstrating,  irritably,  with  every  Ship  of  the 
Navy  (as  distinguished  from  a  Ship  of  the  Army)  that  seems  inclined 
to  have  its  own  way,  and  sink.  You  may  meanly  object  to  an  imprac- 
ticable rock,  and  allege  that  a  vessel  could  get  only  on  a  "  practi- 
cable "  rock.  I  despise  such  quibbling.  You  may,  in  a  paltry  manner, 
suggest  that  it  cannot  be  both  MR.  GLADSTONE'S  and  LORD  GRAN- 
VILLE'S  business  to  talk  to  the  ships,  and  you  may  insinuate  that 
though  vessels  go  to  foreign  parts,  it  is  not  the  Foreign  Minister's 
duty  to  look  after  them.  Small,  Sir,  small !  You  may,  from  your 
cursory  acquaintance  with  Lempriere,  hint  that  a  Siren's  avocation 
was  to  persuade  mariners  to  come  upon  rocks,  not  to  keep  off  them. 
Hypercriticism,  Sir.  The  passage  is  a  noble  one,  and  it  appeals  to 
the  common  sense  and  to  the  logical  habits  of  Englishmen.  A  little 
more  of  such  writing,  and  we  shall  triumph.  The  banner  of  Con- 
servatism will  snap  its  fingers  in  the  face  of  defunct  and  retrograde 
"  progress,"  and  the  Gorgon  head  of  revolution  will  be  strangled  in 


the  hud.    Hoping  that  such  an  advent  will  speedily  be  eliminated, 
I  am  dear  Sir,  yours  hopefully, 

Carlton  Club.  HIGH  LEVEL. 


CAUTION  TO  ODGER. 

ACCOHDDTG  to  a  statement  which  has  been  published  by  a  contem- 
porary, the  water  of  the  Serpentine,  which,  except  in  being  partially 
churned  up  by  steam-engines,  is  stagnant,  has  become  nearly  as 
foul  as  ever  again.  If  this  is  true,  possibly  the  Serpentine,  under 
the  influence  of  uncommonly  hot  weather,  will  assert  the  fitness  of 
its  name  by  engendering  a  Python  ;  and  a  pretty  creature  there  will 
then  be  to  join  a  monster  meeting  in  Hyde  Park !  Should  a  Python 
be  produced  by  the  Serpentine,  will  Edile  AYKTON  be  the  Apollo  to 
shoot  it  ?  

HOPS  AND  THEIR  HARVEST. 
(By  a  Member  of  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance,  at  Large.) 

HOP-PICXING  has  commenced  in  Kent  and  Surrey, 

Has  it  ?    0  may  I  live  to  see  the  day 
When  hops  will  be  a  weed,  less  worth  than  "  spurrey ! ' 

With  all  your  pretty  hop-gardens  away ! 

Those  hop-poles,  would  that  I  could  see  them  blazing, 

For  all  so  picturesque  that  they  appear ! 
They  madden  me  upon  them  wildly  gazing. 

Blight  all  those  hops  that  stand  for  so  much  beer ! 


"  THE  FOOL'S  REVENGE  "—ON  Wrr.— "  Rather  far-fetched,  eh  ?" 


VOL.  LXI. 
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THE    USE    OF    PRINTING. 

OKASMUCH  as  last 
year,  about  this 
time,  we  were  a 
good  deal  bothered 
with  battles  and 
sieges,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing,  the 
newspapers  were 
choked  up  with 
the  details  of  in- 
cidents in  foreign 
lands,  and  aftairs 
that  did  not  go 
home  to  the  hearts 
of  the  households. 
This  year,  happily, 
nothing  of  the  kind 
excludes  domestic 
news  from  the  co- 
lumns of  the  press, 
and  there  is  oppor- 
tunity for  giving 
i  nteresting  narra- 
tives of  another 
kind.  When  we 
recollect  that  man- 
kind in  the  dark 
ages  lived  without 
printing,  it  is  mar- 
vellous that"people~  could  enjoy  themselves,  as  there  is  reason  to  believe  that 
they  did,  to  a  certain  extent,  without  having  their  pleasures  chronicled.  It  is 
matter  of  thankfulness  that  the  splendid  machinery  of  the  press  can  now  be 
made  available  for  the  record  of  the  harmless  amusement  obtained  by  humble 
but  respectable  persons. 

A  weekly  contemporary  informs  us,  in  about  half  a  column,  which  unhappily 
we  are  obliged  to  condense,  that  "  early  in  the  morning  "  of  a  recent  Wednesday, 
twenty-three  pawnbrokers,  male  and  female — stay — let  us  use  the  more  elevated 
language  of  our  contemporary  : — 

"  A  considerable  portion  of  the  members  of  the  Bradford  Pawnbrokers'  Association,  with 
their  ladies,  took  train  for  Ripon,  to  spend  the  day  at  Studley  Royal  and  neighbourhood, 
the  seat  of  the  MARQUIS  OF  KiroN,  travelling  in  a  saloon  carriage,  which  was  placed  at 
their  service  by  the  Midland  Company." 

The  neighbourhood  of  Studley  Royal  is,  of  course,  the  seat  of  the  MARQUIS 
OF  RIPON,  who  was  travelling  in  a  saloon  carriage.  Why  the  Midland  Company 
should  place  his  Lordship's  carriage  at  the  service  of  our  Uncles  and  Aunts,  is 
not  explained. 

Now,  you  naturally  wish  to  know  what  our  Uncles  and  Aunts  ate  and  drank, 
and  when,  and  how  they  liked  it.  Well,  you  shall  hear : — 

"  Breakfast  had  been  prepared  at  the  Unicorn  Hotel,  Ripon,  at  nine  o'clock.  The  party, 
numbering  twenty-three,  sat  down  to  an  excellent  repast,  which,  after  the  morning's  ride, 
was  much  enjoyed  by  the  whole  company." 

Is  not  that  a  pleasant  hearing  ?  They  went  to  Ripon  in  compliment  to  the 
Marquis,  of  course,  and  they  could  hardly  do  less  after  riding  in  his  carriage. 
They  sat  down  at  Nine,  but  we  have  heard,  confidentially,  that  there  was  nearly 
a  quarter  of  an  hour's  delay,  in  consequence  of  the  broiled  ham  not  being  ready. 
We  are  also  informed  that  they  did  not  then  pay  for  their  breakfast,  as  they 
intimated  that  they  were  coming  back  to  tea,  and  the  obvious  respectability  of 
the  party  removed  from  the  landlord's  mind  any  fear  lest  the  twenty-three 
breakfasts  should  not  be  settled  for.  Now  let  History  resume  her  stately 
march. 

"After  breakfast  the  party  were  conveyed,  in  a  couple  of  waggonettes,  to  Studley  and 
Fountains  Abbey.  A  few  hours  were  spent  in  visiting  the  most  notable  portions  of  these 
really  beautiful  grounds,  after  which  the  excursionists  continued  their  drive  to  Backfall." 

^  The  grounds  are  beautiful.  Some  books  say  that  they  are  among  the  finest  in 
England,  and  that  they  enshrine  the  most  magnificent  ruins  we  have.  But  pur 
Uncles  and  Aunts  are  people  of  regular  habits,  and  they  began  to  grow  peckish. 
The  reporter  has  nothing  to  say  of  the  splendour  of  Fountains  Abbey,  but  it  is 
to  the  credit  of  the  party  that  they  did  not  dance,  to  a  fiddle,  in  the  nave  of  the 
church,  after  the  manner  of  some  'seursionists.  They  harmlessly 

"  alighted  at  the  Hackfull  Hotel,  where  dinner  had  been  ordered  for  three  o'clock. 

After  doing  justice  to  the  viands  prepared  by  'mine  host,'  every  one  again  sallied  out  to 
spend  the  remainder  of  the  afternoon  in  the  Hackfull  Woods,  the  romantic  and  picturesque 
scenery  of  which  was  much  admired." 

Again  we  find  the  interesting  party  satisfactorily  refreshed.  Then  every  one 
"  sallied  out,"  but  neither  our  Uncles  nor  our  Aunts  thought  of  Aunt  Sally,  or 
other  frivolity.  They  were  good  enough  much  to  admire  Haekfall  Woods, 
which  must  have  murmured  thanks  for  the  compliment.  Still,  the  open  air 
conduces  to  appetite,  and — 

"  In  the  evening  the  party  returned  to  Ripon,  where  they  had  tea,  and,  as  night  crept  on, 
turned  their  faces  towards  home,  Bradford  being  reached  about  eleven  o'clock." 

Nobly  they  redeemed  their  pledges  (we  beg  pardon),  fulfilled  their  promises, 
and  came  back  to  the  hotel  at  Ripon.  We  have  every  reason  to  believe  that 


not  only  was  the  bill  honourably  paid,  but  that  it  was 
remembered  that  the  waiters  had  served  a  duplicate  (we 
beg  pardon),  a  second  "  spread,"  as  no  doubt  it  was 
called,  and  that  they  were  also  remembered.  "Night" 
has  a  way  of  "  creeping  "  in  Yorkshire  ;  in  other  counties 
it  only  grows  dark.  But  creeping  night  did  not 
frighten  pur  spirited  relatives,  and  they  went  forth 
into  it,  like  the  three  riders  in  BROWNING'S  famous 
poem.  We  do  not  know  how  they  all  turned  their  faces 
home  as  they  went  to  Bradford,  as,  if  they  had  the 
Marquis's  saloon  carriage,  some  must  have  sat  with  their 
backs  to  the  engine,  and  some  sideways ;  but  History 
does  not  take  account  of  trifles.  Gladly  let  us  read  that 

"  The  weather  was  fine  and  hot,  and  contributed  much  to  the 
pleasure  of  the  day's  out,  which  was  unmarred  by  any  accident 
or  untoward  circumstance  whatever,  and  was  greatly  enjoyed  by 
every  one." 

The  word  "  out"  should  be  Out— a,  pretty  playfulness 
about  the  pawnbrokers'  pleasure — and  the  reporter,  not 
ungracefully,  becomes  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar, 
as  he  makes  an  advance  (we  beg  pardon),  proceeds  to 
his  climax.  It  is  delightful  to  know  that  none  of  our 
Uncles  or  Aunts  "  fell  out  by  the  way,"  either  literally 
or  metaphorically,  and  that  they  all — the  whole  batch 
of  Twenty-Three— spent  as  happy  a  day  as  they  could 
have  had  at  Rosherville. 

How  agreeable  it  is  to  find  newspapers  filled  with 
this  kind  of  inoffensive  and  kindly  detail,  and  how  grate- 
ful we  ought  to  be  to  the  inventors  of  printing,  for 
machinery  that  enables  such  records  to  be  presented  to 
the  public,  and  conserved  for  the  delectation  of  posterity  ! 


WOEKMEN  IN  THE  EIGHT  WAY. 

THERE  is  something  to  be  said  for  the  Strike  at  New- 
astle,  and  it  was  very  well  said  the  other  Saturday 
evening  by  several  speakers  at  a  workmen's  meeting  on 
Blackheath,  and  creditably  distinguished  by  argumenta- 
tive and  temperate  language.  The  workmen  met  for  the 
purpose,  quite  legitimate,  and  perfectly  fair,  if  sought 
in  fairness,  "of  considering  the  nine  hours' movement, 
and  the  best  means  of  preventing  employers  from  obtain- 
ing workmen  to  supplant  those  now  on  strike  at  New- 
castle for  the  reduction  of  the  hours  of  labour,  as  also  to 
raise  subscriptions  for  their  support."  The  means  pro- 
posed to  this  end  were  no  other  in  their  kind  than  those 
by  which  the  informal  professional  Unions  of  lawyers 
and  doctors  combine  to  maintain  their  fees.  In  a  spirit 
which  at  least  commands  sympathy  and  attention : — 

"  MR.  MOTTESHEAD  said  he  hoped  that  there  was  no  working- 
man  in  that  assembly  who  would  degrade  himself  by  going  to 
Newcastle  to  replace  men  who  were  on  strike  for  the  nine  hours' 
movement.  He  denied  the  argument  of  a  portion  of  the  press 
which  said  that  the  effect  of  granting  the  diminution  in  the 
hours  of  labour  would  be  to  reduce  the  productive  powers  of 
the  country,  as  well  as  to  reduce  the  social  status  of  the  working- 
men  themselves.  Just  the  opposite  was  the  fact.  If  a  man  had 
a  fair  amount  of  time  apportioned  to  him  for  labour,  he  usually 
did  his  work  well,  but  over-tax  him  and  the  produce  of  his 
labour  would  be  sure  to  be  of  inferior  quality  (hear,  hear)  ;  and 
as  to  his  social  condition,  since  the  engineers'  and  carpenters' 
societies  had  succeeded  in  lessening  the  hours  of  labour,  they 
had  become  the  finest  trade  societies  in  the  country,  whilst  the 
weavers  and  other  trades  of  that  stamp,  to  which  he  (MR. 
MOTTESHEAD)  himself  belonged,  in  which  they  were  compelled 
to  work  sixteen  and  eighteen  hours  per  day,  were  the  most 
miserable  in  existence." 

This  just  and  sensible  kind  of  appeal  is  every  bit  as 
forcible  as  the  utterance  of  violent  and  abusive  language. 
That  is  to  say  it  tells  on  the  Public  in  favour  of  those 
who  use  it  with  just  the  same  force  as  the  opposite  tells 
the  other  way.  The  disgust  aud  contempt  excited  by 
"rattening,"  "picketing,"  waylaying,  besetting,  and 
bullying  "  non-unionists,"  and  "  knobsticks,"  and  by 
petty  arbitrary  regulations  for  the  creation  of  needless 
work,  are  just  equalled  by  the  respect  and  approval  con- 
ciliated by  action  within  moral  bounds,  and  by  such 
reasonable  pleading  as  that  of  which  a  specimen  is  above 
gladly  quoted. 


DANGEROUS  ADULTERATION.— Work  up  any  admixture 
you  like,  if  you  are  a  rogue,  with  other  stuffs  ;  but  what- 
ever you  do,  don't  put  shoddy  into  gun-cotton. 
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OUR    NEW    NOVEL. 


A   TUKI5LE   TEMPTATION. 

CIIAI'TKIl    IV. 

FHK  weeks  after  this,  the  bells  of  Tuppennie  Bussit 
Church  rang  out  a  merry  peal.  The  ringers  had  prac- 
tised triple  bob  majors,  two  bobs,  bobs  and  tiz/ies,  bobs 
and  benders,  and  other  varieties  of  the  ringer's  art. 
until  they  v.  '  in  the  tirst  two  bars  (if  the  I><  ml 

Min-ch  in  Nun!.     This  once  mastered,  the}-   gave  way 
with  a  will. 

Then  came  ten  outriders,  ushered  by  six  hussars,  each 

LT  a  banner  with  a  motto,  and  followed  hy  a  van 

•  I  with  pietuiv.  iif  ei  1<  United  fat  women,  the  Giant 

n!1  Norfolk,  tin-  I.inn  Tamer,  and  the  Battle  of  Trafalgar 

in  oils  and  distemper. 

Then  there  was  a  loud  cheer  from  the  steeple,  which, 
petting  quite  shaky  with  e.\eitement,  tried  to  come 
down,  anil  join  the  throng.  1'resentlv  several  Spiritual- 
istic Mediums,  specially  engaged  for  tne  occasion,  floated 
about  the  top  of  I.us'sit  House,  waving  Hags.  Mur- 
imirs.  Cheers.  Tears.  Horses  heard  in  the  distance. 
More  distance,  more  horses.  Bussit  gates  flung  open, 
and  keepers,  grooms,  peasants,  cooks,  housi  K 
butlers,  footmen,  and  pages,  all  clustering  about  on 
each  other's  shoulders,  and  hanging  in  festoons  from 
the  heights  of  the  ancient  portals. 

Then  more  outriders,  riding  outside  their  horses, 
boldly.  Then  a  troop  of  less  daring  horsemen,  who, 
fearing  the  shouts  of  the  crowd,  had  got  insi.. 
pulled  the  blinds  down.  Then  came  the  carriage  its.  It, 
drawn  by  twenty  wild  horses  in  front,  and  pushed  up 
bi  hind  by  as  many  more  of  tin  same  hrenl.  The  drag 
was  down,  but  tiny  dashed  through  tin  little  village, 
amid  roars  of  delight  from  the  millions  that  had  con- 
gregated to  witness  this  great  event. 

The'  carriage  was  open,  and  in  it  sat  SIR  CHARLES 
ami  NIIHIKA  :  she  quite  Minded  the  sun's  rays  with  her 
beauty,  so  much  so  that  some  elderly  people,  more 
knowing  than  the  rest,  got  out  smoked  glasses  to  look 
at  her,  and  others,  not  so  learned,  thought  the  whole 
affair  was  an  eclipse,  and  went  home  to  write  to  the  local 
papers. 

"  May  I?"  she  said. 

Her  husband  smiled  assent,  and,  rising  from  her  seat, 
she  leapt  on  to  the  nearest  horse's  back,  and  performed 
several  feats  of  horsemanship,  which  raised  the  enthu- 
siasm of  the  spectators  to  an  unprecedented  pitch. 

ROBERT  BUSSIT  saw,  and  the  sight  thrilled  him. 
Catching  his  eye,  she  quivered  for  an  instant,  but  in 
another  second  she  was  back,  at  a  single  bound,  clearing 
fifty-five  feet  upwards,  and  downwards,  and  into  her 
husband's  carriage,  scattering  largesse  to  the  crowd 
around. 

Then  they  swept  into  the  Mansion,  smiling,  capering, 
laughing,  screaming,  through  files  of  retainers  in  every 
sort  of  varied  costume,  radiant  with  squibs,  crackers, 
and  Catherine-wheels  in  their  button-holes,  with  which 
they  made  a  tine  display,  and  IsiDpRA  thought  no  more 
of  ROBERT  BUSSIT,  than  a  bright  Bird  of  Paradise  thinks 
of  last  year's  boots. 

But  Birds  of  Paradise  can't  be  always  thinking  of 
boots  ;  and  boots,  with  something1  living  in  them,  may 
rise  up,  thick-soled,  and  kick,  until  the  Bright  Creature 
feels  the  pain,  shudders,  droops,  and  falls  into  the  dust. 

(End  of  Chapter  the  fourth.) 


INDESTRUCTIBLE  ROSES. 

A  coiJTF.il  POBART  states  that  the  railings  of  the  Vic- 
toria Embankment  are  being  coated  with  a  pigment 
called  "  indestructible  paint,"  manufactured  by  a  Com- 
pany ready  to  supply  any  amount  of  it,  and  that  the 
same  description  of  paint  was  used  on  the  Holborn  Via- 
duct. Perhaps  this  paint  is  producible  in  all  colours; 
i.'s  "  bloom  "  among  them.  If  so,  a  single  appli- 
cation would  impart  a  permanent  crimson  to  the  nume- 
rous cheeks  which  now  exhibit  a  temporary  pateh  of 
redness  resembling  the  flush  of  indigestion ;  and  the 
present  of  a  small  pot  of  it  might  be  taken  as  a  delicate 
attention  by  many  a  young  lady. 


THE    WEIRD    SISTERS. 


HOMCEOPATHISTS  IN  HAMPSHIEE? 

THE  City  of  Winchester  is  one  which  has  the  reputation  of  being  stationary 
in  most  respects,  and  especially  in  sanitary  arrangements.  It  might,  however, 
from  the  subjoined  letter  to  the  Hampshire  Independent,  be  imagined  to  enjoy 
the  advantage  of  possessing  a  body  of  wise  men,  whose  opinion  on  a  question 
of  medical  science  is  preferred  by  their  fellow-townsmen  to  that  of  the  Colleges 
of  Physicians  and  Surgeons,  to  say  nothing  of  the  Apothecaries'  Company,  who 
sell  drugs,  and  might  be  interested  parties : — 

HOMCEOPATHY. 
To  thi  Editor. 

SIR. — The  Winchester  Board  of  Guardians  hare  for  ten  years  and  upwards  given  the 

;ocr  of  Winchester  the  benefit  of  Homoeopathic  treatment,  BO  that,  after  such  experience, 
outhampton  need  not  fear  to  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  the  old  city.    I  am  unknown  to 
DR.  AHCMEK,  but  there  is  no  doubt  that  under  Homoeopathy  the  poor  recover  from  illness 
quicker  than  under  Allopathy,  and  the  sooner  the  old  system  gives  way  to  the  new  the 
better  it  will  be  for  society.     '  j  am   g;r  £c 

Sept.  7,  1871.  A  wk-CHMTKB  GUARDIAN. 

But  are  the  great  majority  of  the  "Winchester  people  aware  of  the  medical 
wisdom  which,  according  to  the  writer  of  the  foregoingletter,  they  have  had 
"  for  ten  years  and  upwards  "  in  their  midst  ?  If  ™  A  Winchester  Guardian  " 
bears  true  witness  of  his  colleagues,  their  aspirations  must  be  considerably 
higher  than  those  of  the  Marylebone  Vestry  ever  were  in  its  palmiest  days. 
That  celebrated  parochial  assembly  did  sometimes  affect  to  discharge  the  func- 
tions of  Parliament ;  but  it  never  took  upon  itself  to  supersede  the  medical 
Faculty.  It  might  be  said  that  the  ascent  to  that  height  of  self-confidence  was 
reserved  for  the  Wittenagemote  of  Winchester  Guardians.  But  the  statement 
that  they  have  officially  recognised  and  established  Homceopathy  at  least  requires 
confirmation. 

On  the  assumption,  however,  that  Homooopathy  is  all  true,  there  is  a  point 
of  view  in  which  it  must  certainly  commend  itself  to  the  majority  of  Poor  Law 
Guardians.  If  Union  Medical  Officers,  supplying  the  poor  with  attendance  and 
medicine,  were  permitted  to  furnish  the  latter  in  infinitesimal  doses,  the  rate 
of  remuneration  which  they  generally  receive  would  be,  in  a  measure,  corre- 
sponding to  economy  in  drugs,  materially  less  inadequate  than  it  is  at  present. 


A  NICE  PLACE  rx  HOT  WT:ATHER.— Fountains  Abbey. 
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SEA-SIDE    STUDY. 

EVEN  THE  BUTCHER'S  SHOP  is  NOT  WITHOUT  ITS  POETICAL  CHARM  AT  THE  HOUR  WHEN  FAIR  CAKNIVORA  COME  AND  CATER  FOR 

THE  WANTS  OF  THEIR  HOUSEHOLDS. 


SOLDIERS  AT  SCHOOL. 

COME,  this  is  as  it  should  be ;  'tis  needful  to  unite 

The  troops  in  mimic  warfare  that  side  by  side  should  fight ; 

The  Line  and  the  Militia,  likewise  the  Volunteers. 

Who  will  now  act  in  reality  and  fact  with  the  gallant  Grenadiers. 

You  've  foreign  friends  come  over,  to  see  what  you  can  do  ; 
'Tis  plain  they  don't  think  such  small  beer  as  some  suppose  of  you, 
My  heroes,  though  their  object  is  your  weak  points  to  see, 
And  you  well  know  that  the  more  you  have  to  show  the  better 
pleased  they  '11  be. 

Those  Critics  for  improvement  some  room  may  haply  spy; 
But  perfect,  if  not  quite  iust  now,  they'll  find  you  by-and-by. 
They  11  feel  that  some  allowance  for  you  may  well  be  made, 
From  the  fact,  seen,  that  in  training  you  've  not  been  your  neigh- 
bours to  invade. 

Defence  but  not  defiance  is  still  the  British  rule, 
You  '11  soon  have  learned  your  lesson  with  a  little  more  of  school ; 
And  when  they  have  discovered  that  you  're  fit  to  hold  your  own, 
They'll  report  you  to  be  soldiers  right  and  true,  whom  'twere  b 
to  leave  alone. 


best 


A  Good  Supporter. 

"  The  Member*  of  the  Limerick  and  Clare  Farmers'  Club  met  on  Saturday 
in  compliance  with  a  circular  which  declared  the  object  of  the  meeting  to  be 
to  aid  in  sustaining  ISAAC  BUTT,  Q.C.,  in  his  candidature  on  the  Home  Eule 
question,  the  life  or  death  of  which  depends  on  victory  in  Limerick.  MB 
WILLIAM  BOLSTER,  President  of  the  Club,  presided."— Time*. 

WE  are  told  that  Home  Rule  is  "  now  regarded  not  as  the  cause 
of  a  faction,  sect,  or  party."  Be  this  as  it  may,  it  is  clear  that  Home 
Rule  at  present  requires  some  one  to  Bolster  it  up. 

A  BROTHER  or  THE  ANGLE.— A  Fellow  Mathematician. 


THE  MILITARY  MANOEUVRES. 

INSTRUCTION  and  amusement  may  both  be  derived  from  a  careful 
perusal  of  the  Orders  issued  to  the  Camp  at  Aldershott. 

Study  the  following :—"  All  Cavalry  Officers  will  provide  them- 
selves with  a  piece  of  sketching-board  and  pencil,  for  the  means  of 
writing  legibly."  This  instruction  is  precise,  but  is  there  not  an 
omission  in  it  ?  Not  a  word  about  the  piece  of  indiarubber,  without 
which  the  sketching-board  and  pencil  would  be  an  incomplete  outfit. 
And  this  suggests  the  query,  whether,  in  default  of  indiarubber, 
the  crumb  of  a  bread-loaf  would  be  admissible  as  a  substitute  under 
the_  Articles  of  War.  Again,  what  sort  of  a  pencil  is  the  Cavalry 
Officer  to  carry  with  him  ?  May  it  be  an  ordinary  blacklead  one,  or 
must  it  be  the  more  costly  drawing  pencil?  Although  not  so 
stated,  it  is  we  believe  understood  that  staff-officers  are  expected  to 
provide  themselves  with  a  "  Mordan ;"  but  to  lessen  the  expense  the 
material  may  be  aluminium.  (Is  legible  writing  not  required  from 
the  Infantry  ?) 

The  next  extract  seems  to  disclose  a  case  of  real  hardship : — 
"  During  the  Autumn  Manoeuvres  one  hospital  orderly  per  regiment 
will  carry  a  medical  companion."  Now,  although  the  nights  and 
mornings  are  becoming  chilly,  the  weather  is  not  yet  cold  enough 
to  make  such  a  load  as  an  Army  Surgeon,  or  even  an  Assistant 
Army  Surgeon,  a  desirable  burden  for  one  man  to  carry — indeed, 
we  cannot  think  that  such  a  ludicrous  spectacle  ought,  under 
any  circumstances,  to  be  brought  to  tfce  notice  of  our  foreign 
military  critics.  We  hope  it  is  not  too  late  to  back  out  of  this  order. 

Our  last  quotation  recalls  the  wonderful  History  of  Peter  Wilkins. 
"  If  necessary,  fiying  sentries  should  be  furnished  to  protect  pro- 
perty." We  cannot  but  hope  that  this  wonderful  furniture  has  been 
'ound  necessary.  Of  itself  it  would  make  a  visit  to  the  Camp  ever 
memorable.  The  Aeronautical  Society  will,  of  course,  go  down  in  a 
body  to  witness  this  realisation  of  their  dreams.  Newspaper  corre- 
spondents will  lay  us  under  a  great  obligation  by  saying  now  high 
the  sentries  (Light  Infantry  ?)  fly,  and  how  long  they  are  on  the 
wing,  and  whether  they  appear  much  exhausted  when  they  rejoin 
their  comrades. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— SEPTEMBER  23,  1871. 


ALL'S  (PBEiTY)  WELL!" 


SEPTEMBER  23,  1871-1 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVAKI. 


127 


MY    HEALTH. 

ACHT  sailing  swiftly.  I  will  not  waste 
words.  I  stand  by  Miss  STRAITH- 
MIIKK  and  look  out  over  the  sea,  in 
the  same  direction.  ["In  the  same 
direction"  put  nautically  would  be, 
I  take  it,  'rport  side  of  the  offing."] 
So  does  PUGGARKK.  Presently  Puo- 
GAKKK  observes  something,  between 
us  and  the  offing,  and  asks  WE- 
IIIIKHY,  "Isn't  that  the  Iris?" 
This  causes  LADY  WKTHKKIIV  and  her 
friend  to  turn  ;  the  Captain  at  the 
wheel  to  shade  his  eyes  with  his 
right  hand,  and  regard  the  sub- 
ject earnestly,  as  if  our  existence  de- 
pended upon  her,  and  she  was  bringing 
us  water,  biscuits,  and  .news  of  home ; 
home  being  Torquay  indistinguish- 
able now  in  detail.  WKTIIEHBY  comes 
up  a  step  higher  on  the  companion, 
:  in  order  to  reconnoitre  with  opera- 
glasses. 

•       The  Captain  decides  that   it  isn't 
:   the  Iris,  but  doesn't  know  what  it  is. 
Incident  in  voyage.  Presently  we  meet 
her ;  she  is  a  small  sailing-boat  making 
for  shore,  and  going  at  a  good  pace. 
The  Captain  says  it 's  the  Osprey. 
WETHEKBY  suddenly  remembers  something  that  he  wants  to  say 
to  the  owner  of  the  Osprey,  so  he  shouts  out,  "  How  did  you  manage 
about  that  burgee,  eh?"    All  of  us  interested  deeply,  wondering 
what  the  Osprey  will  say  to  that.    It  seems  as  if  the  Otprey  had 
got  a  home-thrust  on  this  question. 

Voice  from  Otprey  (coming  from  a  man  waving  his  hat). — 
Aw— awly— aw— (or  any  sounds  equally  intelligible). 

Wi  niKRKY  and  PUGGAREE,  (who  thinks  he  must  help  him,  and 
really  only  confuses  the  voices,)  shout  out  between  their  hands, 
"  How  about  that  BUT-GEE  ?  "  The  voice  from  the  Osprey  (very 
much  fainter,  in  fact  the  Osprey  herself  is  fast  disappearing)  replies 

— "  Aw — ly — avr—aa—av 

We  have  been  all  much  excited  by  this  interchange  of  ideas,  and 
now  calm  down  again.  WETHERBY  laughs,  and  says  to  the  Captain 
that  he  supposes  that  he  (the  owner  of  the  Osprey)  didn't  like  it. 

Whereupon  the  Captain,  keeping  a  look-out  well  over  WETHERBY'S 
head,  but  smiling  as  if  he  didn  t  mind  slightly  attending  to  a  passing 
joke  replies,  that  he,  too,  "thinks  he"  (the  Osprey  man)  "didn't 
much  like  it,  after  what  was  said  o'  Monday." 

At  this  WETHEKBY  laughs  heartily,  and  we  all  smile  good- 
humouredly  and  sympathetically,  though  I  am  convinced  that  none 
of  us  know  what  the  story  of  the  Burgee  is. 

PUGGAREE  is  looking  knowing.  Miss  STBAITHKEKE  inquires 
what  MB.  WETHERBY  was  talking  about  ? 

"  0,"  says  PUGGAREE,  as  if  he  was  fencing  her  question,  "  it  was 
only  something  about  the  other  day,"  and  looks  more  knowing 
than  ever,  insomuch  that  I  find  myself  looking  also  knowingly  at 
him,  and  smiling,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  This  is  a  subject  for  us  men, 
ha !  ha !  I  understand."  We  don't  wink  at  one  another,  but  we 
mean  winking.  I  am  under  the  impression,  until  PUGGAREE  removes 
it,  that  there  is  some  queer  story  about  a  Bargee,  called  at  sea  a 
Burgee.  Subsequent  explanation  shows  me  that  "  Burgee"  is 
a  flag. 

"  I  don't  think  you  remember  me,"  says  PUGGAREE,  evidently 
inclined  to  be  quite  friendly.  "  My  name 's  DAWSON." 

"  DAWSON  ?  I  think  to  myself,  and  look  at  him  in  bits,  as  if 
he  was  a  puzzle,  put  together  wrongly,  perhaps,  to  see  if  there  s  any 
portion  of  him  that  calls  to  mind  DAWSON.  No.  I  don't  recognise 
him  in  parts,  or  as  a  whole.  Oddly  enough  it  flashes  across  me,  in 
the  thousandth  part  of  a  second,  that  my  father's  washerwoman's 
second  husband  was  named  DAWSON  (so  my  nurse,  or  the  Cook,  had 
told  me),  and  he  'd  gone  away  to  sea,  and  returned  very  much 
tanned,  with  a  velvet  waistcoat  and  glass  buttons.  [I  note  this 
flash,  «s  a  flash,  showing  how  a  name  brings  back  old  memories 
of  things  long  forgotten.  Of  course  CAPTAIN  DAWSON  has  nothing 
to  do  with  this  revived  fact.] 

No ;  I  don't  remember  anywhere  a  DAWSON.  Except  a  small 
brown  boy,  with  black  eyes  (natural  not  artificial)  and  a  bad  hat. 
Beginning  from  boots  upwards,  nothing  about  him  recalls  a  DAWSON. 
If  he  'd  relied  upon  me  as  a  witness  to  his  identity,  I  should  have 
entirely  upset  his  case,  or  should  have  fixed  him  as  something 
to  do  with  the  washerwoman.  Take  him  for  all  in  all,  I  've  never 

looked 

Quotation  adapted.  Flash  mental.— lake  him  for  all  in  all,  I  've 
never  looked  upon  his  like  before. 


He  tells  me  my  own  name  in  a  rather  injured  tone,  as  much  as 
to  convey,  "  Hang  it !  I  remember  your  name.  I  think  you  might 
remember  something  of  me."  Flush.  The  Dawsonian  Theory. 

I  soften  down  my  utter  ignorance  of  anything  Dawsonian  by 
admitting  that  "  I  have  some  sort  of  recollection  ..." 

"  Why,"  says  he,  reproachfully,  "  I  was  at  PIXLEY'S  with  you." 
PIXI.EY,  a  private  tutor's.  0,  of  course.  We  shake  hands  heartily, 
as  if  we  'd  made  it  up.  Our  shake  of  the  hands  seems  to  mean, 
"  My  dear  fellow  (mmtotty).  I  won't  interfere  between  you  and 
Miss  ....  Don't  mind  me  (mentally),  old  boy — No  jealousy — Old 
schoolfellows — All  right — Larks."  (Mental  tcinks.) 
I  really  like  him :  on  the  spot  I  could  embrace  him.  I  don't  know 
hy.  I  suppose  it  is  that  when  I  left  him  at  PIXLEY'S  I  said  good- 
bye to  him  as  a  lad  for  ever,  and  he  passed  out  of  my  mind ;  so 
there 's  a  sort  of  plea.-ant  surprise  in  finding  that,  after  a  lapse  of 
years,  he's  managed  to  come  safely  out  of  PIM.KY'S,  and  appear  on 
board  the  fii/l/thiii,:  In  answer  to  my  inquiry,  he  says  he  was  not 
tin-  hrown  boy  with  a  bad  hat.  Wonder  if  I  shall  ever  meet 
him  .' 

He  is  a  bright,  tall,  good-looking  fellow. 

"  1  must  introduce  you  to  my  wife,"  says  he,  motioning  towards 
the  lady  with  LADY  WKTIIKKIIY. 

Married !  With  the  greatest  pleasure  will  I  be  introduced  to 
51 1:*.  DAWSON. 

"  It 's  years  since  we  met,"  says  he ;  "  and  I  should  hardly  have 
known  him  now,"  he  adds,  turning  to  Miss  STKAITH  MERE,  "  he  's 
got  so  round  and  portly." 

I  caiilil  have  liked  this  man  immensely,  and  now I  hate  a 

fellow  that  hasn't  got  more  tact. 

I  reply  that  I  don't  think  that  I  am  portly"— &  word  hitherto 
only  associated  in  my  mind  with  Deans,  Bishops,  Farmers;  and 
Gaiters — "  and  that,"  I  add,  seeing  him  disposed  to  smile  ironi- 
cally, "  when  I  tried  on  my — 

(I  substitute  "  waistcoats  "  for  what  I  was  going  to  say.) 

"  Waistcoats  of  last  summer,  I  found  that  they  would  fit  me 

perfectly."  He  is  still  ironical ;  but  I  am  on  my  defence,  as  it  were, 
before  Miss  STRAITII M i: i; i:.  and  I  continue  :  "I  admit,"  I  say,  " that 
I  am  very  much  increased  in  size  round  the  chest."  (Here  I  hold 
myself  en  militaire,  to  show  him  how  easily  he  has  been  deceived  by 
appearances.) 

Do  I  deceive  myself  t  Wliere  are  those  ....  waistcoats  ?  and 
those  .  .  .  waistbands  ?  Did  I  find  one  pair  I  could  wear  ?  I  'm  sure 
I  have  got  them  somewhere,  and  I  'm  almost  sure  that  I  tried  them  on 
with  the  result  just  mentioned.  Or  was  it  BUDD  who  told  me,  at 
Ramsgate,  that,  after  a  series  of  the  Cramville's  Turkish  Baths  and 
SAMUEL'S  rubbings,  I  should  be  so  considerably  taken  in  at  the 
waist  as  to  be  of  no  value  to  my  tailor  for  the  next  two  years,  if 
sufficiently  stocked  with  old  clothes?  The  subject  is  suddenly 
changed  by 

A  Noise  on  Board. — They  are  getting  out  a  long  pole,  irons  and 
nets. 

Discussion  as  to  suitable  place.  This  spot  settled  by  the  dis- 
cussionists — that  is,  WETHEHBT  and  Captain — to  be  suitable.  Great 
interest.  I  begin  to  be  more  hungry.  Mentioning  this,  casually,  to 
DAWSON,  I  hear  that  we  don't  lunch  until  half-past  one.  It  is  now 
twelve.  1  ask  WETHERBY,  "  Could  I  have  a  biscuit  ?  "  "  Certainly. 
ROBERT  !  Biscuits  aft !  "  Biscuits  come  aft,  in  a  can,  and  LADY 
WETHEB.BY  thinks  it  a  good  idea.  She  is  very  pleasant,  stately, 
rather  more  than  usual,  and  does  not  move  from  her  chair  unneces- 
sarily.; from  which  I  conclude  that  her  stately  bearing  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  her  not  being  a  very  good  sailor.  Everyone  eats 
biscuits. 

With  a  good  deal  of  struggling  and  belaying,  the  weights  and  the 
pole  and  the  nets  are  sent,  over  the  side,  into  the  sea.  Miss  STRATTH- 
MEBE  says  to  me,  "  Aren't  you  very  fond  of  fishing?"  I  should 
like  to  answer,  "  Yes,  very — anything  with  you."  I  do  answer, 
"  Yes,"  and  our  eyes  meet,  mine  from  below,  hers  from  above,  and 
both  shaded  from  the  others  by  the  parasol. 

"  Will  you,"  she  says,  "  Will  you  ask  for  a  line  for  me  ?  " 

I  will.    Whom  shall  I  ask? 

Before  I  can  comply  with  her  request,  she  has  impulsively  lowered 
her  parasol,  and  is  enthusiastically  addressing  LADY  WETHEBBY. 

"  0  LADY  WETHERBY,  do  let  me  have  a  line  here !  I  do  so  want 
to  fish ! " 

LADY  WETBTERBY,  smiling,  sees  no  objection,  if  it  won't  interfere 
with  the  trawling  on  the  other  side.  What  we  're  doing  now, 
then,  is  "  trawling."  It  seems  to  have  checked  our  pace,  and 
there 's  a  slight  breeze  blowing  at  us.  I  fancy,  too,  that  the  motion 
has  increased.  Perhaps  I  am  a  little  hungry,  and  the  void  .  .  . 

There 's  one  thing  my  medical  man,  and  every  medical  man  I  ever 
consulted,  has  always  told  me — "  Nerer  qo  too  long  without  eating." 
If  it  was  my  yacht,  I  'd  order  up  my  dinner  now,  at  once,  imme- 
diately. It  is  only  lii'lo.  It  seems  an  hour  instead  of  only  fifteen 
minutes  since  DAWSON  said  it  was  mid-day.  I  feel,  too,  a  sleepiness. 
Nobody  is  watching  the  trawling  nets,  which,  being  once  overooard, 
apparently  take  care  of  themselves. 
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MILO. 

"  0  !    HIE  !    FEED  !   COME  AND  I  'LL  THEOW  ROVER  IN,  AND  GIVE  HIM  A  SWIM  !  " 


COALSCUTTLE  ECONOMY. 

HOUSEKEEPERS,  economise  your  coals  for  the  benefit  of  posterity. 
Perhaps  you  noticed  the  following  statement  in  the  Times : — 

"  EXPORT  OF  COAL. — The  export  of  coal  from  the  United  Kingdom  in  1871 
has  averaged  more  than  a  million  tons  a  month.  The  return  for  August  shows 
that  in  that  month  the  export  reached  1,267,950  tons." 

Of  course  it  would  be  atrocity  not  to  be  named  without  horror,  to 
impose  any  limit,  in  any  respect,  on  the  commercial  expansion  and 
development  of  this  great  and  progressively  wealth-acquiring  nation. 
It  would  be  sacrilege,  if  not  madness,  to  tint  the  bare  possibility  of 
legislative  interference  with  the  exportation  of  coal.  Considering 
the  moderate  rate  which  that  is  going  on  at,  every  thoughtful  per- 
son must  see  how  much  it  is  in  his  power  to  do  towards  retarding 
the  exhaustion  of  our  coal-fields  by  having  improved  grates,  and 
scraping  up  all  his  cinders  and  throwing  them  back  on  the  fire. 


A  CELEBRITY  AND  HIS  KIND. 

THE  London  Correspondent  of  a  provincial  paper,  in  a  somewhat 
American  style  of  paragraph  relative  to  writers  in  whose  personal 
affairs  the  Vulgar  feel  themselves  interested,  says : — 

"  MB.  TENNYSON,  though  he  has  '  built  himself  a  lordly  pleasure-house ' 
on  Blackdown,  still  holds  his  beautiful  place  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  and  loses 
no  opportunity  of  buying  up  at  fancy  prices  the  adjacent  land,  in  order  that 
he  may  the  more  completely  shut  himself  out  from  his  kind." 

ME.  TENNYSON  shuts  himself  out  from  a  kind  of  people  who  want 
to  intrude  upon  his  privacy,  would  "  interview"  him  if  they  could, 
like  Yankee  reporters,  and  would  climb  over  or  peep  through  palings 
to  catch  a  sight  of  him,  just  as  they  would  to  regale  their  eyes  on  an 
Emperor,  or  an  atrocious  criminaL  It  is  hardly  correct  to  call  them 
MR.  TENNYSON'S  kind.  Are  Swans  Geese  ? 


Conundrum  for  the  Court. 

SAID  JONES  to  BBOWN,  of  the  Stock  Exchange,  "What  members 
of  the  Eoyal  Family  is  named  in  the  Half-a-bit  ?  "  BKOWK  gave  it 
up.  JONES  told  him—"  The  PKINCE  and  PBINCESS  OF  HESS(E)." 


HONOURS  DESERVED. 

"BARON  ROTHSCHILD  has  this  year  won  the  Derby,  Oaks,  St.  Leger,  and 
One  Thousand  Guineas,  an  achievement  never  before  accomplished  by  one 
individual." 

PEAISE  ROTHSCHILD'S  "honest  racing,"  and  the  voice 

Of  the  base  betting  gang  is  raised  in  fury : 
But  Jewry's  triumphs  bid  all  men  rejoice, 

Save  those  who  ought  to  stand  before  a  Jury. 


POLITICAL  IDOLS. 

THE  "  Edinburgh  Anti-Papal  League,"  of  course  under  the  im- 
pression that  they,  in  their  corporate  capacity,  were  minding  their 
own  business,  addressed,  lately,  a  letter  to  ME.  GLADSTONE,  inviting 
him  to  deny  a  report  circulated  in  the  Scotch  metropolis,  that  he 
had  been  seen  by  "  two  gentlemen,  British  subjects,"  attending 
Mass  in  a  Church  at  Corfu.  In  the  view  of  Protestants,  such  as 
those  who  constitute  the  above-named  Association,  attendance  at 
Mass  is  participation  in  idolatry.  Comparatively  few  people  will 
care  to  know  whether  the  PBEMIER  did  or  did  not  ever  participate 
in  the  worship  of  the  Mass.  But  a  great  many  view,  with  anxious 
apprehension,  the  increasing  proclivity  evinced  by  him  to  the 
worship  of  the  Masses. 


Hogg  for  Truro. 

JENKINS  would  Truro  represent. 

Poor  Ginx's  Baby  !    How  's  your  mother  ? 
The  Radical  whole  Hog  he  went : 

The  Truro  voters  chose  another. 


SHAKSFEAHIAN  INSCEIFTION  FOE  THE  HAENESS-EOOM. 

(Suggested  by  a  Lady  with  a  Nose.) 

"  CAPAEISONS  are  odorous." 
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ALPES  SUBACT^E. 

The  Mont  Cents  Tunnel,  begun  September, 
<>l>i'iied  September,  1*71. 

DIVIDING  seas  and  mountains, 

Landmarks  of  peopled,  space, 
Water-sheds  of  the  fountains 

That  feed  the  streams  of  race, 
Say,  is  your  severing  function 

Drawing  at  length  to  end, 
When  empires  shall  crave  junction 

And  race's  rivers  blend  ? 

Ocean  is  our  dominion ; 

Our  steam  rules  wave  and  wind, 
And  on  the  lightning's  pinion 

( )ur  messages  we  bind. 
Those  seas  that  nations  sever, 

Like  barriers  'twixt  them  cast, 
We  turn,  encroaching  ever. 

To  roads  that  link  them  fast. 

Alps,  Andes,  Himalaya, 

.nit  seemed  to  stand, 
Kadi  range  a  giant  stayer 

Of  steps  'twixt  land  and  land. 
1  r<  mi  snows,  their  stern  brows  wreathing, 

Came  the  dread  av'lanehe  showers, 
And  the  tine  air  of  their  breathing 

\\'as  all  too  keen  for  ours. 

In  the  pathway  of  the  nations, 

Kach  on  threshold  of  his  (rate, 
They  seemed  to  hold  their  stations — 

These  w;ir.l'  r-  irrim  and  great  : 
Their  broad  din-shields  uplifted 

Like  an  embattled  wall, 
Their  spears  of  ice,  sharp-rifted, 

Their  swords  of  water-fall ! 

But  against  men's  assailing, — 

Pigmies  of  giant  brain, — 
Those  shields  were  unavailing, 

Those  spears  and  swords  were  vain  : 
Vain  those  eternal  fountains 

That  feed  the  avalanche-flow, 
Still  conquerors  crossed  the  mountains, 

To  win  the  plains  below. 

Each  range  can  count  its  victors — 

HANNIBAL  and  his  hordes, 
Spare  JULIUS  and  his  lictors, 

ALIIOIN'S  Long-beard  lords : 
KING  PEI-IS'S  Krankish  henchmen, 

CHARLES  THE  GBEAT'S  motley  crew, 
NAPOLEON  and  his  Frenchmen — 

All  climbed,  and  crossed,  and  slew. 

Last, — conqueror  iron-barded, — 

The  all-o  erlevelling  rail 
Knocked  at  the  gate  Alp-guarded, 

His  knock  that  must  prevail ; 
And  break-neck  pathway  seeking, 

Along  the  mountain's  verge, 
The  avalanche  roar  out-shrieking, 

His  course  essayed  to  urge. 

Then  rose  the  bitter  brattle 

Of  Alp  and  Engineer, 
And  now  Alp  won  the  battle, 

Now  found  man  more  than  peer. 
But  no  more  Alps  shall  quicken 

To  contest  from  to-day, 
That  from  Hank  to  flank,  death-stricken, 

Sees  them  concede  a  way. 

Captains  and  armies  o'er  them 

Have  struggled  'gainst  their  will : 
The  rail's  hard  irons  tore  them, 

But  'twas  by  fighting  still.  . 

But  now  the  giant  sentry 

Can  but  dead  bulk  upheave, 
And  the  trains  have  free  entry 

Nor  licence  ask,  nor  leave. 

Is't  but  one  conqueror  added 
To  the  conquerors  gone  before, 

Whom  plunder's  hope  has  beckoned, 
Across  these  passes  frore  ? 


A    COOL    CUSTOMER. 

Tradesman  (Creditor).  "GLAD  TO  SEE  YOU,  SIB!" 

Swell  (Debtor).  "  AUOH,  MB.  SKIMPIDOB,  YOU'V*  REMINDED  ME  MOBE  THAN 
ONCE  OF  AN  ACCOUNT  YOU  HAVE  AOAINST  ME.  BUSINESS  is  BUSINESS  !  WOULD 
YOU  PBEFER  A  CHEQUE,  WHICH  WILL  NOT  BE  HONOUBED — A  BlLL  AT  TlIKKK 
MONTHS,  WHICH  WILL  NOT  BE  TAKEN  UP— OK  A  NOTICE  FBOM  THE  BANKRUPTCY 

COUBT  THAT  I'M  GoiNO  Up  ON  THE  16TH  ?  !  !  " 


Or  does  this  steam- winged  ogress 
That  with  red  eyes  tears  her  track, 

Bring  Labour,  Peace,  and  Progress, 
Chained  captive  at  her  back '{ 

Comes  she  to  conquer  truly, 

With  the  love  that  caste  out  fear, 
And  with  goodwill  leaven  throughly 

A  world  that  hate  makes  drear '' 
And  will  the  iron  tether 

She  ties  be  that  which  binds 
In  amity  together. 

Men's  races,  toils,  and  minds  ? 

So  be  it ;  and  so  'twill  be : 

That  hope  will  not  deceive. 
If  God  earth's  ruler  still  be— 

Whate'er  he  dark  may  leave. 
Though  his  ways  are  not  as  ours  are, 

Nor  tracked  by  them  that  will, 
Omnipotent  his  powers  are. 

And  good  his  purpose  stilL 

So  when  wars  and  wars'  rumours 

Seem  peace's  hymn  to  drown, 
And  death's  relentless  doomers 

Bring  their  hands  heaviest  down, 
Through  the  depths  of  strife  and  sorrow, 

When,  as  through  Alps,  we  glide, 
Comfort  from  faith  let 's  borrow, 

That  God's  sun  shines  outside. 


PAYING  A  MAN  nr  HIS  OWN  COIN.— Oftering  a  Postman  Stamps. 
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"PERILS    OF    THE    DEEP." 

Unprotected  Female  (awaking  old  Gent.,  u-Jio  is  not  very  well).  "  0,  MISTER,  WOULD  YOU  FIND  THE  CAPTAIN?  I'M  SURE  WE'RE 
IN  DANGER!  I'VE  BEEN  WATCHING  THE  MAN  AT  THE  WHEEL  ;  HE  KEEPS  TURNING  IT  HOUND  FIRST  ONE  WAV  AND  THEN  THE  OTHER, 
AND  EVIDENTLY  DOESN'T  KNOW  HIS  OWN  MlND  !  !  " 


A  RISING  GALE. 

FEOM  Truro  Election,  succeeding  East  Surrey, 
A  good  many  people,  perhaps  in  a  hurry, 
Infer  an  incipient  Tory  reaction  ? — 

Nay,  only  some  slight  growing  dissatisfaction ; 
A  little  alarm  at  progressive  taxation, 
Of  which  the  screw's  partial — that  is,  confiscation  ; 
A  little  offence  at  attempted  invasion 
Of  freedom,  to  supersede  moral  persuasion — 
The  freedom  of  habits  and  freedom  of  trade, 
Which  Britons  get  angry  if  Rulers  invade  ; 
A  little  suspicion  that  certain  disasters 
Some  Ministers  prove  of  their  office  no  masters ; 
A  little  dislike  of  retrenchment  unsparing, 
"Which    caused  much   distress  with  small   gain   from 

cheese-paring ; 

A  little  annoyance  of  sound  Liberal  feeling 
By  high-handed,  scarce  constitutional,  dealing ; 
By  rather  too  much  stump-oration,  and  gabble, 
And  gush,  on  "  the  People  "  addressed  to  the  Rabble  ; 
To  Roughs'  demonstrations  by  humble  concession, 
While  stern  prohibition  stopped  Children's  progression ; 
By  conduct  which  e'en  a  political  Dodger 
Might  deem  rather  too  like  subservience  to  ODGER. 

At  these  and  the  like  trifles,  hardly  worth  naming, 
Are  even  some  squeamish  supporters  exclaiming. 
But  checked  will  no  doubt  be,  by  timely  attention, 
Defection  that's  too  absurd,  almost,  too  mention. 


Motto  for  a  Certain  Captious  Musical  Critic. 

'  WHEN  the  Bulbul  ceases  to  sing,  the  Ass  begins  to  bray." 

HAFIZ  (fact). 


HIGGINS  ON  COWPER,  HANDEL,  AND  DANTE. 

HIGGINS  informs  us  (as  if  we  wanted  to  know)  that  he  is  not 
entirely  satisfied  with  those  fine  lines  by  WILLIAM  COWPER,  Poet, 
concerning  GEORGE  FREDERICK  HANDEL,  Composer. 

"  Remember  HANDEL  !    Who  that  was  not  horn 
Deaf  as  the  dead  to  harmony,  forgets 
Or  can,  the  more  than  HOMER  of  his  age  ?" 

HIGGINS  does  not  see  why  G.  F.  H.  should  be  called  "  more  than 
HOMER."  This  we  decline  to  explain  to  him.  But  when  he  goes  on 
to  say  that  if  HANDEL  had  been  called  "more  than  DANTE,"  it 
would  have  been  better,  as  he  was  great  at  an  ^wdante,  we  con- 
gratulate HIGGINS  on  being  out  of  range  of  the  bottles  which  we 
should  otherwise  have  thrown  at  HIGGINS. 


Our  Military  Instructors. 

DESCRIBING  some  manoeuvres  near  the  camp  which  should  have 
been  in  Berkshire,  one  of  our  intensely  military  correspondents  tells 
us  this : — 

'•'  As  the  enemy  was  merely  skeleton,  we  determined  to  examine  the  rear  of 
the  line,  more  especially  on  the  point  of  reserves." 

A  skeleton  enemy !  What  a  horrid  foe  to  fight  withal !  Ordinary 
flesh  and  blood  would  surely  shrink  from  meeting  an  "  enemy  merely 
skeleton." 

Consistency. 

A  RITUALISTIC,  but  Racing  friend  of  ours,  invariably  writes  about 
the  great  Yoickshire  race  as  the  S.  Leger,  and  his  brother,  who 
holds  the  same  theological  views,  but  is  addicted  to  play-going,  asks 
for  boxes  at  the  S.  James's  Theatre.  They,  and  other  similar  prac- 
titioners, deserve  collars  of  S.  S. — with  a  prefix. 


"  HOME  RULE."— Petticoat  Government. 


Prlii  t»d  07  Joteph  Smith,  of  No.  M,  Holford  Square,  In  the  P»mh  of  ft.  Ji>rr  M,  Olerkenwell,  In  the  OountT  of  MiiMleiel,  at  the  Printing  Offices  of  Ueuti.  Bradbury,  ETUI.  *  Co.,  Lorn  t>«r« 
MM,  la  the  Precinct  of  Whitefnin,  igttu  city  of  Lend  m,  and  P  jb!i.  hsd  07  him  at  No.  85,  Fleet  Street,  In  the  Parlth  of  St.  Bride,  Cit7  of  London.— Snoaiii,  September  «,  1871. 


SEPTEMBER  30,  1871.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


131 


SAVE    US    FROM    OUR    FRIENDS! 

(ESPECIALLY  PRACTICAL  JOKERS.) 

DIRECTLY  SLOWBCRY  WAS  "  ENGAGED,"  HE  RECEIVED  EVERY  POST  APRONS- 
FULL  OF  ADVERTISEMENTS  AND  TRADESMEN'S  CIRCULARS,  AND  LETTERS  (AFPA- 
KKNTLY)  FROM  ENTERPRISING  UPHOLSTERERS,  AS  IF  THE  FACT  WAS  KNOWN  ALL 
OVER  TOWN  !  THE  ANNOYANCE,  TO  ONE  OF  HIS  SENSITIVE  AND  RETIRING 
NATURE,  MAY  BE  IMAGINED  ! 


SOLILOQUY    IN    A    SHAM    SKIRMISH. 
(By  PRIVATE  FUNKEY.) 

0  DEAR  'ow  precious  glad  I  ara 
This  'ere  Campaign  is  only  sham ! 
If  I  was  under  serious  tire, 

1  should  be  longin'  to  retire. 
For  hevery  cartridge  I  now  burn, 
I  only  gets  the  same  return  ; 

In  reg'ler  war  now  they  'd  be  shotted, 
And  has  I  'd  pot,  I  might  be  potted. 

The  thought  would  rush  into  my  head, 
'Ow  soon  may  come  a  lump  of  lead  '( 
I  'm  likely  somewhere  to  be  hit — 
Where  am  I  to  look  out  for  it  ? 
In  one,  perhaps,  or  t'other  shoulder. 
That  fancy  'd  not  make  me  no  bolder ; 
Though  now  I  feels  uncommon  tierce. 
What  if  my  chest  a  shot  should  pierce  ? 
My  harm  supposin'  it  should  crash, 
What  feelins  would  attend  the  smash  ? 

One  second  more,  and,  Gracious,  0 ! 
My  leg,  or  both  my  legs,  may  go ; 
Or  right,  or  left,  from  lurking  foes, 
A  side  shot  might  remove  my  nose, 
A  cannon -bolt  into  a  heap 
May  pound  me — live  how  long  to  keep  ? 
A  shell  may  into  pieces  rend  me. 
At  once  I  wonder  if  'twould  end  me. 

It  ain't  no  good  to  run  away  ; 
'Tis  safest  where  I  ham  to  stay : 
And  turn  about  was  I  to  dare, 
I  honly  might  get  struck  elsewhere. 

Meanwhile,  breechloaders,  in  the  field, 
Instead  of  muzzle,  comfort  yield. 
No  more  no  ramrod,  from  a  gun 
Fired  by  mistake,  can't  riddle  one. 

rish  hevery  thought  of  danger, 
Whilst  I  learns  'ow  to  face  the  stranger. 


Ambiguous. 

THE  Standard,  commenting  on  the  composition  of  MR. 
DISRAELI'S  Ministry  in  a  manner  not  meant  to  be  too  kind 
to  Ma.  GLADSTONE'S  Cabinet,  speaks  of  ME.  WARD  HUNT 
as  "a  safe  and  sober  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer." 
Surely  the  Standard  cannot  mean  to  insinuate  that  it  is 
the  exception  for  a  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  to  be 
sober,  or  to  cast  reflections  upon  other  occupants  of  that 
important  post ! 


SCHOOL-BOARD  MUCH  WANTED. 

As  it  is  clear  that  no  accident  is  recorded  in  the  following  amazing 
paragraph  from  the  Surrey  and  Hants  News.  Mr.  Punch  sees  no 
objection  to  asking  his  friend  the  public  to  nelp  him  in  humbly 
trying  to  guess  what  did  happen : — 

"  On  Monday  evening,  about  six,  an  accident  nearly  befcl  the  REV.  A.  B. 
and  Miss  »»••«,  while  going  round  the  comer  at  the  top  of  Downing 
Street  in  a  hone  and  chaise,  driven  by  the  former,  in  consequence  of  a  fish- 
barrow  and  its  contents  having  been  by  some  means  knocked  over  into  the 
gutter,  which  caused  the  horse  to  take  fright  and  be  restive,  and  but  for  the 
reverend  gentleman's  skilful  driving,  the  animal  and  chaite  must  have  come 
in  contact  with  the  barrow,  and  both  been  precipitated  out." 

We  can  give  small  aid  towards  the  solution  of  the  mystery.  A 
horse,  sitting  in  a  chaise,  was  driving  it,  and  was  made  restive  by  a 
gutter.  That  is  plain  enough.  But  how  both  the  animal  and  chaise 
could  have  been  precipitated  out,"  had  they  come  in  contact  with 
"•barrow,  we  do  not  see.  And  how  other  parties  managed  to  take 
the  advice  frequently  tendered  by  rude  boys  to  clumsy  riders,  and  to 

get  inside."  is  another  puzzle.  We  can  only  say  that  we  are 
extremely  glad  that  a  clergyman  and  a  lady  came  to  no  harm,  and 
we  compliment  our  contemporary  on  his  "nice  derangement  of 
epitaphs." 

Insect  Sagacity. 

A  SWARM  of  Bees  recently  settled  in  a  Letter-Box  at  Acton.  We 
nope  that  they  were  the  bees  that  were  in  the  bonnets  of  the  postal 
authorities  when  they  permitted  advertisers  to  print  puffs  on  the 
halfpenny  cards.  In  that  case  we  will  trust  that  the  swarm  has 
been  smothered,  and  the  permission  revoked. 

TOL.   LXI. 


THE  ABYSS  OF  ROUGE-ET-NOIR. 

AN  American,  according  to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  is  said  to  have 
offered  three  millions  of  francs  per  annum  for  a  lease  of  the  Palais 
d'lndustrie,  with  the  view  of  converting  it  into  a  great  gambling- 
house.  If  this  fellow  is  permitted  to  carry  out  his  design,  the 
Palais  d'lndustrie  will  become  a  principal  resort  of  the  chevaliers  of 
that  ilk,  and  thus  merit  its  name  in  a  new  sense.  Paris  has  hereto- 
fore been  wont  to  be  described  as  the  place  where  all  good  Americans 
go  when  they  die  ;  but.  with  its  Palais  d'lndustrie  turned  into 
another  place,  it  will  rather  be  regarded  as  supplying  a  receptacle 
for  the  opposite  class  of  departed  Yankees.  There  is  a  street  in 
Paris  of  a  name  not  to  be  mentioned  in  English  to  ears  polite.  If  the 
Palais  d'lndustrie  should  be  permitted  to  constitute  Paris  a  big 
Baden-Baden,  people  will  say  that  its  site  should  have  been  selected 
in  the  street  with  that  unspeakable  name. 


Cause  and  Effect. 

"  AHD-FL-KADER  has  written  that  in  his  opinion  the  Communal  insurrec- 
tion is  owing  to  the  practice,  so  general  during  the  siege,  of  eating  horse- 
flesh."— Echo. 

WAS  there  not  another  well-known  animal  of  the  horse  family 
which  was  also  eaten  during  the  siege  of  Paris  ?  Perhaps  the  con- 
sumption of  its  flesh  may  have  had  something  to  do  witn  the  result 
ABD-EL-KATEH  speaks  of. 


NZEVOUS. 


MRS.  MALAPROP  was  induced  to  go  to  a  Music  Hall  the  other 
evening.  She  never  means  to  set  foot  in  one  again.  The  extortions 
some  ol  the  performers  threw  themselves  into  quite  upset  her. 
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EMPTY    FOR    FULL    PRIVATE. 

KJLY  it  is  incredible 
that  the  Special 
Correspondent  of  the 
Post  at  Aldershot 
could  have  imagined 
the  circumstances 
which  he  has  thus 
stated : — 

"  The  arrangements 
of  the  commissariat  are 
not  only  faulty,  but  the 
rations  allowed  to  the 
men  are  inadequate, 
and,  as  a  General  Officer 
remarked  to  me  to-day, 
positively '  cruel.'  Six- 
pound  tins  of  '  bouilli' 
have  been  issued  as 
rations  to  messes  of 
thirteen  men.  What 
sort  of  sustenance  is 
half  a  pint  of  thin  soup 
for  a  hungry  soldier  at 
the  end  of  a  twenty-five 
miles  march  ? " 

It  is  fortunate  for 
the  British  Nation, 
which  has  to  depend 
for  keeping  up  its 
Army  on  voluntary 
enlistment,  that  the 
Morning  Post  is  a 
fashionable  paper.  Were  it  a  journal  circulating  among  the  less 
wealthy  classes,  the  foregoing  statement  might  have  readers  whom 
it  would  deter  from  becoming  recruits.  The  Conscription  will  be 
found  necessary  for  procuring  soldiers!  if  the  People  (so  called  by 
our  eloquent  PREMIER)  contract  the  idea  that  the  common  British 
soldier  is  called  a  Private  in  consequence  of  the  privations  which 
he  is  doomed  to  suffer. 


MY  HEALTH. 

"  0  DO  let  me  have  a  line— just  a  little  one,"  says  Miss  STBATTH- 
MERE  to  WETHERBY,  putting  on  an  infantine  way,  as  if  a  refusal 
would  send  her  into  tears.  "I'll  drop  it  on  this  side,  and  be  so 
quiet."  Tome,  "You'll  fish,  too,  won't  you?  0,  do  ask!  ME. 
WETEEBBY  won't  refuse  you."  This  at  WETHERBY. 

WETHEEBY  says  he  doesn't  think  there  are  lines  ready.  The 
other  two  ladies  continue  their  conversation. 

"  0,  yes !  "  returns  the  fair-haired  enthusiast,  perseveringly, 
"I'm  sure,  ROBERT"  (hitting  him  with  a  shot  from  her  eyes,  as 
he  comes  aft,  bringing  a  stool  for  CAPTAIN  DAWSON),  "I'm  sure 
ROBERT  will  get  me  one." 

WETHERBY  objects  that  it  will  interfere  with  the  trawling.  ROBERT 
irresolute. 

"  0  no,  it  won't,"  she  cries,  impulsively  ;  then,  appealingly,  to  the 
Captain  at  the  helm,  "Will  it,  REYNOLDS ?"  REYNOLDS  smiles, 
and  looking  out  to  sea,  so  as  to  avoid  the  eyes  of  the  siren,  is  under- 
stood to  answer  that  it  won't  make  any  difference ;  whereupon  she  is 
off,  ecstatically,  "  There !  you  hear  REYNOLDS  says  so.  I  may  have 
one,"  coaxingly  to  WETHERBY,  "mayn't  I?"  DAWSON  smiles, 
WETHEBBY  smiles,  I  smile.  Then  she  continues,  "  ROBERT  will 
fetch  it."  ROBERT  smiles. 

ROBEBT  dues  fetch  it.    A  long  line  with  hook  and  bait. 

"0  it's  gone!"  she  exclaims,  with  a  little  scream,  as  it  passes 
rapidly  through  her  hand  and  I  stop  it,  triumphantly.  I  feel  as  if 
I  'a  been  overboard  and  saved  her. 

Will  you  hold  it  ?  "  she  asks  in  her  italicised  manner. 

"  Witt  you  P  "  Of  course  I  will,  it  needs  no  answer  :  I  do.  I  am 
holding  it,  and  it  is  rather  cutting  my  fingers.  As  I  do  not  reply,  she 
goes  on,  poutinglyj  "  Don't  do  it  if  it  lores  you  ?  Dues  it  bore  you? 
Do  you  mind  holding  it — only  a  minute — for  me  ?  " 

For  her  !  Doesn't  she  see  that  I  am  holding  it  ?  Doesn't  she  see 
from  my  way  of  grasping  it  and  concealing  the  pain  which  the 
sharp  cord  gives  me,  that  1  would  hold  it  against  twenty  whales  at 
the  other  end  if  necessary  ?  I  merely  reply  "  I  will." 

"  And  do  catch  a  fish,"  she  continues.  "  You  tcitt,  won't  you  f 
REYNOLDS  and  I  caught  a  fish  the  other  day,  didn't  we  ?  "  This  at, 
more  than  to  REYNOLDS,  who  clings  to  his  helm  and  smiles  in  a  vision- 
ary way.  He  seems  to  say,  "  I  'm  at  my  duty.  Miss,  I  am  :  do  not,  do 
not  speak  to  the  man  at  the  wheel ;  it  s  not  fair,  it  ain't  really." 

For  one  moment  I  turn,  and  catch  BUNTEE'S  eye.    It  says,  with 


contemptuous  humour,  "  Well,  I  never  see  such  a  gal  as  that.  If 
she  was  MRS.  BUNTEE,  I  'd  let  her  know  ..."  But  here  he  is  told 
off  to  his  department  in  the  trawling  business. 

BONTER'S  is  a  rough  nature.     He  has  not  lived  in  drawing-rooms. 

Thoughts  while  Fishing. — Would  she  flirt  with  anyone,  even  a 
man  at  the  wheel  ?  Why  does  she  talk  at  servants  ?  Can't  she  get 
on  without  admiration  from  some  one,  from  everyone,  from  anyone? 
[1  think  there  is  a  bite.  I  haul  up.  A  wet  process.  Nothing.  I 
let  it  go  again.  A  wetter  process.  The  sea  seems  to  have  sharpened 
the  line  as  it  runs  through  my  hand.  It  hurts.]  If  Miss  JANTE  ...  I 
mean  if  such  a  person  as  Miss  JANIE  was  my  wife  should  I  like  to 
see  her  eyes  going  up  at  the  butler,  or  seeking  for  admiration,  or  appro- 
bation, from  the  buttons  ?  *  *  *  *  Perhaps  if  sobered  down  she 
wouldn't  do  it  .  .  perhaps  ...  I  am  getting  very  hungry  .  .  .  and, 
it  seems  to  me,  a  trine  faint.  .  .  .  Don't  like  to  ask  for  more  biscuits. 
I  think  standing  in  one  position  with  my  eye  on  the  line  is  not 
good.  To  compare  "  hunger  "  to  "  a  sharp  thorn  "  is  not  a  happv 
simile.  You  feel  hunger  all  over  you.  This  is  not  the  case  witli 
thorns.  ...  A  bite  ...  No  ...  I  am  painfully  hungry  .  .  .  Miss 
SnturnuKKE  is  talking  to  LADY  WETHEKBY  on  the  other  side. 
Why  couldn't  she  stay  here  ?  After  she 's  made  use  of  me  to  hold 
her  fishing-line  she  leaves  me.  I  will  fasten  it  to  the  side  and  sit 
down.  CAPTAIN  DAWSON  offers  me  a  cigar.  No,  thank  you. 
Somehow  I  don't  fancy  a  cigar.  Hunger  detests  smoking.  I  say  to 
him  sadly,  "  I  shall  be  so  glad  when  luncheon's  ready."  He 
laughs.  A  smell  of  cooking  is  wafted  towards  us.  It  seems  out  of 
place  at  sea.  I  wish  we  could  have  the  luncheon  without  the  cook- 
ing. Only  half  an  hour  more,  lie  says.  I  feel  that,  somehow,  on  that 
halt' hour  hangs  my  fate.  *  *  *  »  MtssSrEAlTHJiERE  crosses  to  us. 
"  0  !  "  she  exclaims,  "  There  t»  a  fish  !  I'm  sure  there 's  a  fish !  Do 
pull  it  up!  Won't  yon?" 

I  can't  rise  from  my  chair  to  do  it.  Hunger  seems  to  have 
suddenly  enfeebled  me.  CAPTAIN  DAWSON  will  lug  the  bothering 
thing  up.  I  don't  say  this,  only  "  No,  there  isn't,"  rather  shortly 
(really,  hungrily,)  while  the  Captain  operates.  Miss  JANIE  goes  on, 
to  me,  "0!  you  promised  you'd  get  me  a  fish!"  Then  turning 
round  to  LADY  WETHERBY,  "0  isn't  it  unkind  of  him,  L\nv 
WETHERBY?  He"  (meaning  »»«)  "won't  get  me  a  fish."  The 


am  so  hungry  *  *  and  I  feel  so  *  *  queer."  But  no,  she  doesn't 
see  that  I'm  really  unwell,  but  goes  on,  archly  prattling  ...  I 
begin  to  hate  prattling.  "  You  don't  talk  f  "  she  says.  "  Why  ?  " 
then  seating  herself,  as  CAPTAIN  DAWSON  turns  to  WETHERBY,  and 
getting,  as  it  were,  under  her  parasol,  but  not  in  the  least  lowering 
her  voice,  so  that  any  one  may  hear,  "  Why  don't  you  talk  to  me  ? 
Why  not  to  poor  little  me  f  Why  ?  " 

I  can't  stand  it  any  longer.  "Because,"  I  blurt  out,  "I'm 
so  .  .  ." — no,  it's  rude.  I  am  going  to  say  "  confoundedly  hungry," 
but  restrain  myself.  I  substitute,  wearily,  "I  didn't  know  you 
wanted  me  to  talk." 

She  returns  simply,  "  Why*"  Pause.  "  Why?  Do  tell  me 
why?" 

I  feel  that  I  am  being  soured.  "  Why  ?  "  I  demand,  bitterly. 
"Why?  Because— don't  you  see,  why?"  I  ask,  meaning  that  my 
face  ought  to  express  hunger,  misery,  emptiness,  and  *  *  *  all 
uncomfortableness. 

Strange  Symptom. — I  am  gradually    ceasing   to    be    positively 
hungry,  and  am  becoming  negatively  empty.     "Being  hungry 
means  that  one  can  actively  eat.     "  Being  empty,1'  means,  I  feel, 
that  one  is  collapsing,  and  must  be  passively  filled. 

"  See  why  ?  "  she  repeats,  but  not  in  a  soft,  gentle  tone,  inaudible 
to  others,  as  /should  like  to  hear,  and  to  reply  in.  "No,  do  tell  me, 
why.  Why  ought  I  to  .see  ?  "  I  can  only  express,  by  a  sort  of  im- 
patient wag  of  my  head,  and  a  roll  of  my  eyes,  that  it  is  impossible 
to  explain.  I  am  so  hungry,  and  so  empty,  and  so  ...  but  if  I 
could  only  be  fed,  at  once,  I  should  be  all  right.  She  continues, 
just  as  loud  as  before,  "  If  you  don't  want  me  to  sit  here,  I'll  go. 
Say  do  you  want  me  to  sit  here  ?  "  WETHERBY  is  looking  at  us.  I 
remark  this  to  her  in  an  undertone.  She  replies  quite  loudly,  "  It 
doesn't  matter."  I  say,  still  in  an  undertone  (and  I  really  do  wish 
she  'd  go  away  and  leave  me  quite  alone — I  don't  want  anyone],  "  It 
looks  so  odd  for  us  to  be  together  so  much."  She  returns,  Whtf  f  " 
Why!!  Good  heavens!  "Now,"  she  says,  "you're  angry.  0 
look  !  "  suddenly.  "  I  'm  sure  there  's  a  fish.  Why  don't  you  pull 
it  up?  Wh!ff" 

Mental  Flash  of  Quotation  adapted — 

"  0  woman !  in  our  hour  of  ea?e, 
Capricious,  coy,  anil  hard  to  please, 
When  pain  ant!  anguish  rack  our  brow — 
I  wish  you  wouldn't  bother  now." 

But  I  keep  this  to  myself.  In  fact,  I  have  no  words.  My 
mouth  is  too  dry  for  word's.  ROBERT  announces  luncheon.  LADY 
WETHERBY  will  not  go  below,  she  observes,  smiling,  being  afraid 
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of  the  cabin.     The  fuel  is,  there  is  a  sort  of  motion.  Isn't  there?    I 
auk  If MM> i .11".   Hi  i  vi  D8  replies  that  there  is  a  alightish  lop. 

' '  I. up  !  "  That  was  the  word  the  A  Mania  man  used  this  morning 
on  hliurt'.  I  in  \i  r  experienced  a  lop  In  tore.  It's  not  a  roll,  and 
it's  not  a  piteh  ;  it's  concentrated  essence  of  every  unpleasant 
motion  on  board  ship.  "  If  I  could  only  have  lunched  an  hour  ago," 
o  l.uiv  \\'Kiini:i:v  us  I  eniiimc  ncr  descending.  She  smiles. 
Accustomed  to  the  sea,  mill  perpetually  yachting,  as  she  is,  lam  sure 
sin  is  ii II'.  eted  by  tills  infernal  lop. 

In  the  Cabin.  —  Still  lopping.  Lopping  peculiarly  noticeable 
here. 

They  are  at  luncheon  in  the  saloon.  WKTIIKKBT  is  saying,  as  I 
enter,  that  when  in  the  teeth  nf  tlie  wind,  mid  there's  a  little  East 
in  it.  there 's  always  a  lop  out  trawling.  In  fact,  it's  not  a  good 
day  for  trawling.  "Ah!  tiimight  f<>.  Miss  Si  i:  u  i  IIMKI-.K  is  not  at 
IM  is  in  tin-  ladies'  eahin,  rc-stueking  her  hair,  probably.  1 
feel  that,  her  absence,  and  the  absence  of  the  ladies  (Mi; •-.  IMWSUN 
has  not  seme  in  v  I  .  is  a  relic  f.  I  shall  get  hel|«'d  at  once,  and 
not  have  to  wait.  I  remember  suddenly  the  expression  "  lac- 
lustre eye  s."  Mine.  note. 

-Trawling  is  the  test  of  good  pnilorship.  DAWSON  asks 
me,  "  What  will  I  have  ?  "  Now  I  see  it,  I  don  t  want  anything. 
"If  I  could  only  have  lunched  an  hour  ago!"  I  recommence 
plaintively.  The  table,  being  scientifically  poised,  does  not  move, 
hut  ire  tin  on  either  side  of  it.  We  are,  as  it  were,  arranged  on  a 
see-saw  with  our  dinner  between  us  in  the  centre  of  gravity.  Some- 
times C.M'Tux  l>\\\sn\  rises  gently  a  little  way  above  his  plate, 
then  he  is  lowered  gradually,  and  it 's  my  turn  to  go  up. 

/  i/iri'  it  .w>   turns    nii'fe  _/'(•»•  Imlh   <>/'  ».s-,    iiltrrHiiteh/,  to  settle,   ml/ 

doubts — and  unsettle No :  one  great  point  is  not  to  think 

o/«fc 

Roast  mutton,  boiled  chicken  (I  feel  my  nose  instinctively  turning 
up  at  the  white  sauoe),  Hncon  ,  .  .  and  Peas.  The  bright  green 
look  of  the  peas  is  revolting.  It  recalls  fresh  paint  on  country 
palings.  And  the  smell.  I  remark  that  all  the  windows  are  not 
open.  It  turns  out  that  they  art'.  My  head  !  "  Mutton !  "  I  gasp, 
shortly,  meaning  that  1  '11  take  some. 

I  think  I  am  wrong. 

"  Rave  some  champagne,"  says  WETITERBY,  heartily. 

I  press  my  lips  together.  I  don't  want  to  be  talked  to  for  a 
minute.  /  am  going  gently  up,  on  my  side.  "Champagne" — says 
CAPTAIN  DANVSUN,  enjoying  himself,  and  going  gently  down,  on  his 
side — "  is  a  first-rate  thing  if  you  feel  qualmish." 

Is  it  ?  Give  me — only  give  me  quickly — champagne.  I  should 
like  a  drnupht.  I  can  only  sip  it.  Now  7  am  going  down.  I  try  a 
bit  of  mutton.  My  jaws  seem  to  have  become  suddenly  stiff.  My 
throat  closes  at  the  top.  At  least  that 's  the  sensation.  The  Captain 
is  floating  upwards.  I  feel  just  the  slightest  bit  better — just_the 
slightest  bit  (as  it  were)  of  mutton,  better. 

The  Ladies !  Miss  STRAITHMERE  dives  at  my  sofa.  7"  am  going  up 
iti/iu'ii  xlmrly.  This  is  part  of  the  Lop.  I  can't  rise  to  make  room 
for  anyone.  "  Will  I  give  her  some,"— 7  can't,  whatever  it  is.  And 
I  can't  explain.  Please  don't  talk  to  me.  .  .  .  Better  soon.  "  0  do 
take  some  champagne  ?  Won't  you  P  "  she  goes  on  archly,  and  firing 
glances  at  this  poor  enfeebled  wreck  (myself).  [Flash,  mental. 
Iili-ii  fur  Cartoon.  Dying  Mariner  tickled  by  Mermaids.]  I  reply 
in  a  voice  intended  to  touch  her  heart,  "  I  don't  feel  well." 

She  returns  briskly  "  No  ?  No  more  do  I !  I  am  so  ill.  0  you 
don't  pity  me — poor  little  me"  111 !  she 's  well — very  well — and 
heart  less,  selfish ;  she 's  helping  herself  to  peas.  "  May  I  have  your 
bread  'i "  she  asks.  Again  to  me  (why  on  earth  can  t  she  bother 
somebody  else  Y  )  "  You  won't  mind  my  taking  it  ?  " 

I  shake  my  head — I  mind  nothing.  No  one,  now.  I  am  past 
hope.  I  am  going  down,  with  the  Lop,  for  the  last  time,  7  think. 
StQl  if  I  can  hold  out.  ...  I  might.  Enter  ROBEBT  from  kitchen 
.  .  .  with 

A  sweet  Omelette  .'  !  liright  yelloir,  and  red  jam,  all  hot .' .'  I  '11 
go  ...  I  "11  ...  Don't  move— any  .  .  .  body  .  .  .  for  .  .  . 

To  the  Captain's  cabin  .  .  .    Alas !  poor  Captain !  .  .  . 

Alone.     Lopped  effectually.     Lopped.     Lopped. 


A  Sea-Horse  Aground. 

DFPARTINU  from  her  course  aside, 

Caught  by  a  current  hidden, 
The  Itucer  ran  aground  at  Hyde, 

Some  fool  said,  to  be  ridden. 

The  Chace. 

CuB-HTJTfTrjfQ  is  about  to  commence  in  the  country.  In  London 
it  has  been  going  on  for  some  time— among  tin;  School  Beadles  in 
pursuit  of  street-urchins.  We  wish  them  good  sport. 


NEAT    THING    IN    COLLARS, 
:G>TED  FOB  THE   GF.NT  OK  THE  PERIOD. 


COMING  EVENTS. 

"Womot's  RirHTS.— The  Neic  York  Tribune  of  the  2nd  inrt.  publinhes 
the  following  items  of  University  and  Ecclesiastical  intelligence : — '  Miss 
AMEKIA  WATT,  of  Cincinnati,  has  recently  accepted  a  1'rofwwomhip  in  M..M- 
mouth  (Illinois)  College.  MKB.  CF.I.IA  ItuiixniOH  has  accepted  •  call  to  the' 
Pastorate  of  the  Unitarian  Church,  Brooklyn,  Connecticut,  of  which  the  late 
REV.  SAMUEL  J.  MAT  was  once  the  minuter.'  " 

THIS  is  what  is  now  taking  place  in  America.  At  present  we  are 
sadly  behindhand,  and  cannot  match  such  a  happy  state  of  things  in 
England ;  but  give  the  sturdy  ringleaders  of  the  Woman's  party  a 
few  more  years,  and  we  shall  nave  ceased  to  be  astonished  at  such 
announcements  as  the  following : — 

"  Miss  ROSALIND  CHAUCER-OOWER,  M.A.,  was  this  day  elected 
Professoress  of  Poetry  at  Oxford.  The  Prof essoress  is  on  a  visit  to 
the  Mistress  of  Baliol. 

"  MES.  JEREMY  WATERLAHD  HORSLEY,  D.D.,  is  to  be  the  new 
Canon  of  St.  Paul's. 

"  The  polling  for  the  Lady  Rectorship  of  the  University  of  Glas- 
gow terminated  yesterday.  That  eminent  political  economist,  Miss 
MARTHA  M'CtXLOCH  BENTHAM,  LL.D.,  was  the  successful  candi- 
date_  by  an  immense  majority.  The  new  Lady  Rector  will  deliver 
her  inaugural  oration  in  October. 

"  We  hear  that  the  Address,  on  the  opening  of  the  Winter  Session 
at  St.  Thomas's  Hospital,  will  be  delivered  by  the  Demonstrator  of 
Anatomy,  Miss  JEAN  HUNTEB,  BRODIESOW,  F.R.C.S. 

"MRS.  ANGELA  RAPHAEL  REYNOLDS,  R.A.,  has  been  elected 
President  of  the  Royal  Academy. 

"  Yesterday  the  tenders  for  the  new  British  Musenrn  were  opened. 
That  of  Mesdames  SPBYCUTE,  Sisters,  being  the  lowest,  was  accepted. 

"The  77th  Middlesex  Volunteers  (Milliners  and  Dressmakers) 
had  a  brilliant  field-day,  in  Hyde  Park,  on  Saturday  afternoon, 
under  the  command  of  LiEur.-CoL.  AMELIA  COTTON  WOOLL. 

"  At  the  Weekly  Meeting  of  the  Statistical  Society,  a  paper  was 
read,  '  On  the  Average  Duration  of  Life  among  the  Trogloaytes,'  by 

MiS.  COLENSO  COCKEK,   V.  P. 

"  All  the  arrangements  for  the  new  daily  farthing  paper,  The 
Ing  Leviathan,  are  now  complete.  Miss  MASKELIJTE  BOLDERO 
STRONG,  Ph.  D.,  assumes  the  Editorial  Chair. 

"  The  foundation-stone  of  the  Freemasons'  Hospital  was  laid  on 
Thursday  last,  with  full  Masonic  honours,  by  Mis.  MANCHESTER 
KELLOWES,  P.G.M." 


New  Member. 

THE  rejoicings  at  the  result  of  the  Limerick  election  were  not 
confined  to  Ireland.  MR.  WIIALLEY  was  delighted  to  hear  that  the 
House  would  have  another  Butt. 
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SEA-SIDE    STUDY. 

PATERFAMILIAS  MAKES  HIS  DAUGHTERS  (WHO  ARE  FOND  OF  SKETCHING  FROM  NATURE)  SKETCH  THE  LEO  OF  MUTTON  BEFORE  IT 
GOES  DOWN,  SO  AS  TO  COMPARE  THEIR  RESPECTIVE  DESIGNS  WITH  THE  SAID  LEG  OF  MUTTON  WHEN  IT  COMES  UP  AGAIN  FOR  THE 
NEXT  MEAL — ALL  THIS  TO  THE  IMMENSE  DISGUST  OF  THE  LANDLADY  OUTSIDE. 

Paterfamilias.  "  DON'T  FORGET  THAT  EXQUISITE  RIDGE  OF  BROWN  FAT  THAT  CURLS  DOWN  THE  EASTERN  SLOPE  OF  THE  KNUCKLE, 
EMILY.  IT  COMES  MOST  HAPPILY  IN  THE  COMPOSITION  ! " 


THE  CHARGE  OF  THE  CAMPAIGN. 

A  NOBLE  and  a  needful  art 's  the  Art  of  Self-Defence, 
An  art  which  studied  I  must  have  regardless  of  expense ; 
For  that  expense,  however  great,  may  how  much  greater  save ! 
I  won't  begrudge  the  arms,  and  keep,  and  clothing  of  the  Brave. 

I  gaze  on  yon  manoeuvres  ;  I  inspect  the  martial  scene  : 
I  own  'tis  picturesque,  and  I'm  resolved  I  won't  be  mean. 
To  London  if  a  real  foreign  foe  were  on  the  way, 
I  '11  calculate,  with  Fancy's  aid  what  I  might  have  to  pay. 

Yet  would  I  could  rely  upon  my  fleet  to  keep  the  sea 
Which  rolls  between  my  neighbours,  I  am  glad  to  say,  and  me ; 
1  d  rather,  were  I  quite  secure  of  danger  from  the  main, 
Watch  husbandmen  than  soldiers  at  their  work  on  yonder  plain. 


THE  NEW  BETTING-GROUND. 

THE  Police  (engaged  perhaps  at  Aldershot)  appear  not  to  be  aware 
hat,  for  the  transaction  of  business,  the  Betting  Gentlemen  of  the 

avement  have  latterly  taken  to  congregate  on  that  particular  por- 
lon  thereof  which  extends  in  front  of  Knightsbridge  Barracks.  Of 


a.  morning  at  about  1  p.m.,  weather  permitting,0  they  co'mmonTy 
the  beholder  seated  in  the  passing  omnibus,  to 


notlCG  OI    iiiv-  wt.i_n/ivi.^jL    .->v  .ii'ii  in  WAO    iJiisamg  oiuinuus     to 

whom  they,  in  earnest  application,  pencil  in  hand,  to  their  respec- 
ive  note-books,  or  in  the  eager  interchange  of  oflers  and  acceptances 
1  odds,  exhibit  a  spectacle  which,  whilst  disgusting  and  offensive 

is  ridiculous. 


FRUIT  IN  SEASON.— Pears  just  now  are  very  apt  to  be  sleepy, 
s  really  not  the  fault  of  the  Newspapers. 


It 


THE  GOLDEN  RULE. 
(Improved  from  WATTS  and  GLADSTONE.) 

BE  you  to  others  kind  and  true, 
As  you  'd  have  others  be  to  you, 
And  neither  do  nor  say  to  men 
Whate'er  you  would  not  like  again : 
But  if  men  do  and  say  to  you 
That  which  is  neither  kind  nor  true, 
Take  a  good  stick,  and  say  to  men, 
"  Don't  say  or  do  that  same  again." 


"  SIREN,  PUT  THE  KETTLE  ON." 

ULYSSES  was  a  wise  man,  but  he  did  not  know  everything.  He 
stopped  his  ears  with  wax,  that  he  might  not  hear  the  song  of  the 
Sirens.  But  what  would  he  have  done  in  the  present  day  P  A 
nautical  notice  before  us  states  that  on  certain  rocks  are  placed 
"Sirens  worked  by  steam."  That  would  have  been  too  much  for 
his  wax.  To  be  sure,  the  steam-screech  might  not  have  much 
tempted  him  to  say  with  the  other  King,  in  ME.  O'NEIL'S  picture : — 

"  Eow,  my  knights,  near  the  land, 
And  hear  we  these  'girls'  sing." 

But — on  we  go.  DR.  DAEWIN  was  much  laughed  at  when,  some 
eighty  years  ago,  he  told  the  Georgian  Era  that  steam  would  do 
miracles.  We  nave  not  yet  got  the 

"  Fair  crews  triumphant,  leaning  from  above, 
Waving  their  fluttering  kerchiefs  as  they  more." 

But  all  in  good  time ;  and  meanwhile  it  is  something  to  turn  a  Siren 
into  a  Safety. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— SKPTKMDEB  30.  1871. 


COUNTING  THE   COST. 


ME.  BULL  (Paymaster- General}.  "HA! IT'S  A  PRECIOUS  EXPENSIVE  EXPERIMENT  ;    BUT  I  DO  BELIEVE 

IT  'LL  BE  WELL  WORTH  THE  MONEY!" 
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THE    FIGHT    FOR    EPPING    FOREST. 

Rir.xns  GI.AIISTUNK  and  Lowi: 
will  have  noticed,  doubtless, 
with  extreme  gratification,  a 
commencement  of  proceedings 
which,  there  is  strong  reason 
to  hope,  will  prove  effectual 
for  tne  preservation  of  so 
much  as  remains  of  Epping 
Forest.  The  pleasure  which 
it  has  given  thorn  may  be 
supposed  to  have  been  even 
exceeded  by  the  delight  it  has 
afforded  MB.  AYRTON.  Our 
Edile  must  indeed  have  re- 
joiced to  read,  the  other 
morning,  in  the  newspapers, 
that,  on  the  previnu- 


saml  pounds,  nominally  to  provide  her  with  a  trousseau,  and  this 
4  KOHKRT  BUSSIT'S  admiration. 

It  was  simply  Trim-isi-nit  caught  by  Torso,  or  rice  t«r«<3  if  you  will. 

When  MOI.I.Y  BORNE,  to  whom  ROJIKHT  had  artfully  promised 
himself  some  time  before,  heard  the  hells  ringing  for  this  wedding, 
she  writhed  all  over  Tuppennie  l.ussit  house,  like  an  injured  basi- 
lisk. On  the,  evening  ct  BOBJ  i;r's  wedding  she  stood  t>y  his  back 
gate  and  threw  stones  at  him.  He  then  saw  that  for  this  woman  his 
torso  had  no  power.  Then  he  admired  her.  But  this  feeling  gave 
way  to  fear:  Hie  Hater  was  confronted  by  a  Hatred,  strong,  un- 
relentinir,  as  his  own. 

\\'itliin  a  >•(  in-  dt1  this  union  of  Torso  with  Trousseau,  the  bells  of 
Tupp'  imie  Illicit  ehureh  rang  again. 

This  ti  innounoed  the  firsl  appearance  of  a  small  1; 

:i'  i-i-,  was  all  over  the  place  with  pride- 
ful  joy. 

It  was  all  Boy  with  him  now.  His  doubts  were  developing  into 
certainties.  Mi-.  Imp!  •-  Imy'd  him  up,  and  so  inflated  did  he  become, 
that,  hut  fur  his  friend  SMI  I- K 1 N  and  a  couple  of  stout  ropes,  he 
would  have  risen,  balloun-like,  floated  over  the  house-top,  and  have 


been  in  abeyance  ever  since 
isis,  was  held  in  the  large 
hall  adjoining  the 
Hotel,  \yoodford,  and  that, 
on  this  interesting  occasion, 
there  was  a  large  attendance 
of  the  freeholders  and  copy- 
holders of  the  district,  aug- 
mented by  *  denotation  from 
the  Corporation  of  London; 
who  are  all  determined  that 
no  more  of  Epping  Forest 
shall  be  enclosed,  or  eke  they 
will  know  the  reason  why. 
uservation  of  the  Crown 
Lands  is  not  only  the  especial 
affair,  but,  as  we  all  know, 
quite  the  hobby  of  the  mthetic 
CHIEF  COMMISSIONER  OF  WORKS,  and  therefore  any  action 
thereto  tending  must  be  peculiarly  acceptable  to  him.  _  Never- 
theless, undertaken  as  the  struggle  to  save  Epping  Forest  is,  on  be- 
half of  the  community,  it  cannot  fail  to  be.therefore,  supremely 
satisfactory  to  a  Statesman  who  regards  the  People  so  much  as  our 
excellent  PREMIER.  The  sentiments  of  the  enthusiastic  FIRST  LORD 
OF  THE  TREASURY  in  this  matter  are  doubtless  fully  shared  by  the 
generous  and  warm-hearted  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER, 
keenly  alive  as  he  is  to  the  perception  that  the  public  good, 
the  paramount  consideration  of  every  truly  Liberal  Government, 
comprises  matters  of  utility  higher  than  that  which  is  merely 
material. 

The  following  specimen  of  the  reported  evidence  taken  by  the 
Verderers'  Court  of  Epping  Forest  from  the  few  surviving  keepers, 
most  of  them  decrepit  old  men,  must  have  greatly  surprised,  and 
equally  vexed,  the  principal  advisers  of  the  Crown : — 

"  THOMAS  LUKXELL,  under-keeper  of  the  Loughton  and  Theydon  Walk, 
was  the  next  to  answer  to  his  name.  His  presentment  stated  that  since  the 
last  sitting  of  the  Yerderers"  Court,  the  loru  of  the  manor  of  Theydon  Bois 
had  enclosed  400  acres  of  forest  land;  the  REV.  JOHN  WHITTAKER  MAIT- 
LAND,  lord  of  the  manor  of  Loughton,  had  enclosed  1000  acres  of  waste  land — 
(shame,  ihame  !) — his  woodward,  JOSIAH  KICHAHPSON,  had  cut  down  several 
thousands  of  trees,  and  Hit.  MAITLANU  had  further  sanctioned  a  number  of 
small  enclosures." 

To  arrest  all  operations  of  the  sort  above-mentioned  on  the  part 
of  lords  of  the  manor  is  the  object  to  which  the  Verderers  of  Epping 
Forest,  in  concert  with  the  chivalrous  Corporation  of  London,  are 
going  to  devote  their  strenuous  endeavours,  amid  the  applause  of 
their  fellow  citizens,  and  under  the  benignant  auspices  and  genial 
smile  of  a  sympathetic  Government. 


day,  the   first  sitting  of  the    i. 

ancient     and     constitutional       But  8  couldn't  afford  to  lose  so  valuable  a  client. 

Verderers'  Court,  which  has  his  method. 


Il(  nee 


OUE  NEW  NOVEL. 


A    TREBLE    TEMPTATION. 
CHAPTER  V. 

ROBERT  BUSSIT,  acting  upon  the  advice  of  SNIFFKIN,  his  friend 
and  solicitor,  had  married  a  pale-faced  wife.  She  was  the  daughter 
of  one  of  Sxii't  KIX'S  clients,  and  had  conceived  a  gentle  admi- 
ration for  ROBERT'S  turst>.  His  im-mi,  and  his  colour,  which  was  a 
brightish  red,  like  sunset  on  a  carrot,  with  just  the  slightest  sus- 
picion of  green  in  the  left  eye,  pleased  her.  She  had  fifty  thou- 


.1  time  he  calmed  down. 

Then  tic  Mater  came  well  to  the  front.  He  built  a  tower  sixteen 
hundred  feet  high,  hy  live  in  circumference,  with  a  sort  of  tank  at 
the  top,  roofed  in,  and  pierced  with  large  windows,  whence  he  could 
command  a  liii  «  of  the  entire  Tuppennie  Bussit  estates. 

Here  he  and  Mi:s.  |!I:-MT,  with  the  Future  Heir  in SHlFFitEN's  arms, 
would  sit  taking  tea,  and  shrimps,  on  a  summer's  evening. 

Here  it  was  his  delight  to  point  out  to  the  child  all  that  should  be 
his  in  prospect. 

This  tower  he  called  the  Tower  of  Teazer. 

From  here  he  could  throw  cups  and  saucers  down  on  SLR  CHARLES 
and  LAIII-  Brssrr's  head  as  they  took  their  evening  walk. 

They  wondered  at  first  where  they  Mine  from.  After  a  time  they 
ceased  to  wonder. 

All  this  began  to  have  an  effect  on  a  man  naturally  irritable. 
SIR  CHARLES  was  naturally  irritable.  In  addition,  ROBKHT  Busarr 
grew  a  magnificent  moustache.  It  was  the  talk  of  the  whole  place. 
This  his  cousin  had  never  been  able  to  accomplish.  ROBERT  now 
appeared  with  a  beard  perfectly  oriental  and  a  profusion  of  long 
glossy  hair.  SIR  CHARLES  ana  LADY  Bussrr  became  aware  of  his 
head  and  face  one  day,  thrust  out  at  them,  over  the  top  of  a  hedge. 

LADY  BUSSIT  saw  and  sighed.  This  chafed  the  Hairless  man. 
He  tried  extra  shaving,  but  cut  himself  severely.  Smarting  under 
his  wound  SIR  CHARLES  spoke  unkindly  to  his  wife.  LADY  Bussrr 
bore  all  with  resignation.  Let  this  be  remembered  to  her  credit. 

Then  little,  meek,  pale  MRS.  Bcssrr,  at  the  instigation  of  her 
husband,  let  down  her  back  hair,  and  displayed  it  over  the  tower. 
It  reached  nearly  half  way  to  the  ground. 

LADY  B088IT  had  nothing  of  her  own  but  a  chignon.  SIR 
CHARLES  couldn't  assist  her.  Then  they  both,  avoiding  one  another, 
and  takinir  different  ways,  would  wander  down  into  the  village,  and 
stand  gazing  into  the  barber's  windows,  where  there  were  lifelike 
block  heads  with  Circassian  hair.  This  constant  pining  produced  an 
effect  purely  physical  on  LADY  BUSSIT. 

She  moulted. 

SIR  CHARLES  gradually  became  bald. 

One  day,  in  his  justice  room,  he  sentenced  a  gipsy  for  stealing  a 
hare.  The  woman  was  led  out  wailing  and  protesting  her  inno- 
cence. It  was  on  ROBERT  BUSSIT'S  evidence,  and  a  murmur  of 
applause  went  through  the  justice  room,  when  the  people  saw  his 
splendid  tm-sn  and  glorious  locks,  moustache  and  beard.  LADY 
BUSSIT  was,  on  these  magisterial  occasions,  accommodated  with  a 
seat  on  the  bench  in  the  study.  ROBERT  walked  out.  Husband  and 
wife  were  alone.  She  threw  herself  at  his  knees.  "  0  CHARLES  ! 
can  such  things  be  ?  " 

Then  he  tried  to  comfort  her,  but  could  not,  and  the  Hairless  ones 


wept  together. 


(End  of  Chapter  On  fiftk.) 


CHAPTER  VI. 

ROBERT  Bussrr  had  seen,  heard,  and  had  taken  to  thinking. 

The  result  of  his  cogitation  was  soon  obvious. 

It  was  this. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  that  SIR  CHARLES  was  mad.  The  French 
have  their  expression  for  his  madness,  we  have  not.  Fvu  comme 
un  chapelier.  What  was  to  be  done  ? 

ROBERT  BUSSIT  took  counsel  with  his  old  friemd 

SNIFFKIN  saw  the  difficulty,  and  touched  it. 

SIR  CHARLES'S  sanity  hung  on  a  single  hair.  On  consideration  it 
was  evident  that  he  was  only  tit  for  one  place. 

The  Zoological  Gardens. 
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LADIES'    LUGGAGE. 

Lady.  "Now,  PARKER,  ARE  YOU  SURE  YOU  HAVE  GOT  ALL?    TWESTY-FOUR  PACKAGES,  I  THINK,  YOU  TOLD  ME?" 

Parker  (in  despair).   "  AND  THERE  WAS  TWENTY-FOUR,  MA'AM,  BUT  I  'VE  COUNTED  THREE  TIMES  OVER   UP  TO  TWENTY-THREE 

AND  EVEN   THAT  WON'T  MAKE  TWENTY- FOUR  !  " 


But  how  to  get  him  there  P 

SNIFFKIN  explained  technically. 

ROBERT  Bussrr  was  not  in  a  humour  for  technicalities. 
'  For  Heaven's  sake,  man,"  he  cried,  "  tell  me'now  to  do  it,  and 
I  11  do  it." 

SNIFFKIN  calmed  him  down  hy  tickling  him  under  the  left  ear, 
and  then,  quietly  lighting  a  cigar,  explained  his  method. 

It  was  necessary  to  obtain  three  magistrates'  orders  and  a  certifi- 
cate of  improper  vaccination.  That  was  all. 

ROBERT  BUSSIT  slept  soundly  that  night,  for  he  saw  his  way,  at 
last,  clear  to  the  Tuppennie  Bussit  estates. 

*?™f  morning  he  and  SNIFFKIN  swore  the  necessary  information, 
and  before  two  o  clock  SIB.  CHARLES  was  safely  locked  up  with  the 
hears. 

At  three  he  was  fed. 

The  next  day  people  brought  him  buns,  and  he  amused  himself  by 
climbing  up  the  pole.  There  was  no  way  of  escape  :  he  saw  that. 
and  submitted. 

Finding  himself  in  this  situation,  he  made  friends  as  best  he  could 
with  his  companions,  and  their  eccentricities  began  to  interest  him. 

In  the  meantime  the  other  side  was  not  idle. 
(End  of  Chapter  the  Sixth.) 


AFFECTING  MESSAGE. 
(By  Telegram.) 

From  the  Thames  Tunnel,  London,  to  the  Mont  Cenis  Tunnel. 

Italian  Terminus. 

WISH  you  many  happy  returns,  commercially  speaking.    I  envv 
your  climate. 

From  Mont  Cenis  Tunnel  to  Thames  ditto. 

Thanks.    How  are  you  ? 
From  Thames  T.  to  Mt.  Cenis  T. 
Shut  up  ! 


QUITE  RIGHT  TOO. 

THIS  is  not  from  an  American  paper,  but  from  our  friend  and 
neighbour  the  Daily  Telegraph  ,— 

AS  COOK,  or  good  GENERAL  SERVANT,  by  a  Youn"  Ladv,  aged 
23.— M.  M.,  &c.,  &c. 

Now  let  not  gentility  turn  up  its  Claphamite  nose.  "We  rather 
wish  that  the  young  lady  had  not  offered  herself  as  General  Servant, 
because  the  duties  of  that  official  can  best  be  performed  by  a  com- 
paratively unrefined  personage.  But  a  Cook  is  an  artist,  or  ought 
to  be  one,  and  there  is  no  derogation  from  ladyhood  in  the  personal 
superintendence  of  the  arrangements  for  the  one  great  business  of 
every  day.  Besides,  "Lady"  is  a  Saxon  word,  and  means  the 
Divider  of  Bread.  Punch  hopes  that  "  M.  M."  has  secured  a  good 
situation,  and  daily  and  solemnly  reads  her  Francatelli. 


Gumming  and  Milman. 

THE  ARCHBISHOP  OF  TOHK  has  officiated  in  a  Scotch  Presbyterian 
Church.  Suppose  DK.  GUMMING  should  obtain  leave  to  officiate 
in  St.  Paul's '(  Not  only  would  this  be  fair,  but  it  would  enable 
the  Doctor  to  boast  that  he  had  at  last  brought  on  the  Millennium 
— the  reign  of  harmony  with  which  he  has  threatened  us  so  long, 
and  which  the  late  Dean  of  St.  Paul's  called  "  a  dream  of  Jewish 
fanaticism."  Never  had  the  "  Angelic  Doctor  "  and  Bee-Master 
such  a  chance. 


Desperate  Attempt. 

AT  mess,  fatigued  with  "War's  alarms, 
Said  CAPTAIN  PUNKINS,  "  I  've  got  thinner. 

Some  talk  about  the  din  of  arms : 
The  thing  that  I  prefer  is  dinner." 

.*  It  is  believed  that  he  will  be  brought  to  a  Court-Martial. 
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LINES  TO  A  LICENSED  VICTUALLER. 

No  more  of  a  Licensing  Bill 

Mine  Host,  for  some  months  will  you  hear. 
At  least  its  proposal  until 

Next  Session  no  tapster  can  fear. 
Your  enemy's  bow  is  unstrung ; 

I ..  I  I!KUCE  his  vacation  enjoy. 
Meanwhile  certain  matters,  friend  Bcuo, 

Your  care,  if  you  're  wise,  will  employ. 

Gregarious  cackle  you  hear, 

I  torn  Platform  to  Press  having  spread, 
Declare  'gainst  the  sale  of  wine,  Deer, 

And  spirits,  there  "s  much  to  be  said  ; 
For  Principle-  's  grown  out  of  date, 

Against  a  wide  Wish  lie  ing  weighed, 
Free  Agency  some  would  a 

And  limit  the  Freedom  of  Trade. 

The  bleatings  increase  which  demand 

Paternal  if  popular  rule  : 
Because  some  temptation  can't  stand, 

All  governed  as  children  at  school. 
Weak  minds,  by  continual  cry, 

Their  object  may  finally  win  ; 
An  Englishman,  so,  by-and-by, 

Shall  not  take  bis  ease  in  his  Inn. 

Now  BUNG,  then,  your  policy  'e  plain, 

As  that  ruddy  nose  on  your  face, 
Show  drunkenness  fast  on  the  wane ; 

Permit  none  your  House  to  disgrace. 
Besides,  all  the  liquors  you  sell, 

Be  sure,  are  the  best  you  can  draw  : 
Then  reason  all  sane  men  will  tell 

That  England  needs  no  Liquor  Law. 


Another  Result  of  the  Campaign. 

THESE  has  been  a  serious  increase  of  illness  in  the 
Metropolis  during  the  past  week.  Several  elderly  ladies 
were  so  terrified  by  the  alarming  placards  of  the  papers 
announcing  battles,  attacks,  defeats,  hostile  movements 
against  London,  &c.,  that  they  were  seized  with  most 
distressing  nervous  symptoms.  In  some  of  the  more 
critical  cases  brandy-and- water  had  to  be  administered. 


UNPROVOKED    ASSAULT 
ON  A  B4CHELOK  FKIEND  OF  CUES. 

Phott.  Tout.  "  'EBE  YOU  AM,  SIK!    BABY  LENS,  SIR!  'ATE  YOU»  HINTBRESTIN' 

FAMILY  TOOK  I " 


A  WAIL  FBOM  THE  SAD  SEA  WAVES. 

[SYMPATHISING   MB.  PUNCH, 

I  HAVE  the  misfortune  to  be  gifted  with  a  "  musical  ear," 
at  least  so  my  friends  tell  me,  though  for  the  life  of  me  I  cannot 
make  out  which  of  the  two  ears  I  have  is  specially  the  musical  one. 
No  doubt  I  should  be  proud  of  having  such  a  gift,  but  I  cannot  say 
I  find  it  an  unmitigated  blessing.  For  one  pleasure  I  enjoy  through 
owning  its  possession,  there  are  a  score  of  petty  torments  to  worry 
and  molest  one.  To  an  ear  that  can  delight  in  a  symphony  by 
BKETIIOVEN,  or  a  melody  by  MOZABT,  or  an  overture  by  MENDELS- 
SOHN-, the  grinding  of  a  barrel-organ,  or  the  braying  of  a  German 
band  is  torture  inexpressible.  Even  the  music  that  one  cannot 
avoid  hearing  in  society  is  by  no  means  wholly  pleasant  to  me. 
The  songs  young  ladies  sing  are  most  of  them  a  nuisance,  and  the 
effort  of  attempting  to  extract  a  moment's  happiness  from  the  strum 
of  a  piano  at  a  soirte  musicale  is  attended  with  considerable  risk  of 
utter  failure. 

It  cannot  much  surprise  you,  then,  to  hear  that  I  am  yearly  made 
a  miserable  martyr,  when  my  family  compels  me  to  leave  town  for 
change  of  air.  Change  of  air,  forsooth  !  What  a  hollow  mockery 
it  is  to  talk  of  going  to  the  sea-side  for  a  change  of  air,  when  one 
hears  the  same  songs  sung  there,  and  the  same  tunes  thrummed 
there,  as  one  for  many  months  has  done  before  in  London !  No 
wonder  that  I  shrink,  like  a  mad  dog,  with  rabid  horror  from  a 
watering-place,  knowing  well  before-hand  the  tortures  that  await 
me  there!  Ugh!  how  I  shrink  from  the  "most  musical,  most 
melancholy  "  torments  wherewith  in  merry  England  the  seaside  is 
infested  !  Blatant  brazen  bands,  and  bellowing  black-faced  ballad- 
bawlers  there  autumnally  abound,  and  cries  of  "  Shrimps !"  and 
"Fine  fresh  Soles!"  are  in  every  kind  of  key  provokingly  dis- 
cordant. More-ovi'r,  all  the  houses  have  tormentingly  thin  walls, 
and  every  ladv-lodger  is  a  perpetual  piano-playpr.  Besides,  not 
merely  through  thin  walls,  but  througn  open  windows  come  the 


noises  nnharmonions.  If  you  elect  to  sit  at  home,  yon  are  driven 
well  nigh  deaf  by  the  strumming  and  the  thrumming  that  is  going 
on  around  you  ;  and  when  in  desperation  you  are  driven  from  your 
doors,  you  find  the  brazen  bands  and  banjo-bawlers  ready  to  torment 
you.  On  the  pier,  on  the  sands,  on  the  cliffs,  in  the  streets,  there  is 
music,  music  everywhere,  and  not  a  note  but  makes  you  shrink. 

To  all  these  sounds  at  the  sea-side  I  entertain  a  sound  objection, 
and  I  wish  them  as  inaudible  as  those  of  a  codfish.  Despite  my  ear 
for  music,  PYTBAOORAS  could  not  have  had  a  greater  love  of  silence 
than  myself,  when  I  am  at  the  seaside,  and  exposed  to  seaside  noises. 
What  a  godsend  it  would  be  to  persons  like  myself,  if  a  truly  quiet 
watering-place  were,  by  special  Act  of  Parliament,  autumnally 
reservea  for  us !  Fancy  a  town  where  bands  and  banjos  were  on 
pain  of  death  prohibited,  and  barrel-organs  nerer  should  be  suffered 
to  profane  the  hallowed  silence  of  the  streets !  Conceive  a  lovely 
seaside  spot  where  not  a  fish-cry  was  permitted  ;  where  a  prohibitory 
tax  was  imposed  upon  pianos,  and  where  all  singers,  male  and 
female,  were  compilable  by  law  either  to  shut  their  mouths,  or  at  the 
least  to  shut  their  windows !  Imagine,  if  you  can,  the  luxury  of 
living  in  a  really  quiet  watering-place,  where,  as  the  poet  says,  or 
doesn't  say,  precisely — 

"  Where  the  twang  of  the  fiddle,  the  tweet  of  the  flute, 
And  the  voice  of  the  street-nigger  ever  is  mute  ! " 

When  I  hear  of  such  a  Paradise,  I  shall  go  to  the  sea-side  with 
rapture  and  delight,  and  not,  as  I  now  do,  with  sorrow  and  reluc- 
tance. Therefore  beseeching  you  to  add  another  to  your  claims  to 
be  regarded  as  the  greatest  of  all  human  benefactors,  and  to  set  on 
foot  a  Silent  Seaside  Bathing  Company  (Limited),  which  would 
quickly  make  the  fortune  of  all  who  had  a  share  in  it,  I  have  the 
honour  to  subscribe  myself,  your  most  afflicted  humble  Servant, 

IBACUNDUS  JONES. 


THE  GREATEST  BOKE  IN  CREATION.— The  Mont  Cenis  Tunnel. 
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MYSTIFICATION. 

QBE  YOUNG  LANDSCAPE  PAINTER'S  PREPARATIONS  ARE  REGARDED  WITH  INTENSE  INTEREST  BY  THB  VILLAGE  JUVENILES,  WHO  EVI- 
DENTLY EXPECT  A  GYMNASTIC  ENTERTAINMENT — (HE  FRAMES  AN  IMAGINARY  PICTURE  WITH  HIS  HANDS). 
Omnes.  "  HE  's  A  COIN*  TO  SAY  HIS  PRAYERS  FUST  !  !  " 


MAES  AND  THE  CAMPUS  MAETIUS. 

FrELD-MAKSHAL  MAES,  obliged,  presents 
Herewith  his  thanks  and  compliments 

To  Phosbus,  Lord  Apollo, 
Of  clouds  for  having  cleared  the  sky. 
And  the  Field-Marshal's  field  kept  dry 

From  showers — in  time  to  follow. 
Field-Marshal  Mars  remarks,  the  Camp 
"Was  free  from  Autumn's  usual  damp, 

Which  would  have  hindered  action. 

The  very  small  amount  of  rain, 
In  a  condition  made  the  plain 

Which  gave  him  satisfaction. 
Field-Marshal  Mars,  too,  begs  to  say 
His  sense  he  wishes  to  convey, 

Of  prompt  co-operation, 
Lent  by  the  Weather-Office  Clerk, 
Which  he  feels  called  upon  to  mark 

With  special  approbation. 

Field-Marshal  Mars  will  only  add, 
That  everything  was  not  so  bad 

As  might  have  been  expected. 
Meanwhile,  the  honour  has  to  be 
Generalissimo,  K.G., 

Chief-Umpire  Staff,  selected. 


The  Umpires  at  Alclershot. 

MRS.  MALAPROP  was  very  desirous  of  witnessing  the  Hampshire 
manoeuvres.  She  had  heard  that  there  were  Skeleton  Regiments  at 
Aldershot,  and,  talking  about  them,  said  she  should  also  like  to  see 
the  Vampire  Staff. 


KINGSTON-m-THAMES. 

KINGSTON,  by  means  of  a  sewer  near  the  Railway  Bridge,  is 
pouring  into  the  water  very  large  quantities  of  that  which  ought  to 
be  spread  over  the  land.  That  water  is  the  Thames  ;  whence  the 
chief  London  Water  Companies  derive  their  supplies.  They  do  their 
best  to  separate  Kingston's  tribute  to  the  Thames  therefrom  by 
nitration,  which  removes  the  insoluble  part  of  that  tribute.  Ah ! 

"  You  may  strain,  you  may  filter,  the  Thames  as  you  will, 
But  Kingston's  saline  part  will  stay  in  it  still." 

London  Water  Drinker?,  attention,  if  you  please,  to  a  toast.  Will 
you  drink,  "  Kingston !  "  '( 


ANGLO-GREEK  FIRE. 

AMONG  the  earthworks  of  the  defending  force  on  Staples  Hill, 
constructed  under  the  able  superintendence  of  COLONEL  LAJTAN, 
U.K.,  a  special  reporter  of  the  Autumn  manoeuvres  particularises 
"  the  right  and  left  Oyster  Shell  Redoubts/'  This  statement  is  cal- 
culated to  possess  some  of  our  foreign  friends  with  the  idea  that 
instead  of  the  bombs  which  the  armies  of  military  nations  are  accus- 
tomed to  use  in  warfare,  the  British  Artillery,  with  a  simplicity 
truly  native,  employs  oyster-shells ;  so  that  the  only  bombardment 
which  invaders  would  have  to  encounter  in  England  would  .be  an 
ostracism. 


An  Awkward  Question. 

NEVEE  wound  any  one's  feelings  unnecessarily.  Respect  all 
honest  prejudices.  For  example,  if,  at  supper,  you  have  a  lady 
under  your  charge  whose  principles  you  know  to  be  decidedly  tee- 
total, abstain  from  asking  her  whether  she  will  take  some  tipsy 
cake. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

tAfi-H'iiiLxin  Captain's  Cabin. 
I'm.  rtainty.  Am  I  well 
enough  to  go  up-stairs,  I 
mean  on  deck,  now  ?  .  .  . 

Yes ;  I  think  so.  I  hear 
the  ladies  laughing  and 
talking,  above.  I  hear* the 
sailors  hauling  up  the  in- 
fernal Trawl.  WETHERBY 
above  sings  out  to  me — I 
suppose  it  s  to  me — "  Come 
up  and  see  the  fish  we  've 
caught."  I  can't  answer, 
and  I  don't  care  about  fish, 
—but  I  am  better. 

It  will  be  my  best  plan  to 
go  on  deck,  and  make  the 
best  of  it.  I  ascend.  Very 
staggery  and  weak  in  the 
knees,  resulting  in  a  desire 
to  catch  at  anything  handy 
for  support. 

My  Manoeuvre*  in  the 
Bows.— Hidden  from  gene- 
ral gaze  by  the  mainsail.  Under  cover  of  this,  and  protected  by 
their  all  being  engaged  in  examining  the  fish,  I  advance  cautiously. 
Flash  of  Thought. — "  Comes  up  groggy,  but  smiling," — quotation 
from  sporting  account  of  prize-fights,  now  out  of  date.  No  one 
notices  me.  LADY  WKTIIKRBT  and  MRS.  DAWSON  are  quite  at  the 
stern,  well  wrapped  up,  and  their  feet  on  stools,  to  be  out  of  the  way 
of  the  mess.  Deck  sloppy  on  account  of  the  fish.  WETHERBY  and 
(.'APT MX  DAWSON  deeply  interested  in  the  mess  on  deck.  Miss 
STKAITIIMERE  trying  to  stand  on  a  chair  near  CAPTAIN  DAWSON, 
and  holding  on  by  a  rope. 

"0,"  she  is  saying,  as  I  approach;  "I  must  hold  on  by  you 
(/.  c.  DAWSON),  or  I  shall  fall."  Then  turning  round  towards  MRS. 
\t\\\ sox,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Don't  be  jealous,  I 'm  but  a  childish 
skittish  thing,  it 's  only  my  way,"  she  laughs  playfully,  and  cries 
out,  "0  do  come  and  stand  here,  MRS.  DAWSON  ;  won't  you,  0  do. 
/("()«'<  you,  LADY  "\Vi:i  IIKKBYP  It's  quite  safe." 

"  No,  thank  you,"  returns  LADY  WETIIERHY,  quietly  smiling ; 
"  I  prefer  being  here,"  and  the  two  ladies,  sitting  together,  exchange 
one  glance  only,  and  then  they  both  smile  at  Miss  STRAITHMERE.  I 
think  to  myself  what  do  they  mean  by  that  smile  P 

Flash. — Note  it  down.  A  work  on  "  Smiles."  A  Series.  Next 
volume,  "  Frowns,"  to  be  followed  by  Winks,  Nods.  But  stay  .  .  . 
isn't  this  the  History  of  the  World  ?  Wonder  how  a  man  feels 
who 's  going  to  write  a  History  of  the  World  ?  When  the  first  idea 
strikes  nim,  say  on  waking  in  the  morning,  how  it  must  make  him 
jump  out  of  bed.  He  'd  rush  at  his  pens  and  his  paper  under  boil- 
ing inspiration,  and  commence  .  .  Title,  "  The  History  .  .  .  " — 
then,  perhaps,  it  would  occur  to  him  whether  it  should  be  a  History 
of  the  World  ...  or  not?  If  he  didn't  do  much  of  it  before 
breakfast,  he  might  decide  in  the  negative. 

Another  Flash.— Apropos  of  "  Smiles,"  I  remember  a  work  called 
Self-IIelp,  by  SMILES.  MR.  SAMUEL  SMILES.  There  might  be  a 
Life  of  Smiles,  by  THIEBS.  This  to  be  said  as  a  "  sparkler."  Arrange 
it  when  I  feel  better. 

No  more  sparklers.  I  am  mooning,  and  holding  on  by  a  rope. 
Feeble,  but  observant.  Live  things  are  sprawling  about  and  making 
a  mess  on  deck  with  sand  and  mud,  and  sea-water.  Starfish  by 
hundreds.  Dogfish.  Fish  without  names,  unknown  even  to  BUNTER, 
who  has  an  eye  for  everything  that  looks  at  all  like  a  .savoury 
morsel.  A  large  sort  of  oyster.'a  mild  pantomimic  oyster,  with  a 
name  that  BUNTKH  knows  and  mentions. 

'  Is  it  good  to  eat  ?  "  asks  CAPTAIN  DAWSON. 

"  Well,  Sir,"  replies  BUNTER,  with  a  twinkle  in  his  Eye  expressive 
of  his  own  enjoyment  of  the  humour  in  his  answer,  "  you  wouldn't 
care  about  it.  But  there 's  worse  things  than  them  kind  of  oysters," 
with  which  he  puts  it  aside,  furtively,  for  his  own  private  meal. 

"0!"  cries  Miss  STRAITHMERE,  in  view  of  a  flat  fish,  with  a 
mouth  capable  of  putting  an  end  to  his  own  existence  by  swallowing 
himself  at  one  gulp,  "  0!  what  a  horrid  thing!  0  do  look,  LADY 
WKTH  KKBY  !  0 ! "  clutching  at  CAPTAIN  DAWSON'S  shoulder,  "  will 
it  bite  me  ?  0,  how  dreadful !  " 

I  smile,  sarcastically ;  that  is,  I  mean  it  to  convey  sarcasm.  I  feel 
that  I  am  pale,  that  I  am  as  it  were  a  shadow,  a  mournful  ghost, 
revisiting  the  deck,  and  taking  a  passive  pleasure  where  I  was  once 
so  actively  happy. 

BUNTER  takes  the  fish  by  the  tail,  and  holds  it  up. 

"  0 !  "  cries  Miss  STRATTHMERE,  and  DAWSON  doesn't  move  away, 
but  lets  her  clutch  him  when  she 's  frightened  (or  pretending  to  be 
frightened — bah!  she's  no  more  frightened  than  lam  .  .  .  I  look 
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on,  still  as  the  Ghost,  but  in  the  character  of  an  ironical  Phantom, 
who  sees  the  hollowness  of  everything  that  once  took  him  in). 
Wonder  how  MRS.  DAWSON  likes  it?  and  whether  CAPTAIN  HAWSO.V 
will  be  called  upon  for  an  explanation  when  he  gets  homo  ?  If  so, 
will  ready  wit  supply  him  with  a  "  sparkler  "  ? 

"  0  !  "  she  cries,  "  it  will  bite  me.  U<>  throw  it  away,  Bra  TEH." 
BUNTER' s  eye  smiles  craftily.  "  BUNTEK  doesn't  throw  away  this 
fish"  (says  BUNTEB'S  Eye)  "if  he  knows  it."  BUNTER  (his  Eye 
further  explains)  being  up  to  one  or  two  tricks  worth  at  least  half- 
a-dozen  of  throwing  it  away.  No,  he  holds  it  up,  fondly,  by  the 
tail,  perhaps  to  judge  of  its  breeding,  as  he  would  of  a  terrier  s,  by 
ite  not  squeaking  when  in  this  position,  and  is  evidently  satisfied 
with  the  catch,  so  far.  Then  Miss  STRAITHMEKE  appeals  to  me. 
"  Do  tell  him  to  throw  it  away !  Won't  you  Y  "  A  pause.  Then 
her  eyes  come  down  at  me  from  high  up  above  (she 's  still  on  a  chair), 
intending,  as  it  were,  to  scoop  my  tenderest  feelings  up  and  out  of 
me,  like  the  inside  of  a  pomegranate.  No,  no!  I  am  the  shadow 
of  my  former  self.  She  is  a  elream  of  the  past.  The  Fascination 
has  gone.  I  am  clear-headed,  clear-hearted,  and  sad  ;  which,  on 
consideration,  means  that  I  have  suffered  severely  from  the  Lop, 
in  the  Captain's  Cabin. 

BUNTEK  puts  the  fish  on  one  side  as  another  delicate  morsel. 
BUNTER  is  regarding  a  small  heap  of  sandy,  dirty,  ugly-looking 
marine  creatures  with  the  eye  of  an  epicurean  ogre.  There  are  some 
of  peculiarly  hard  and  unwholesome  appearance,  which  Bi  : 
gives  me  to  understand  are  "  anemminies,"  and  which,  for  eating 
purposes,  might  be  put  down  as  sea  marrowbones, — without  the 
marrow.  Anything  hideously  ugly  in  the  fish  line  BUNTEB  knows 
all  about,  knows  exactly  how  to  cook  him,  where  to  cut  him,  what 
to  eat  and  avoid,  and  evidently  favours  the  idea  in  conversation, 
and  in  theory,  of  these  things  being  totally  unfit  for  ordinary  human 
food. 

I  should  not  like  to  join  BUNTEH  at  dinner.  Specially  after  a  Lop. 

Flash. — And  yet  of  this  stuff  (BuNTKR'a  stuff,  not  the  fish)  Robin- 
son Crusoes  are  made. 

If  he  were  on  a  desert  island,  he  would  never  be  at  a  loss  for  food. 
I  imagine  BUNTER'S  diary  as  I  watch  the  clearance  of  the  net.  I 
suppose  BUNTER  on  a  desert  island. 

First  Day  of  ROBIXSON  BVNTSR'S  Diary. — Boiled  some  sea-weed. 
My  eye !  ain't  sea-weed  good.  Better  nor  greens,  no  end.  Cook 
some  more.  Caught  for  breakfast  a  large  sort  of  a  kind  of  a  crab, 
something  between  a  crab  and  an  oyster.  Cracked  him,  and  cooked 
him  in  his  own  shell.  0,  my !  Bootif ul !  Hope  there  are  lots  more 
on  'em.  Saw  a  dogfish.  It  being  dinner-time,  I  said  grace  afore 
meals,  and  then  stuffed  the  dogfish  with  sea-weed,  and  cooked  him 
in  the  crab-shell,  and  ate  him  hot.  Fust-rate  .'  Thought  I  'd  like 
some  sweets  after  dinner,  regular  swell  style.  Found  a  jellyfish. 
Ate  him.  Any  Pastrycook  might  be  proud  on  him. 

Supper. — More  sea-weed.  Made  pancakes  of  starfish.  Ate  five 
or  six  sea  anemminies.  Little  too  much  sand  in  'em.  Ate  also  the 
last  of  the  large  oyster  I  caught  three  days  ago.  While  bathing, 
met  a  large  conger-eel.  Conger-eel  tried  to  eat  me.  Confer  got  the 
worst  o'  that  game.  Ate  him.  Werry  good.  Pickled  his  head  in 
sea- water.  Take  him  with  meals,  as  a  relish. 

Note,  next  morning,  by  BUKTSR  (still at  Robinson  Crutoe). — Didn't 
sleep  well.  Nightmare.  Dreamt  as  I  was  being  roasted  by  them 
sea  anemminies,  and  dogfish  barking  at  me.  'Orrid  ! 

Flash  of  Joy. — Thank  Goodness  I  Nets  up.  No  more  trawling. 
We  are  making  rapidly  for  shore.  Torquay  is  re-appearing.  Land 
in  sight. 

AUTUMN  SONG  OF  THE  8PIDKK. 

'TWAS  the  Last  Fly  of  Summer, 

He  was  buzzing  alone, 
In  my  web  the  Last  Comer, 

And  now  ...  he  is  gone. 

Forll  hung  him  by  the  throttle, 

Till  I  ate  him.    He  was  high. 
And  I  quaffed  my  last  Blue  Bottle, 

To  the  Mem'ry  of  that  Fly. 


A  Bousing  Note. 

URGING  the  Admiralty,  instead  of  trusting  to  the  "  hogs  in 
armour  "  which  they  have  been  building  for  these  twenty  years,  to 
adopt  the  powerful  Steam  Ram  invented  by  MR.  DRAKE,  ADMIRAL 
Rors  observes,  in  a  letter  of  reply  to  MR.  KKED,  "  It  is  never  too 
late  to  mend."  The  remark  is  aptly  addressed  to  MR.  REED  ;  but 
may  it  take  effect  on  MR.  REED'S  successor. 

DESPERATE  SHAM  FIOHT. — The  opposing  forces  fired  point-blank 
with  blank  cartridge. 
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A    SUBJECT    FOR    TRIUMPH. 

"  WHAT  HAVE  YOU  BEEN  CRYING  FOR,  GEORGE  !" 

" 'Corn  MAMMA  WOULDN'T  GIVE  ME  A  THPUKGE-CAKE,  'COTH  I'VE  GOT  A 
THTUMMACH-ACHE  I" 

"AH  HA!    I'VE  GOT  A  'Puwof-CAXx  AND  A  'TVXXACH-A.CUE,  root" 


BRAVO,    GTTGLIELMO! 


OUR  eloquent  PREMIKB  can  talk  like  a  Statesman  if 
he  pleases.  Witness,  in  his  speech  on  having  been  pre- 
sented with  the  freedom  of  Aberdeen,  the  following 
passage  relative  to  Irish  "Home  Rule": — 

"  Can  any  sensible  man,  any  rational  man,  suppose  that  at 
this  time  of  day — in  this  position  of  the  world — we  are  going  to 
disintegrate  the  great  capital  institutions  of  this  country,  for  the 
purpose  of  making  ourselves  ridiculous  in  the  sight  of  all  man- 
kind, and  crippling  any  power  we  possess  for  bestowing  benefits 
through  legislation  on  the  country  to  which  we  belong  ?  " 

This  tune  goes  manly.  'Tis  a  snatch  of  song  that 
might  have  been  sung  by  PALMEKSTON.  Let  us  hope 
that  neither  cajolery,  menace,  or  change  of  conviction, 
will  ever  make  the  singer  sing  any  smaller. 


BISHOPS  OVER  THE  BORDER. 

GOOD  gracious,  what  a  piece  of  work 
Is  made  by  various  Pens,  debating 

The  act  of  Prelates,  in  the  Kirk 
Of  late  who  've  been  officiating ! 

As  if  aside  mere  forms  to  fling, 
Occasion  when  just  cause  created, 

Were  not  about  the  wisest  thing 
Of  Bishops  for  some  time  related. 

Doing  at  Rome  as  Romans  do, 

Bishops  would  Parsons  with  them  carry, 
Then  why  not,  when,  in  Scotland  too, 

As  Scotchmen  doing  at  Glengarry  'f 


Volcanic  Medicine. 

ACCORDING  to  the  latest  intelligence  from  Naples, 
Vesuvius  is  again  in  a  state  of  eruption.  Considering 
the  source  whence  we  derive  our  chief  supply  of  sulphur, 
it  is  a  wonder  that  homosopathists  have  not  urged,  as  a 
proof  of  the  doctrine  that  like  cures  like,  the  agency 
of  that  mineral  in  volcanic  eruptions,  coupled  with  its 
efficacy  in  the  cure  of  diseases  of  the  skin. 


A  SAD  SPECTACLE. 

To  the  Editor  of  Punch. 

SIB,— In  an  article  which  appeared  lately  in  your  valuable  period- 
ical, I  noticed  a  casual  reference  to  the  alarming  increase  of  defective 
vision  in  this  country,  as  shown  by  the  growing  use  of  double  eye- 
glasses by  young  ladies  of  the  upper  and  middle  ranks  of  society. 

I,  too,  was  greatly  concerned,  in  the  course  of  this  last  season,  to 
observe  the  same  evidence  of  impaired  sight  at  exhibitions,  concerts, 
theatres,  and  other  places  of  public  resort ;  and  I  have  been  hoping 
to  read  some  communication  from  the  President  of  the  College  of 
Surgeons,  or  the  leading  oculists  of  London,  giving  us  the  benefit  of 
their  opinion  on  so  serious  a  subject. 

As,  however,  the  Profession  seem  to  shut  their  eyes  to  this  spread- 
ing evil,  I  will  no  longer  delay  suggesting  to  the  afflicted  sufferers 
a  means  of  arresting  further  injury  to  their  beautiful  black,  blue, 
grey,  and  hazel  orbs.  The  use  of  tinted  spectacles,  purple  or  green, 
as  the  individual  taste  might  fancy,  with  sideglasses  where  required 
as  an  additional  protection,  would  I  am  convinced  speedily  produce 
a  most  salutary  effect  upon  the  eye,  so  that  we  should  soon  have  the 
happiness  of  seeing  the  interesting  victims  regain  their  sight. 

I  feel  very  strongly,  Sir,  on  the  subject  on  which  I  now  address 
you,  for  if  nothing  is  done  to  check  the  progress  of  this  fashionable 
infirmity,  who  can  tell  what  fresh  calamity  may  not  bef al  society  ? 
Deafness  may  attack  it  next,  and  before  many  more  seasons  are 
over  we  may  nave  the  pain  of  witnessing  everywhere,  in  our  exhi- 
bition galleries  and  ball-rooms,  ear-tubes  and  trumpets,  and  other 
acoustic  apparatus,  in  the  hands  of  the  most  distinguished  and  lovely 
girls. 

These  little  instruments  there  is  no  doubt  modern  ingenuity  would 
fabricate  in  such  tasteful  and  elegant  materials  and  designs  that 
young  men  of  rank  and  fashion  would  not  be  ashamed  to  transmit 
through  them  their  remarks  on  the  weather,  the  opera,  and  the  pic- 
tures ;  or  even,  in  a  sufficiently  retired  situation,  to  make  a  dainty 
mother-of-pearl  or  or-molu  trumpet  the  medium  of  the  avowal  of 


an  ardent  attachment  to  some  charming  creature,  whose  only  defect 
might  be  a  defect  of  hearing.  But  I  must  not  dwell  longer  on  so 
distressing  a  theme.  SPECTATOB. 

P.S.  It  cannot  have  escaped  your  observation  how  rarely  the 
lower  classes  are  afflicted  with  short  sight.  Can  you  remember  to 
have  seen  a  bill-sticker  at  work  with  a  glass  in  his  eye,  or  a 
cabman  settling  a  pair  of  folders  on  his  nose  before  he  starts  on  a 
journey  ?  I  leave  the  solution  of  this  puzzle  to  the  Staff  of  the 
Ophthalmic  Hospital. 


ADVICE  TO  VISITORS. 

Note  for  October.— Visitors  to  London,  during  October,  ought  not 
to  miss  attending  at  Guy's  Hospital,  to  witness  the  election  of  a  Guy 
for  November  5th,  1871.  The  proceedings  are  commenced  in  private 
by  the  solemn  opening  of  the  Lodge  of  Old  Guys.  After  disposal  of 
such  business  as  has  to  be  transacted,  the  public  are  admitted  to 
seats  set  apart  for  them,  special  places  being  reserved  for  the  candi- 
dates, who  are  allowed  to  bring  Aunt  Sallies  but  no  other  relatives. 
Representatives  from  Madame  Tussaud's,  the  Statues  of  London, 
the  Hairdressers  and  Readymade  Tailors'  shops  attend  as  committee 
men.  Scotland  is  represented  by  three  of  the  best  Highland  snuff- 
takers  in  full  costume,  who  for  that  day  only  relinquish  their 
positions  held  for  so  many  years  as  honorary  sentinels  before  certain 
tobacconists'  doors.  Their  vote  is  only  called  for  in  cases  of  diffi- 
culty, as  they  are  considered  to  be  present  as  friends  at  a  pinch. 
We  have  no  authority  for  stating  that  MR.  ATRTON  will  preside 
this  year  at  the  meeting,  but  there  are  some  grounds  for  believing 
that  the  Right  Honourable  Gentleman  has  been  invited  to  fill  the 
Chair.  On  the  conclusion  of  the  election,  the  public  will  be  ad- 
mitted to  view  the  old  Guys  (pensioners)  very  few  of  whom  now 
remain,  owing  to  the  liberality  of  the  present  age.  We  cannot  take 
leave  of  our  country  friends  without  reminding  them  not  to  lose  this 
opportunity  of  witnessing  a  comparatively  ancient  and  certainly 
most  interesting  ceremony. 
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INCORRIGIBLE! 

Mrs.  Jf 'Finnan  (very  genteel,  and  speaks  pure  Edinburgh  English).  "Mr  DEAR,  YOU 'v«  OOT  PIGEON-PIE  THERE,  I  THINK." 
Mr.  M'Finnan  (an  Aberdanian,  and  not  particular).   "A. YE.     FA-A'S  FOR  BOO  TAIR-RT  ?    I'll  FOB  KEEN  MYSEL'  !" 


THE  PLACE  POR  THE  PEACE  CONGRESS. 

THE  Peace  Congress  has  been  meeting  at  Lausanne  :  its  members, 
of  course,  going  to  loggerheads.  The  subject  of  the  Commune 
having  been  introduced  at  one  of  its  sittings,  occasioned  a  furious 
row,  and  according  to  telegram : — 

"  The  Editor  of  the  Estafette,  who  ventured  to  «upport  the  Commune,  was 
violently  turned  out  of  doors,  amidst  a  scene  of  indescribable  tumult  and 
confusion." 

A  feature  which  characterised  the  preachers  of  peace  no  less 
remarkably  than  concord  was  coherency.  At  the  same  sitting  as 
that  above  referred  to  : — 

"M.  LF.MONNIF.H  presented  a  report  on  social  questions  which  defended  the 
principle  ot  individual  right  to  property. 

•'  HEUK  GJEOO  did  not  agree  with  the  report,  but  advocated  the  abolition 
of  baptism." 

As  HERE  GOEGO  disagrees  with  a  report  defending  the  principle 
of  right  to  property,  it  is  to  be  presumed  that  he  desires  the 
abolition  of  right  to  property.  But,  however,  the  foregoing  state- 
ment seems  to  say,  he  advocates  the  abolition  of  baptism.  As 
if  the  abolition  of  baptism  were  a  measure  which  a  gentle- 
man who  advocates  the  abolition  of  right  to  property  could  be 
supposed  likely  to  have  any  difficulty  in  likewise  advocating.  If 
the  wire  has  correctly  transmitted  the  tenor  of  HERR  GOEGO'S 
address  to  the  Peace  Congress,  HERR  09600,  apart  from  his  ago  and 
his  nationality,  has  highly  qualified  himself  for  admission  into  a 
British  institution  of  which  the  funds  have  lately  been  augmented 
by  the  Royal  munificence  of  Her  Majesty,  QUEKK  VICTORIA,  with 
a  donation  of  £500.  With  the  permission  of  circumstances^and  of 
persons  in  relation  to  them,  the  Peace  Congress  might  find  an 
Asylum  which  would  be  a  very  suitable  place  for  it  to  hold  its  next 
meeting  in  at  Earlswood. 

A  SWELL  AMONG  FLOWBBS.— A  Dandelion. 


CATS! 

THE  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  is  nominally  taking  a  holi- 
day, but  every  member  of  society  must  feel  certain  that  his  thoughts 
are  always  fixed  on  his  next  Budget,  sleeping  or  waking,  by  night 
or  by  day,  in  his  drives  or  his  dreams,  in  the  nours  of  social  inter- 
course, or  in  the  retirement  of  the  study.  The  house  Cat  has  before 
now  been  suggested  to  him  as  an  animal  on  whose  back  a  tax 
would  sit  lightly.  If  MB.  LOWE  is  musing  over  the  suggestion,  he 
ought  to  he  made  acquainted  with  an  important  piece  oil  statistical 
intormation  which  has  lately  been  published,  as  it  would  probably 
put  an  end  at  once  to  all  his  doubts  on  the  subject — in  London  alone 
there  are  said  to  be  "  700,000"  Cats ! 


The  Dear  Creatures. 

THE  Income-tax  paying  portion  of  the  People  will  be  relieved  of 
some  apprehensions  by  the  estimate,  made  by  parties  likely  to  know, 
that  the  expenses  of  the  Hampshire  Campaign  will  fall  within 
£100,000.  What  is  £100,000  ?  A  mere  gnat-bite.  Why  the  whole 
amount  of  that  money  invested  in  the  Three-per-Cents  would  yield 
an  income  of  only  £3,000  a-year;  not  enough,  in  these  days,  to 
marry  an  ordinarily  expensive  girl  on. 


liars  and  Ceres. 

"  THE  Hampshire  Manoeuvres,"  our  friend  HAWFINCH  said, 
"  Used  over  the  land  heretofore  to  be  spread  ; 
But  now  times  is  altered,  so  likewise  be  they. 
I  hopes,  howsomedever,  the  Farmer  they  '11  pay." 

NEW  STYLE  OF  ARCHITECTURE. 

MRS.  MALAPROP  has  been  staying  in  the  country  for  a  few  days, 
at  an  old-fashioned  house,  all  over  Gabriels,  with  millions  in  the 
windows. 
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OUR    NEW    NOVEL. 

A   TREBLE    TEMPTATION. 
CHAPTER   VII. 

MOLLY  BORNE  saw  her  mistress's  distress  and  whispsred  in  her 
car  insidiously. 

At  this  whisper  LADY  BUSSIT  a  eye  flashed  fire,  then  she  became 
preternaturally  calm,  and  sent  for  the  Citrate. 

Now,  when  a  woman  so  gentle  as  LADY  BUSSIT  becomes  preter- 
naturally calm,  and  sends  for  a  Curate,  it  means  Something. 

The  Curate,  Ma.  BANJO,  came  and  had  an  interview  with  SLY- 
BOOTS, the  Family  Solicitor. 

SLYBOOTS  was  of  opinion,  live  times,  that  nothing  could  be  done. 
This  amounted,  ultimately,  to  one  pound,  thirteen  and  fourpence, 
besides  expenses  in  coming  down  from  London. 

The  Curate  left  SLYBOOTS  in  the  dining-room,  where  he  continued 
giving  his  opinion  to  the  cold  chicken,  tongue,  and  viands  on  the 
table  from  mere  f9rce  of  habit,  and  putting  it  down  at  six  and 
eightpence,  every  time,  in  his  pocket-book. 

LADY  BUSSIT  thanked  Ms.  BANJO,  the  Curate,  for  his  prompt 
attention  to  her  summons. 

MB.  BANJO  blushed  and  clasped  his  hands. 

"I  would  do  anything  for  you  ....  LADY  BUSSIT,"  he  said, 
and  sat  down,  nervously,  on  a  workbox,  among  the  needles,  by 
accident. 

LADY  BUSSIT  was  too  much  absorbed  to  notice  the  young  man  a 
agitation. 

"  Let  us  come  to  the  point,"  she  said. 

"  I  have,"  murmured  Ma.  BANJO,  removing  the  last  and  sharpest 
needle. 

Then  they  sat  opposite  one  another,  and  fixed  their  eyes  sadly  on 
the  carpet. 

"SLYBOOTS  is  too  slow,  too  timid,"  said  Ma.  BANJO;  "/  would 
net,,  and  at  once." 

"How?" 

"  We  require  a  man  of  superhuman  genius."  ME.  BANJO  blushed 
as  he  said  this,  and  slightly  turned  to  the  right,  then  he  went  on. 
"  We  require  a  man  of  unbounded  energy," — he  blushed  again,  and 
turned  slightly  to  the  left—"  a  man,  handsome  as  Apollo,  strong  as 
Hercules,  clever  as  Minerva,  with  the  will  of  Jove,  and  the  pluck 
of  Mars."  His  face  was  suffused  with  blushes. 

LADY  Bussn  caught  some  of  his  enthusiasm. 

"  You  are  describing  Yourself,"  she  exclaimed,  her  whole  face 
beaming  with  admiration  of  the  athletic  form  before  her. 

"Not  so,"  returned  the  Curate,  gently;  "I  spoke  of  another; 
though,"  he  added,  diffidently,  "  I  felt  at  the  moment  you  would 
recognise  the  portrait  in  me.  It  was  natural."  And  once  more  he 
blushed,  this  time  deeply. 

"  Then  where  is  there  such  a  person  ?  " 

"I  know." 

"Who?" 

"  He  is  a  Writer,  an  Author,  of  whose  stupendous  genius  there  are 
no  two  opinions,*  even  among  his  enemies,  for  enemies  he  has ;  no 
truly  great  man  can  exist  without  making  them.  Everybody  is 
raving  about  him.  everywhere.  His  friends  rank  him  next  after 
HOMER,  and  far  above  SaAKSPEAaE.  Even  his  enemies  are  forced 
to  admit  him  to  an  equal  pedestal  with  our  greatest  Dramatic  Poet. 
He  never  writes  but  to  defend  the  cause  of  the  weak  and  the  help- 
less. His  works  teem  with  all  the  Christian  virtues.  The  numbers 
of  people  that  have  been  converted  by  merely  reading  the  titles  on 
the  covers  of  his  books,  would  alone  form  a  small  London  Directory. 
He  is  thoroughly  in  earnest.  There  is  his  secret ;  and  being  so,  has 
already  contrived  to  get  several  people  both  into,  and  out  of,  the 
Zoological  Gardens." 

"  Is  it  possible  ?    Let  us  go  to  him." 

"  I  will  write,  and  make  an  appointment  with  him." 

"Do.    A  writer?    What  does  he  write  ?" 

"  Everything." 

After  an  instant's  thought  she  replied,  "Indeed!  Then  I  am 
acquainted  with  many  of  his  works." 

The  Curate  sailed  over  the  carpet  like  an  antelope,  and  approached 
his  lips  to  her  ear.  He  whispered,  "  He  writes  for  P-nch. 

At  the  mention  of  this  name  a  thrill  of  ecstatic  pleasure  ran 
through  her  frame.  Then,  recovering  herself  with  a  strong  effort, 
she  exclaimed,  joyfully,  "  Do  not  delay  an  instant.  He  is  evidently 
the  friend  we  need." 

*  The  character  which  the  Curate  here  describes,  and  which  will  shortly 
be  before  my  readers  in  these  pages,  is  no  fictitious  one,  but  a  portrait,  a 
speaking  likeness,  of  the  writer  of  this  novel.  VANDYCK  drew  a  full  length 
of  himself,  so  did  KUBENS,  so  SALVATOR  KOSA  and  RAPHAEL.  QUENTIN 
MATSYS  carved  himself  in  iron  on  the  top  of  a  pump  ;  and,  not  to  multiply 
instances,  an  eminent  novelist  has,  in  our  own  time,  given  an  admirable 
sketch  of  himself ;  so  why  should  not  The  Author  of  this  Novel  ? 


Ma.  BANJO  went  into  the  study,  and  dispatched  his  note  to  MR. 
JUFF,  the  celebrated  Author.    Then  MB.  BANJO  came  down  again, 
ooking  flushed  and  handsome.    Then  he  blushed. 
(End  of  Chapter  the  Seventh.) 


CHAPTER  VIII. • 

NEXT  morning  in  came  MR.  BANJO.  Glowing  with  health  and 
ligh  spirits,  the  Athlete  crashed  through  the  conservatory  window, 
and  stood  before  LADY  BUSSIT.  "  Coo  !  "  said  the  gentle  Curate ; 
whereat  LADY  BUSSIT  raised  her  head,  and  listened. 

"  Shall  I  read  you  JUFF'S  letter  ?  "  he  asked. 

"You  shall." 

"  '  DKAR  SIR, —  The  case  of  a  gentleman  confined^  in  the  Zoological 
Gardens  among  the  bears,  by  an  interested  relative,  is  a  first-rate 
notion,  and  looks  like  truth.  There  is  matter  in  it  for  a  novel,  a 
drama,  a  poem,  ultimately  a  burlesque,  and  at  Christmas  time  a 
wntomime.  Let  the  lady  call  on  me  in  person.  Perhaps  I  can 
let  her  an  engagement  in  London  or  the  provinces,  where,  by  the 
cay,  she  might  star '  in  a  play  of  mine  on  this  very  subject.  At 
home  every  day,  and  to  special  visitors  at  any  hour,  if  you  touch  the 
ittlf,  ivory  knob  on  the  right  side  of  my  door,  one  foot  from  the  step. 
As  for  you,  I  know  ran.  You  pulled  No.  6  in  the  University  Fours 
at  Henley,  and  took  a  threepenny  'bus,  instead  of  a  cab,  from  the 
Marble  Arch  to  the  Haymarket,  to  save  ninepence.  See  '  Ride 
Journal,'  April  1,  cited  in  my  '  Joke  Book,'  same  date,  and  also  in 
ny  '  Indices  Subjicientes  Spectacula,  Comeedias,  et  Ludicra'  under 
B'  for'  Banjo.'  « 1 1  Yours  very  heartily, 

And  did  you?"  "'JUFF.'" 

Did  I  what  ?  " 

Save  ninepence  ?  " 

Yes." 

How  noble  and  how  bold  you  are  ! ' 

BANJO  blushed  all  over.  It  took  him  exactly  three  minutes  to  do 
;his.  and  unblush  again. 

Then  he  resumed  : — 

"  You'll  call  on  Ma.  JUFF."  She  hesitated,  and  he  continued: 
'  He  won't  come  down  here.  A  marvellously  popular  writer,  like 
JUFF,  is  spoiled  by  the  ladies.  They  won't  let  him  alone.  They  pet 
lim,  play  with  him,  write  to  him,  dance  round  him,  in  crowds,  all 
day  long.  So  you  can't  expect  him  to  come  down  here  on  a  stranger's 
Dusiness." 

LADY  BUSSIT  decided  to  go,  took  her  maid,  MOLLY  BORNE,  with 
her,  and  travelling  by  the  Unlimited  Express  from  Bussit  Station, 
was  at  MR.  JUFF'S  door  by  half -past  exactly. 

It  was  a  magnificent  house  in  the  finest  quarter  of  Belgravia. 

Its  site  had  been  formerly  a  square,  but  had  been  purchased  (out 
of  the  receipts  from  one  of  his  papers  in  P-nch),  by  Ma.  JUFF,  whose 
quick  eye  had  at  once  seized  upon  its  capabilities. 

Chestnuts,  oaks,  Scotch  firg,  and  the  African  pine,  so  rarely  seen 
in  the  metropolis,  stood  between  the  busy  thoroughfare  and  MR. 
JUFF'S  front  door. 

There  were  two  entrance  lodges,  which  were  gems  of  the  best 
architectural  design,  and  the  drive  was  divided  from  the  pathway 
by  a  narrow  but  clear  running  stream,  whereon  a  gondola  was  in 
waiting  to  convey  such  visitors  as  might  prefer  this  mode  of  arriving 
at  the  house. 

LADY  BUSSIT  could  not  conceal  her  admiration  and  wonder  at  all 
she  saw.  She  had  been  reared  in  the  idea  that  authors  lived  on 
airy  flights,  in  Bohemia,  not  Belgravia,  and  this  palace — for  it  was 
no  less — astonished  her. 

At  first  she  thought  she  must  have  made  a  mistake ;  but  the  name 

JUFF  "  over  the  lodges,  on  the  gate-pillars,  on  the  gravel  of  the 
tramway,  on  the  tesselated  pavement  (where  it  was  inlaid  with 
costly  stones),  and  on  the  prow  and  nag  of  the  gondola,  at  once 
dissipated  any  such  idea. 

A  slave,  black  as  ebony,  suddenly  stood  before  her,  and  lacing 
round,  led  the  way  to  the  Italian  portico. 

At  the  front  door  she  called  to  mind  MB.  JUFF'S  own  instruc- 
tions, and  pointed  to  the  small  ivory  knob. 

The  negro  pressed  it  lightly.  He  then  respectfully  salaamed,  and, 
drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  disappeared. 

There  was  no  time  allowed  LADY  BUSSIT  for  speculation  on  this 
new  wonder,  for  the  hall-door,  moving  noiselessly,  and  apparently  of 
its  own  accord,  stood  open  before  her. 

She  summoned  up  all  her  resolution,  repeating  to  herself  several 
times,  "  CHARLES,— Husband.— Zoological  Gardens." 

"  May  I?"  she  asked  timidly  of  nobody.  She  was  standing  on 
a  doormat  of  the  purest  Circassian  tresses,  prepared  after  some 
occult  receipt. 

*  "  The  length  of  this  chapter  is  exceptional,  but  so  is  its  subject.  I  have 
attempted  to  portray  the  author  of  this  novel — myself.  It  has  been  a  delicate 
task,  but  I  think  I  have  succeeded." — Extract  from  a  Letter  to  the  Editor. 
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Silence  assents.  There  was  no  answer.  She  advanced  a  step,  and 
the  hall  door  closed. 

t  So  noiselessly  was  this  done,'  and  so  admirably  did  the  door  fit 
into  the  wall,  that  neither  sound  nor  seam  could  snow  her  where  she 
had  entered. 

The  hall  was  of  Basilica  pattern,  lighted  round  the  dome  by  some 
thousands  of  rose-coloured  lanterns,  which,  entirely  hidden  from 
sight,  shed  warm  and  cheering  bloom  upon  the  interior.  Frescoes 
by  the  greatest  masters  of  the  Italian  school,  rendered  the  dome 
glorious  and  illustrated  the  chief  events  of  MK.  JUFF'S  career. 

Accustomed  to  the  grandest  houses  LADT  BUSSIT  was  utterly 
overwhelmed  by  these  simple,  but  artistic  effect*. 

Then  it  struck  her  that  it  was  either  all  a  dream,  or  that  she  had 
got  into  St.  Peter's  at  Rome  by  mistake. 

"  Well,  I  NEVER ! !  "  exclaimed  MOLLT. 

This  observation  recalled  LADT  Btrssir  to  herself.  She  now 
became  aware  of  a  fragrant  aromatic  breeze  pervading  the  Hall. 
This  seemed  to  refresh  her,  and  she  approached  the  fountain  which 
was  musically  plashing  in  the  centre.  This  was  so  contrived  that 
<  vi  ry  single  drop  of  water  from  the  jet  fell  upon  a  peculiarly- 
fashioned  stone,  and  gave  forth  such  varied  sounds  as  produced  a 
harmony,  the  like  of  which  LADY  BUSSIT  had  never  heard. 

In  the  centre  of  the  fountain  now  appeared  a  lovely  maiden, 
habited  like  a  Naiad,  who,  presenting  an  oyster  shell  made  ot 
Indian  pearl  enshrined  in  gold,  chased  by  HKNVK.NUTO  ('nr.r.ixi, 
bade  LADY  BUSSIT  note  her  name  and  business  upon  it  with  an  elec- 
tric pencil.  She  thought  a  few  lines,  which  were  suddenly  repro- 
duced in  writing  on  the  shell,  which  she  forthwith  returned  to  the 
maiden,  who  instantly  disappeared,  while  soft  music  penetrated  the 
air.  Turning  her  head  towards  the  quarter  whence  these  sounds 
came,  she  perceived  a  beautiful  Indian  girl  motioning  her  to  follow. 

She  did  so.  Not  a  sound  of  London  could  be  heard.  Not  the  roll 
of  an  omnibus,  not  the  rattle  of  a  cab,  not  the  footfall  of  a  police- 
man. Yet,  this  was  Belgravia. 

At  the  maid's  touch  two  huge  glass  doors  flew  open.  These  dis- 
closed a  Tropical  grove.  Mangoes,  cocoa-nuts,  oranges,  hung  in 
clusters.  Birds  of  the  brightest  plumage  and  most  enchanting  song 
flattered  hither  and  thither,  cooling  the  air  by  the  fan-like  motion 
of  their  gorgeous  wings. 

Parrots  had  built  in  the  sycamores,  and  were  teaching  their  young 
to  speak  such  words  as  they  themselves  had  learnt. 

They  had  one  or  two  varieties  of  cry.  The  sounds  that  LADT 
BUSSIT  caught  were  "  JUFF,"  '?  The  Great  JUFF,"  "  JUFF'S  at  home." 
So  she  passed  on. 

More  glass  doors,  which,  opening,  showed,  as  it  were,  the  Depths 
of  the  Ocean. 

Here  fish  disported  themselves,  and  LADY  BUSSIT  and  her  maid 
walked  on  a  carpet  of  the  finest  sand  through  stalactite  caves,  cool 
crystal  grots,  and  beneath  arches  of  flowering  seaweed  trees. 

Then  they  were  ushered  into  a  Hall  oil  more  than  Peruvian 
splendour. 

Masterpieces  of  painting  and  sculpture  surrounded  her.  A  soft 
clear  light  was  diffused  through  the  apartment.  Mirrors  dexterously 
let  into  the  walls  reflected,  noiselessly,  the  outside  world,  and 
pictured,  as  it  were,  the  most  beautiful  spots  in  the  London  Parks, 
showing  how  adroitly  the  Designer  had  fixed  the  site  of  his 
residence. 

So  far  all  was  romantic :  but  in  a  corner,  beneath  a  palm  tree, 
stood  a  writing  table,  and  over  various  doors,  which  LADY  BUSSIT 
now  noticed  for  the  first  time,  were  written  "  Tragedies," 
"Comedies,"  "Novels,"  "Romances,"  "Burlesques,  "Magazines," 
and  other  inscriptions,  which  she  could  not  at  once  understand. 

By  the  writing  table  were  huge  baskets  of  gold,  silver,  and  iron. 
These  were  labelled,  severally,  Jokes,  Good  Things,  Repartees, 
Impromptus,  Plots,  Puns,  Used,  Unused. 

ror  MR.  JUFF  was  not  one  of  those  writers  who  trust  to  the 
Inspiration  of  the  Moment  for  success.  He  held  that  a  good  thing, 
once  said,  no  matter  by  whom,  ought  never  to  be  thrown  away  and 
lost,  but  catalogued  and  classed  for  reference,  so  as  to  be  found 
when  wanted. 

LADY  liussiT  had  barely  time  to  form  some  idea  of  The  Stupen- 
dous Genius  which  had  done  all  this,  when  a  bevy  of  laughing 
damsels,  pelting  with  choice  flowers  some  object  at  present  hidden 
from  her  sight,  entered  the  room. 

"  Our  game  is  over,"  said  a  sweet  voice,  issuing  apparently  from 
the  Rosery  whence  the  girls  had  issued.  "  Go  to  your  ices.  We 
will  meet  anon." 

The  ladies  wandered  away  in  various  directions,  and  were  soon 
lost  to  sight  and  hearing. 

Then  The  Author,  who  had  been  enjoying  a  moment's  recreation, 
approached  the  open  window. 

^,He  was  tall,  classically  handsome,  and  wore  a  suit  of  bright  orange 
velvet  turned  up  with  blue ;  his  mauve  shirt,  made  of  a  material 
unknown  in  this  country,  was  fastened  at  the  throat  by  one  mag- 
nificent diamond.  His  delicately  chiselled  hands,  peeped  out,  small 


and  white,  from  the  ruffles  of  the  real  point  lace  with  which  his 
wristbands  were  trimmed. 

His  shoes  were  of  a  rich  crimson,  which  afforded  an  admirable 
setting  for  the  amethysts,  rubies,  and  smaller  diamonds  with  which 
they  were  bespangled. 

He  was  smoking  a  delicately  perfumed  cigarette,  and  playing  a 
mandoline,  as  he  entered  the  room  and  stood  before  them. 

(End  oj  Chapter  the  Eighth.) 


PERMISSIVE    PROHIBITORY    GAMBLING. 


THE  difficulty,  Mr.  Punch^  of  dealing  with  the  Liquor  Trade,  is 
very  much  owing  to  the  distinction  which  the  Legislature  has  in- 
consistently made  between  Public-houses  and  Gambling-houses.  In 
absolutely  prohibiting  the  latter,  and  allowing  the  former  under 
conditions,  it  has  treated  the  Gambling-houses  as  though  they  were 
essentially  nuisances,  whilst  the  Public-houses  were  only  liable  to 
become  such  accidentally,  in  case  of  being  misconducted.  Sir,  I 
beg  to  deny  the  propriety  of  this  distinction. 

Drinking  is  in  itself  as  immoral  as  gambling.  By  drinking  of 
course  I  mean  drinking  spirituous  or  fermented  liquors,  or,  as  I 
prefer  to  call  them,  intoxicating  liquors,  because  tney  intoxicate 
when  taken  in  excess.  When  the  Legislature  suppressed  Gambling- 
houses  it  ought  to  have  suppressed  Public-houses  too  if  possible ; 
but  if  not,  then  it  should  for  the  time,  have  allowed  the  Gambling- 
houses  a  limited  existence  that  the  parallel  between  Gambling- 
house  and  Public-house  might  be  maintained.  It  should  have 
contented  itself  with  the  enactment  of  a  Permissive  Prohibitory 
Law  empowering  a  majority  of  two-thirds  of  the  rate-payers  of 
any  parish  to  close  every  Gambling-house  within  its  bounds. 

That  would  have  been  the  thin  end  of  the  wedge,  which  in  due 
time  might  have  been  driven  home,  as  I  hope  that  of  the  Permissive 
Prohibitory  Liquor  Law  will  be  very  soon  after  we  get  it ;  and  then 
drinking  a  glass  of  beer  will  have  been  constituted,  by  law,  as  great 
a  crime  as  playing,  for  stakes,  at  blind-hookey. 

Is  it  too  late,  Mr.  Punch,  think  you,  for  the  Legislature  to  retrace 
the  steps  which  it  has  taken  against  Gambling-houses  in  so  far  as  to 
place  them  on  the  same  footing  as  Public-houses  under  a  revised 
Licensing  System '(  A  great  deal  of  gambling  still  goes  on  in  private. 
Betting-houses  have  been  put  down — but  betting  lias  not  and  never 
will  be.  If,  however  there  were  one  law  of  limited  toleration  for 
Publicans  and  Gambling-house  keepers,  the  agitation  out  of  doors 
might  with  impartial  justice  still  proceed  against  both  the  Tavern  and 
the  place  not  to  be  mentioned  .to  ears  polite. 

In  the  meanwhile  people  remain  impressed  with  the  notion  that 
whereas  gambling,  as  gambling,  is  vicious,  drinking  is  no  vice  tall  it 
extends  to  drunkenness.  This  irrational  impression  is  a  serious 
obstacle  to  that  earnest  endeavour  to  procure  the  regulation  of  other 
people's  habits  in  respect  of  their  beverages,  which  is  the  unremit- 
ting occupation  of  yours  truly,  LAWSON  BTTRNET. 
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Terrible,  Sathing-Woman.   " 
Shivering  Say.   ' '  Y-E-E-ES. 


THE    CRUEL,    CRAWLING    SEA. 

I'LL  SEE  YOU  AGAIN  To-MORROW,  MY  LITTLE  GENTLEMAN — 
BUT  C-C-COULDN'T  YOU  P-P-PTJT  IN  A  PAIL  OF  WAKM  WATER,  PLEASE?" 


A  LAY  OF  THE  BRITISH  LION. 

A  LESSON  your  attention  craves, 
My  Cubs,  my  Chicks,  my  Cherubim. 

You,  as  Britannia  rules  the  waves, 
Ought  anyhow  to  learn  to  swim. 

Eh?    What!    At  the  sea-side  to  stay 
You  've  been,  for  change  of  scene  and  air. 

Take  something,  anyhow,  away, 
For  all  the  cost  of  stopping  there. 

Upon  the  water,  in  a  boat, 

Who  but  an  Ass  would  trust  his  skin, 
That  could  not  keep  himself  afloat 

If  it  fell  o'er,  and  he  fell  in  ? 

No  swimmer,  everyone  that  rows 

Is  little  better  than  insane, 
Unless  the  stream  beneath  him  flows 

As  shallow  as  his  thoughtless  brain. 

That  Donkey,  whilst  the  oar  he  plies, 

Sits  upon  an  Abyss's  brink, 
Suppose  his  frail  bark  should  capsize, 

He  down  to  Davy  Jones  would  sink. 

But  from  that  fate  to  keep  our  Tars, 
And  hold  our  own  upon  the  sea, 

We  must,  by  Neptune  and  by  Mars ! 
Build  ships  to  swim  as  well  as  we. 


Safety  Torpedo  Stores. 

THE  public  mind  has  been  reassured  by  the  result  of  investigation 
proving  the  safety  from  accidental  explosion  of  the  gun-cotton  discs 
prepared  by  the  process  of  PEOFESSOB  ABEL,  who  is  quite  another 
Chemist  than  Sir  Abel  Handy. 


A  NEW  CONFERENCE. 

"ITALY.  Udine,  Sept.  15.— The  Cacological  Congress  was  opened  here 
yesterday.  Representatives  from  Italy,  Austria,  and  Hungary  attended,  as 
well  as  a  large  assembly  of  Italians  and  Austriana." — Times. 

WHAT  can  have  been  the  object  of  this  the  latest  novelty  in  Con- 
gresses ?  To  denounce  bad  language,  to  correct  bad  style,  to  assail 
bad  logic,  to  put  down  the  nuisance  of  slang  ?  If  any  one.  of  these 
most  desirable  reforms  was  on  the  programme  of  the  Cacolpgical 
Congress,  it  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  there  is  no  mention  in  the 
report  of  the  presence  of  our  own  countrymen  and  countrywomen  at 
the  meeting  at  Udine.  They  might  have  picked  up  some  hints. 


HIS  COUNTRY'S  PRIDE. 

THE  following  telegram  arrived,  the  other  day,  from  Paris  :— 
"It  is  announced  from  Ajaccio  that  when  the  Corsican  Deputies  landed 

there  yesterday,  they  were  received  by  a  great  crowd  with  a  cry  of  '  Long 

live  the  EMPEKOR  !'  " 
Of  course  a  Prophet,  all  the  rest  of  the  world  over,  is  no  Prophet 

in  his  own  country.    But  an  ex-Emperor  everywhere  else  is  still 

an  Emperor  there. 

A  Cross  to  begin  with. 

CLEBOYMEN,  Registrars,  and  other  competent  authorities,  tell  us 
that  still  every  year  a  vast  number  of  Englishmen  and  English- 
women are  mamed,  who  cannot  sign  their  names,  either  through 
ignorance  or  drunkenness,  but  only  make  a  mark.  This  is  clearly 
not  "  The  Cross  of  Merit." 

Ship  and  Scholarship. 

THE  establishment  of  a  Naval  University  at  Greenwich  would 
certainly  prove  an  excellent  way  of  utilising  Greenwich  Hospital. 
That  magnificent  but  unoccupied  building,  however,  stands  on  terrd 
firma.  Should  not  a  Naval  University  have  Ships  for  Colleges,  and 
be  all  afloat  ? 
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LONDON     IN    AUTUMN. 

i.r.KiiRATED  MB.  PUNCH.— I  am  a 
young  man,  and  I  have  the 
misfortune  to  be  a  younger 
son.  It  is  therefore  not  asto- 
nishing that  I  am  compelled  to 
work  for  my  own  living.  I 
have-  to  work,  moreover,  for 
my  wife  and  my  small  family, 
and,  as  my  small  family  is 
rather  great  in  appetites,  I  find 
that  it  is  dear  to  me  in  more 
than  one  sense  of  that  adjec- 
tive. So  when  JEMIMA  last 
•I  uly  asked  me  where  and  when 
1  meant  to  take  her  for  the 
holidays,  I  was  forced  to  bear 
in  mind  the  coming  sixpence 
Income-tax,  and  to  avouch 
that  business,  in  the  absence 
of  my  senior  partner,  would 
keep  me  chained  to  town  until 
the  middle  of  .October,  and  as 
tli is  would  be  too  late  for 
Switzerland  or  Norway,  I 
thought  we  must  content  our- 
selves this  year  with  Dover, 
say,  or  Worthing.  JKMIM.V 
pouted,  and,  of  course,  said  that  she  cared  not  for  herself,  but  that 
the  doctor  thought  dear  baby  required  foreign  air,  while  dear 
GEOBGT  vastly  needed  a  week  or  two  at  least  of  continental  diet. 
But  JEMIMA,  has  great  reverence  for  my  senior  partner,  who  stood 
godfather  to  baby,  and  when  I  hinted  at  the  benefits  which  might 
accrue  to  that  sweet  child  from  my  obliging  his  old  godpapa, 
JEMIMA  struck  her  flag  and  sheered  off  from  the  battle. 

Now,  when  I  first  thought  of  spending  a  September  here  in 
London,  I  felt  inclined  to  fancy  that,  if  I  survived,  I  should  have 
shown  myself  deserving  of  the  Order  of  Valour.  But  I  have  passed 
a  month  so  pleasant  that  I  feel  there  has  been  no  great  merit  in  the 
feat,  and  I  should  not  vastly  wonder  if  my_  business  should  compel 
me  next  year  to  repeat  it.  So,  for  the  profit  and  instruction  of  my 
fellow  working-men,  I  will  jot  down  half  a  score  or  so  of  the 
advantages  of  being  kept  in  town  in  early  autumn : — 

1.  All  your  family  and  friends  will  pity  and  condole  with  you; 
and  possibly  your  rich  uncle  will  be  so  deeply  moved  by  the  sad 
tale  which  they  will  tell  of  your  distress,  that  he  will  volunteer  to 
pay  the  whole  cost  of  your  holiday. 

2.  Your  tradesmen  will  be  extra  civil  and  obliging,  and  will  not 
dream  of  troubling  you  for  their  small  accounts,  while  you  are  well 
nigh  their  sole  remaining  customer. 

3.  You  will  daily  get  the  pick  of  what  your  fishmonger  displays  : 
and  you  may  eat  sweetbreads,  if  you  like  them,  for  less  than  a  sixth 
part  of  what  they  cost  you  in  the  season. 

4.  You  can  hire  your  horses  cheap,  and  ride  in  Rotten  Row  as 
hard  as  ever  you  like,  without  the  slightest  fear  of  cannoning,  or 
capsizing  people. 

5.  If  you  do  meet  an  acquaintance,  ho  becomes  a  bosom  friend  to 
you,  and  you  mutually  discover  that  you  were  born  to  be  acquainted. 

6.  You  will  get  the  best  seats  at  the  theatre,  without  the  need  of 
booking  them,   and  you  may  drive  up  to  the  doors  without  a 
moment's  waiting. 

7.  You  may  occupy  for  hours  the  easiest  of  the  chairs,  the  plea- 
santest  of  the  papers,   and  the  commonly  most  crowded  of  the 
windows  at  your  Club,  without  the  faintest  risk  of  seeing  a  fellow 
you  don't  like,  or  a  bore  to  bother  you. 

8.  You  may  safely  eross  the  West-End  thoroughfares  where  and 
when  you  please,  without  being  kept  waiting  by  a  half-mile  queue 
of  carriages. 

9.  You  may,  with  equal  safety,  venture  to  escort  your  wife  down 
Regent  Street,  for  she  will  see  no  temptingly  new  bonnets  in  the 
windows. 

10.  Finally,  when  at  length  your  martyrdom  is  over,  and  you  do 
get  out  of  town,  you  will  get  your  sea-side  lodgings  at  a  quarter  of 
the  price  which  you  would  earlier  have  paid  for  them  ;  and,  more- 
over, you  will  leave  town  with  a  cheerful  countenance,  just  when 
your  unhappy  friends  with  gloomy,  albeit  sunburnt,  faces  are  re- 
turning to  it. 

These  are  some  of  the  sweet  uses  I  have  found  in  the  adversity 
which  has  kept  me  this  September  a  prisoner  to  London  ;  and  now 
I  am  still  further  rewarded  for  my  bravery  by  having  the  (food 
fortune  of  writing  you  this  letter,  and  by  seeing  once  more  inscribed 
in  your  immortal  pages  the  name  of  yours,  most  humbly, 

Sparta  Place,  Tuesday.  EPAMUJONDAS  BHOWW. 


COUNTRY  LETTER. 

Dmnbraes  Cattle,  Clydefurlh,  N.R., 
X,;,f,;nl,,-r  2:!,  JS71. 

Mr  i)Ku:  AI.I.NKXOX, 

1  \M  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  passing  your  vacation 
at  the  Merecroft.  A  few  weeks'  sojourn  at  your  Cousin  EDWARD'S 
farm  will,  I  trust,  speedily  restore  yon  to  your  accustomed  health. 

Your  mother  tells  us  that  you  have  been  overworked.    This  I  can 
readily  understand,   remembering  what  your  ex<  rtions  have  been 
Easter.     If  I  am  right  in  my  recollection,  I  believe  that  in  a 
single  week,  in  the  month  of  July,  you  attended  four  breakfast  part  i(  s, 
two  morning  cm  fancy  fair,  one  flower  show,  one  founda- 

tion stone,  one  presentation  of  colours,  six  lunchions,  live  garden 
parties,  live  ilinner  parties,  several  kettle-drums,  nine  balls,  and  the 
Opera,  and  made  many  calls,  and  appeared  in  the  Park  besides.  It 
is  not,  therefore,  surprising  if  there  is  something  amiss  with  that 
indefinite  article,  the  system ;  and  your  best  cure  will  be  the  in- 
vigorating breezes  which  sweep  across  the  Highwolds. 

As  this  is,  I  believe,  your  first  visit  of  any  duration  to  the 
country,  I  will  lay  down  a  few  rules  for  your  guidance,  which  you 
will  do  well  to  read  over,  both  when  you  retire  to  rest  at  night  and 
when  you  rise  in  the  morning. 

The  greatest  mistake  you  can  commit  is  to  imagine  that  you  ought 
to  do  nothing  all  day  but  lounge  on  the  grass  under  the  apple- 1 
idly  gazing  at  the  olue  sky,  or  eating  fruit,  or  reading  frivolous 
books,  or  laughing  and  jesting  with  your  cousins.  My  advice  to  you 
is,  that  you  should  devote  your  leisure  to  some  rational  pursuit—to 
val  History,  for  example,  for  which  the  country  offers  such 
an  ample  field — and  seek  to  make  yourself  thoroughly  master  of  some 
branch  of  that  interesting  science.  Take  up  wasps,  or  snails,  or 
glow-worms,  or  hedgehogs,  with  a  fixed  determination  to  become 
an  authority  on  the  particular  creatures  you  select  for  investigation, 
so  that  in  tame  you  may  be  pointed  out  in  society  as  the  celebrated 
Jlu.  TAXALLUTI,  who  knows  more  about,  say,  owls  or  ladybirds, 
than  any  man  in  Europe. 

Interest  yourself  in  all  the  agricultural  operations  which  may  be 
in  progress  while  you  are  under  your  cousin's  hospitable  roof.  Do 
not  be  satisfied  merely  to  ask  after  the  harvest  or  the  turnips,  but  be 
earnest  in  your  inquiries  about  the  rotation  of  crops,  corn  averages, 
irrigation,  subsoils,  the  newest  improvements  in  implements,  and 
the  cultivation  of  Italian  rye-grass.  You  can  have  no  idea  how 
useful  you  will  find  such  information  as  you  may  be  able  to  glean 
on  these  and  similar  topics,  when  you  resume  your  more  serious 
duties  at  the  dinner-tables  of  your  wealthy  and  influential  friends 
in  the  metropolis. 

Be  kind  to  the  poultry.  Their  life  is  but  a  short  one,  and  we, 
who  owe  so  much  to  them,  should  do  our  best  to  make  it  a  happy 
one.  A  little  civility  (especially  if  accompanied  with  a  little  corn) 
goes  a  long  way.  The  Silver-spangled  Hamburghs  will  never 
forget  it ;  the  Brahmapoutras  will  cackle  about  it  to  the  end  of  their 
days. 

Enter  affably  into  conversation  with  every  one  you  meet  in  your 
rambles,  without  requiring  the  formality  of  an  introduction.  Prac- 
tise stenography,  that  you  may  be  prepared  to  note  down  in  your 
pocket-book,  on  the  instant,  every  peculiarity  of  dialect  and  idiom, 
and  all  local  proverbs,  sayings,  superstitions,  customs,  folk-lore, 
stories,  traditions?  legends,  recipes,  &c.  Obtain  from  the  agricul- 
tural labourers  all  the  statistical  information  you  can  collect.  Ask 
them,  for  instance,  how  many  acres  they  have  ploughed  since  they 
reached  manhood,  how  many  turnips  (as  near  as  they  can  calculate) 
they  hoed  when  they  were  young,  and  how  many  cows  they  have 
milked  in  their  lives  ;  and  do  not  neglect  to  question  them  closely 
as  to  the  eminent  persons  who  have  been  born  or  who  have  resided 
in  the  neighbourhood.  When  you  part,  shake  their  honest  horny 
hands,  with  a  courteous  smile,  giving  them  your  card  and  an  invi- 
tation to  call  upon  you  when  next  they  come  to  Town. 

If  possible,  attempt  some  of  the  minor  operations  of  agriculture. 
Milk  a  cow,  or  handle  a  churn,  or  scatter  grain  for  the  poultry,  and 
collect  their  eggs ;  or,  at  least,  learn  to  distinguish  a  Devon  from  a 
Hereford,  ana  to  discriminate  the  difference  between  a  hogg  and  a 
gimmer. 

Be  prepared  to  take  a  gun,  or  throw  a  fly,  or  draw  a  badger, 
or  mount  a  mettlesome  horse,  or  drive  a  waggonette  down  hills 
with  a  considerable  incline,  and  through  narrow  lanes  with  sharp 
turns  -;  and  whatever  your  ignorance  or  inexperience  may  be,  have 
the  wisdom  not  to  acknowledge  it. 

Rise  early,  and  brush  the  dew  off  the  meadows  for  miles  round, 
before  you  return  to  a  milk  breakfast — your  bright  leather  shoes  will 
hardly  be  suitable  for  these  morning  excursions.  Drink  plenty  of 
buttermilk  and  whey  and  home-made  wines,  and  partake  of  a  hearty 
supper  before  you  retire  to  rest.  Nerer  be  out  of  bed  after  ten  o'clock. 

Wear  thick  boots  with  nails  in  them  ;  use  a  stout  walking-stick, 
or  better  still  a  spud ;  and  accept  from  your  Aunt  and  myself  the 
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QUITE    THE    WRONG    PLACE. 

(SCENE — Crowded  Church  at  Fashionable  Watering-place.) 

Lady  (emerging  from  Seat).    "  0,  THIH  WON'T   DO   AT  ALL  !     WE  CAN 
NOTHING  HERE  ! " 


SEE 


accompanying  Pedometer,  that  you  may  be  able  to  tell  us  at  the  close  of  your 
visit  the  exact  number  of  miles  you  have  accomplished. 

Your  best  books  to  read  will  be  Encyclopaedias  of  Agriculture  and  rural 
sports,  Enclosure  Acts,  the  bound  volumes  of  the  Mark  Lane  Express,  and  the 
Journal  of  the  Royal  Agricultural  Society,  works  on  farriery  and  the  Geology 
of  the  district,  and  MOFLDBURY'S  County  History. 

You  know  my  partiality  for  meteorological  pursuits.  If  you  can  keep  a 
diary  of  your  readings  of  the  barometer  and  thermometer  five  or  six  times  in  the 
course  of  the  day  and  night,  and  your  observations  of  the  weather,  the  wind, 
the  clouds,  the  rainfall,  electrical  phenomena,  mock  suns,  lunar  rainbows, 
auroras,  &c.,  I  shall  be  pleased  to  look  it  over  when  we  meet. 

We  are  now  on  a  round  of  most  agreeable  visits,  and  shall  not  be  back  in 
Fontenoy  Street  till  after  Christmas,  when  we  shall  be  glad  to  see  you.  Yoxir 
affectionate  Uncle,  MARMADTJKE  BOKINOHAM. 

ALGERNON  TAXALLTTM,  ESQ., 

EDWARD  OLLERTON,  ESQ., 

The  Merecroft,  Gypton-on-Ewle, 

PROBLEM  IN  "POSOLOGY." 

THE  papers  report  a  "  Homoeopathic  Congress,  which,  to  the  number  of 
flfty  homoiopathists,  met,  the  other  day,  at  the  Randolph  Hotel,  Oxford." 

DR.  BLACK  (Clifton)  read  a  paper  on  '  Posology,'  which  led  to  an  animated 
discussion  as  to  the  efficacy  of  high  and  low  doses ; "  a  point  whereon  it 
appears  that  "  homooopathists  are  willing  to  meet  allopathists  half-way,  the 
latter  on  their  part  having  of  late  years  considerably  modified  the  wholesale 
dosing  which  was  in  vogue  in  bygone  days."  Very  likely ;  but  one  would 
wish  to  know  what  quantity  could  be  agreed  upon  as  lying  half-way  between  an 


~..M^Y  am  ,  jvu.  uavc  ueeu  tu  f  •uwnuuwv  ,  yuu  imve  iieara  ine  (Jiown  asK  tne 
Shopkeepr,  "How  muchP"  That,  dearest,  is  a  Posological  question.  The 
philosopher  in  motley  talks  Posology. 

INCIDENT  OF  THE  AUTUMN  CAMPAIGN.— The  Hog's  Back  bristled  with  bayonets. 


THE  PEERS  FOR  THE  PEOPLE. 

(By  a  bigoted  Constitutionalist.) 

Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree, 

The  proverb  says  untruly ; 
For  that,  we  know,  did  Tailors  Three ; 

All  in  one  street,  too,  Tooley. 
They  stand  upon  Fame's  column,  tall 

Above  the  loftiest  steeple ! 
Some  other  such  agree  to  call 

Themselves  the  British  People.' 

The  House  of  Lords  has  roused,  just  now, 

The  People's  indignation ; 
(Those  blatant  bull-calves  to  allow 

Their  own  grand  appellation) 
By  choosing  not  a  Bill  to  pass 

Without  deliberate  weighing ; 
It  minded  not  how  many  an  Ass 

Its  wisdom  might  set  braying. 

And  'gainst  the  Lords  there  is  some  bray, 

Some  cackle,  and  some  bleating, 
And,  in  those  accents  what  some  say, 

Their  betters  quote,  repeating, 
With  faint  rebuke,  in  milder  phrase 

Than  donkey's,  calf 's,  or  fjoose's, 
As  though,  in  these  progressive  days, 

The  Peers  had  lost  their  uses. 

'Tis  well  we  have  a  House  of  Lords, 

At  times  to  stem  opinion, 
Which  sweeps  too  like  a  flood  towards 

Its  ultimate  dominion  ; 
To  give  it  just  that  little  pause 

Which,  in  excitement's  season, 
It  needs,  lest  it  result  in  laws 

Which  will  not  stand  to  reason. 

That  House  the  Platform's  Prigs  impedes 

Dictation  from  imposing 
On  other  people's  acts  and  deeds, 

Whilst  quiet  folk  are  dozing. 
It  dares  not,  cannot  drag  behind, 

The  Nation  onward  going ; 
It  only  gives  the  Nation's  mind 

The  Nation  time  for  knowing. 

It  much  contributes  to  maintain 

The  freedom  of  a  Briton, 
Which,  if  King  Mob  did  o'er  us  reign, 

His  Majesty  would  sit  on : 
Which,  mark  you,  now  to  circumscribe, 

Some  demagogues  endeavour : 
Above  their  aims,  above  their  bribe, 

The  House  of  Lords  for  ever  ! 


RETIREMENT  EXTRAORDINARY. 

IN  the  report  of  an  extraordinary  assault  case  which 
appeared  the  other  day  in  a  contemporary,  the  accused 
was  described  as  "  the  son  of  a  retired  gentleman " — 
What  does  that  mean?  A  retired  cheesemonger  is 
generally  taken  to  mean  a  cheesemonger  that  was,  who 
has  relinquished  trade.  By  parity  of  construction  would 
not  a  retired  gentleman  mean  somebody  who  has  been  a 
gentleman,  but  has  declined  from  being  one  ?  A  gentle- 
man accustomed,  as  "Our  London  Correspondent"  said 
of  MR.  TENNYSON,  "to  shut  himself  out  from  his  kind  " 
is  describable  as  a  retired  gentleman  in  a  sense ;  but 
that  sense  would  be  nonsense  in  the  foregoing  connec- 
tion ;  wherein,  perhaps,  by  a  retired  gentleman  we  are 
to  understand  a  gentleman  who,  having  been  in  a 
genteel  line  of  business,  has  retired  from  the  business 
but  not  from  the  gentility. 


Bucolics  at  Mayence. 

THE  Prussian  Correspondent  of  the  Times,  in  an 
account  of  the  late  Ultramontane  Gathering  at  Mayenpe, 
says  that  "the  POPE  sent  them  a  Bull  laden  with 
blessings."  It  may  have  sufficed.  But  a  papal  Bull  is 
no  beef. 
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BEAUTY," 


Nephew  (with' aistketic  tastes,  utlio  has  decorated  his  rooms  "  secundum  arlem"). 
"  WHAT  DO  YOU  THINK  OF  MY  CARPET,  UNULB?" 

Uncle  (commercial,  and  who  regards  Art  from  another  point  of  view).   "  Uu  1 — 

AH  ! — TUREE-PLIE  AXMINSTER,    AIN'T   IT  ?  " 


BRITISH   FREEDOM  OF  FAITH. 

THE  Government  of  Hungary  has  interdicted  the 
Bishops  from  promulgating  the  Dogma  of  Infallibility. 
They  all  submitted  to  this  order  except  one.  the  BISHOP 
OF  STUULWKISSENIICKO,  who  took  upon  himself,  in  spite  of 
interdiction,  to  proclaim  the  Dogma  from  the  pulpit. 
For  this  act  he  was  publicly  reprimanded  by  order  of  His 
Majesty  the  King  ;  whereupon  he  too  gave  in,  and  pro- 
mised in  future  to  obey  the  law.  How  glad  AXCHBUHOP 
MAX.NIM;  must  be  that  he  is  an  Englishman !  He  and 
his  subordinates,  or  anybody  else,  except  (perhaps)  a 
beneficed  clergyman  of  the  Established  Church,  can 
freely  proclaim  the  Porn  infallible  when  and  where- 
soever they  please.  By  the  way,  whatever  may  be  said 
against  the  Infallibility  Dogma,  it  must  be  owned  to  be 
comparatively  rational.  Grant  that  dogma  of  dogmas, 
and  accept  all  its  derivatives.  Dogma  presupposes  infal- 
libility ;  or  else  Dogma  is  a  donkey  ;  no  offence  to  the 
BISHOP  or  BULLWEARMOUTII,  or  any  other  of  your  great 
High  Church  people. 

PEACE  TO  PARIS. 

BY  a  letter  from  Paris  we  are  informed  that  the 
newspapers  in  that  Capital,  recording  the  retreat  of  the 
Germans  from  its  environs,  mention  "the  satisfaction 
of  the  people  at  seeing  the  backs  of  the  invaders."  Let 
us  hope  that,  by  forbearing  from  henceforth  to  shout  for 
war,  and  by  never  more  crying  "  A  Berlin ! "  or  uttering 
any  similar  cry  demanding  aggression  on  any  neigh- 
bour, a  noble  people  will  at  no  time  again  have  them- 
selves to  thank  for  the  calamity  of  seeing  invaders'  faces, 
to  which  the  backs  of  a  noble  people's  brave  army  have 
been  turned.  

A  Question  to  be  Asked. 

THE  Pall  Mall  Gazette  notices  a  hard  case,  a  very 
hard  case,  that  of  a  poor  woman,  of  whom  suffice  it  to 
say  that : — 

"  Latterly  she  had  been  employed  making  neckties  for  gentle- 
men, and  on  the  average  slit:  earned  Is.  \()\d.  per  week,  but 
sometimes  5».,  out  of  which  she  had  to  support  herself,  the 
children,  and  to  pay  'is.  3d.  weekly  for  a  small  room." 

This  poor  woman  lived  in  Newington.  It  is  too  likely 
there  are  more  such  poor  women,  there  and  elsewhere. 
But  how  is  it,  elsewhere  if  not  there,  that  a  charwoman 
is  not  to  be  got  under  2».  or  '2s.  6rf.  a  day  ? 


SUBSTITUTE  FOR  "HOME  RULE." 

THE  utilisation  of  Sewage  is  an  object  of  great  importance,  and 
one  of  no  less  is  the  utilisation  of  Ireland.  Excuse  the  collocation 
of  Ireland  with  Sewage ;  it  exhibits  a  contrast :  but  Ireland  and 
Sewage  are,  in  a  manner',  connected,  potentially,  by  Peat,  which 
might  be  made,  by  a  method  of  usage,  to  subserve  the  utilisation  of 
both.  Enterprise  and  research  have  given  existence  to  a  joint  stock 
association,  under  the  name  of  the  Peat  Engineering  and  Sewage 
Filtration  Company.  This,  after  a  course  of  twot  years  experiments, 
at  Stoke-upon-Trent  "Workhouse,  on  the  purification  of  its  super- 
fluities by  means  of  charcoal,  chiefly  Peat,  has  found  a  process 
devised  for  that  purpose  appear  so  likely  to  prove  remunerative,  that 
it  has,  as  our  American  friends  say,  "  concluded"  on  taking  a  lease 
for  twenty-one  years  of  the  sewage  of  the  town  of  Bradford,  and 
paying  a  rental  to  the  Commissioners  on  the  cost  of  the  works.  The 
remuneration  will  bo  derived  from  the  sale  of  the  combination  of 
peat  charcoal  with  the  other  material,  the  compound  forming  a 
substitute  for  guano. 

Suppose  now  the  bogs  of  Ireland,  yielding  their  peat  for  reduction 
to  carbon  and  admixture  with  the  purified  urban  superfluities  of 
England.  Imagine  enough  of  it  brought  back  again,  in  combination 
with  those,  to  till  up  the  void  created  by  its  removal.  Barren  wastes 
would  then  be  converted  into  arable  land,  and  plenty  would  reign 
where  it  is  now  impossible  to  grow  even  potatoes.  The  remainder 
of  the  Anglo-Irish  compost  would  fertilise  the  fields  of  England ; 
and  the  presents  interchanged  between  Britannia  and  Hibernia 
would  form  a  lasting  cement  of  love  between  the  two  sisters. 


FROM  BAD  TO  WORSE. 

PROMOTION  by  purchase  !    But  stir  it 

And  it  stinks  one  into  a  passion ! 
O'er  penniless  service  and  merit 

Exalt  rich  folly  and  fashion! 
Was  madness  e'er  found  to  fit  it '' 

Had  e'er  service  a  viler  curse  ? 
'Tis  a  villanous  plan,  I  admit  it — 

And  yet,  there  are  plans  that  are  worse. 

There 's  promotion  by  change  of  coat, 

To  oblige  a  Commander-in-Chief ; 
Promotion  by  timely  vote 

For  a  Ministry  in  grief. 
There 's  promotion  by  sinking  the  gentleman, 

And  doing  service  shady ; 
Promotion  by  pleasing  the  lord's  "  leman  " — 

As  our  grandsires  called  the  lady. 

There's  promotion  by  back-door  handle, 

And  licking  great  men's  boots  ; 
Promotion  by  carrying  scandal, 

And  waistcoats,  d  la  Toott. 
But  worse  than  all— with  submission 

I  suggest  in  this  age  of  Sham — 
Is  promotion  by  competition, 

Which  means  promotion  by  CRAM ! 


Naval  Utility.  Saline. 

THE  FIRST  LOHD  OF  THE  ADMIRALTY  lately  made  a  speech  in  A  XEWSPAPEK  Correspondent,  writing  of  Margate,  says  that  he 
which  he  said  that  "  The  Xavy  of  England  was  made  to  be  used."  sees  "  no  reason  at  all  why  the  salt  of  the  earth  should  abandon  it." 
Very  well,  and  let  us  hope  that  in  time  of  need  it  will  not  prove  ,  But  Margate  has  a  greater  source  of  prosperity  than  even  the  salt  of 
useless.  i  the  earth  would  be— it  has  the  salt  of  the  sea. 
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A    GLIMPSE    AT    THE    AUTUMN     MANOEUVRES. 


1.  WE  START  FOK  THB  CAMP. 


3.  THE  FLIKS  ARE  TUB  WORST  ENEMIES. 


..  .  _         ,  ,  2.  MAPS  AKE  ALL    VERY  WELL  ON  A    DlNlNG-ROOM 

,il\  5?,,'    \J  TABLE.  BUT  ON   HORSEBACK  IT'S  A  DIFFER- 

K~v  ''  EXT  MATTKR. 


4.   WE  ARE  PURSUED  BY  THE  HEAVY   CAVALRY. 


0.  CAMP  GOT  WITH  TIIK  TROOPS?    NOT  EXACTLY. 


5.  AND  CAPTURED  BY  THE  ENEMY. 


S.  WHY  DON'T  THE  CONTROL  EMPLOY  GOOD  STOUT 

VlVANDlftRES? 


7.  THE  FRANTIC  IDIOTIC  AIDE-DE-CAMP. 


^  4g> 


9.  BRAVO,  i  KINCE  ARTHUR  ! 


10.    RECOLLECTIONS  OF  OUR  FOBEIOK  FRIENDS. 


.    \VE  ARK  AWED  Bf  AnODST  PRS8ENCES-. 
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INDIGESTION    DELICATELY    DESCRIBED. 

Mamma.  "WHERE  is  YOUR  PAIN,  MY  DARLING!" 

EdiOl.    "  0— JUST   IN  THAT   PLACE  WHERE  A  DoLI/6   WAX  ENDS  ;   AND  IT   GOES 
ALL  THE  WAY  DOWN  TO  MY  LiKOS  !  " 


MAN  AND  GOOSE. 
(Song  by  a  Student  of  Social  Science.} 

BANG  drums,  blare  trumpets  ;  band  up  street 

Nigh  sounding  more  and  more. 
Scamper  in  passage  ;  scuffling  feet, 

Ana  rush  of  maids  to  door. 
I'need  not  stir  to  know  the  cause. 

I  do  not  question  why. 
That  sound,  young  women  ever  draws : 

The  soldiers  going  by. 

The  pavement  in  my  walks  along 

Approach  I  hear  that  noi 
Forewarned  of  an  on-hurrying  throng 

Of  dirty  men  and  boys. 
I  stand  aside,  to  wall  set  back, 

And  let  obstruction  cease. 
They,  rushing  forward  headlong,  track 

Koch  others'  heels  like  geese. 

Alas,  how  like  !  is  then  the  thought 

Which  rises  in  my  mind. 
Above  geese  are  those  Beings  aught  ? 

And  are  they  not  my  Kind '( 
Hence  doth  my  one  misgiving  rise 

That  DARWIN  right  may  be. 
Mr  faith  is  shaken  ;  otherwise 

I  learn  humility. 


WISDOM  FOR  WISEACRES. 

THE  subjoined  quotation  appeared  the  other  day  in 
a  country  newspaper,  amongst  a  variety  of  moral  obser- 
vations and  jokes.  Is  it  meant  for  a  joke,  or  a  moral 
observation  P — 

"  The  state  of  the  world  is  such,  and  ao  much  depends  on 
action,  that  every  thing  seema  to  say  aloud  to  every  man,  '  Do 
something — do  it— do  it.'—  Jtn:  R.  Cecil." 

There  is  a  very  considerable  number  of  men,  who  for 
their  own  part,  will  strenuously  deny  this,  and  indeed 
affirm  the  direct  contrary.  In  their  view  the  state  of 
the  world  is  such,  and  so  much  depends  on  letting  well 
enough  alone,  that  everything  that  says  anything  at  all, 
seems  to  whisper  to  everybody,  "  Do  nothing  more  than 
you  feel  inclined  to,  and  beware  of  doing  all  that— take 
it  easy— take  it  easy." 


OUR  MARINE  ANCESTORS. 

PEOPLE  who  believe  that  they  are  descended  from  Marine  Asci- 
dians,  must  be  vastly  pleased  to  learn  that  a  Sea-water  Aquarium 
has  recently  been  opened  at  the  Crystal  Palace,  .where  they  may 
study  and  examine  the  habits  of  their  ancestors.  Supposing  sea- 
anemones  and  other  marine  creatures  were  the  ancestors  of  man,  it 
is  surely  not  impossible  that  water  babies  may  be  born  in  the  Crystal 
Palace  tanks,  and  through  progressive  stages  of  gradual  develop- 
ment may  be  expanded  into  men.  Who  knows  but  that  sea- 
urchins  may  at  Sydenham  be  discovered,  bearing  such  a  close  resem- 
blance to  humanity,  that  the  policemen  in  attendance  will  believe  it 
is  their  duty,  under  the  provisions  of  the  Education  Act,  to  take 
them  into  custody  and  send  them  off  to  school  ?  We  know  that  odd 
fish  may  be  found  in  many  circles  of  society,  and  the  fact  that  many 
a  man  is  called  a  scaly  fellow  may  be  accepted  as  a  proof  perhaps  of 
our  marine  descent. 

Whatever  be  their  ancestry,  many  men  have  certainly  the  attri- 
butes of  fiahes.  Gudgeon  in  human  form  are  plentiful  in  some 
places  ;  and  wherever  lawyers  congregate  there  is  pretty  sure  to  be  a 
shoal  of  sharks.  Moreover,  drinking  like  a  tish  is  an  accomplish- 
ment which  some  people  have  managed  to  acquire  ;  but  as  they  do 
not  confine  themselves,  like  fish,  to  drinking  water,  this  propensity 
can  hardly  be  accepted  as  a  proof  of  their  piscine  descent.  It  must, 
however,  be  admitted  that  many  men  have  something  very  fishy  in 
their  character,  seeing  they  can  hardly  keep  their  heads  above 
water ;  while  others,  get  on  swimmingly,  whatever  be  their  course. 
Englishmen  in  general  take  readily  to  the  sea.  and  in  this  way  gwe 
a  sign  perhaps  of  their  marine  descent ;  though,  if  any  British  sailor 
were  asked  if  he  believed  in  his  oceanic  origin,  and  that  his  family 
could  remotely  claim  connection  with  an  oyster,  we  fancy  that  his 
answer  would  be  one  of  negation,  and  would  probably  be  emphasised 
by  a  stronger  exclamation  than  the  expletive  Oddsfish ! 

"  THI  SPIRIT  or  THE  AGE."— Punch. 


FAL-LALS  FROM  LE  FOLLET. 

Fashions  for  October,  Le  Pallet  informs  philosophers 
and  the  fair  sex  that : — 

"  Evening  dresses,  whether  for  soirees  or  dinners,  are  worn  very  long." 

This  news  may  afford  some  delusive  encouragement  to  thoughtful 
men  hesitating  to  marry  on  account  of  the  expense  which  the  ever- 
changing  fashions  may  be  expected  to  entail  on  a  husband  whose 
wife  will,  by  a  law  of  her  nature,  be  compelled  to  follow  them  or  go 
frantic.  That  is,  if  he  takes  it  to  mean  that  evening  dresses  are 
worn  so  very  long  that,  by  the  time  they  are  left  off,  they  are  quite 
worn  out,  and  expects  that  they  will  continue  evermore  to  be  worn 
for  the  same  duration,  with  due  regard  to  economy. 

But  Le  Foltet  also  says  that : — 

"  Confections  are  worn  either  very  long  or  quite  short." 

It  is  top  probable,  therefore,  that  the  longest  evening  dresses  do 
not  remain  in  wear  any  longer  than  the  shortest  confections. 

The  uninitiated  in  the  mysteries  of  the  toilet  will  want  to  know 
what  "confections"  arc.  Le  Follet  is  not  edited,  as  it  might  be, 
with  explanatory  notes.  By  discerning  men  a  confection,  supposed 
to  mean  wearing  apparel,  will  be  clearly  enough  imagined  as  some 
sweet  thing  in  millinery.  But  some  others  will  be  apt  to  confound 
the  idea  of  a  long  confection  with  that  of  a  stick  of  barley-sugar ; 
whilst  a  short  confection,  in  their  fancy,  will  be  jumbled  together 
with  a  sort  of  pie-crust.  Or  else  they  will,  peradventure,  mash  up 
the  notions  of  confection  and  jam,  ana  figure  to  themselves  a  charm- 
ing creature  in  a  confection  as  something  in  the  shape  of  an  omelette 
d  la  confiture. 

Dramatic. 

IT  was  said  of  EDMUND  KKAN,  that  he  read  SHAKSPEARE  by  flashes 
of  lightning.  If  this  were  so,  it  would  certainly  have  been  appro- 
priate if  his  readings  were  received  with  thunders  of  applause. 


VOL.  LXI. 


154 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[OCTOBER  14,  1871. 


MY    HEALTH. 

OORSD.  —  Musical  Flash 
(adapted  quotation) — 

"  When  I  beheld  the  anchor 

weighed, 
Sweet  was  the  rattling 

chain, 
To  etay  on  board  I  was 

afraid, 

But    why  —   I    won't 
explain." 

Strange,  with  all  my 
yearnings  for  the  sea,  I 
feel,  now,  a  certain  sort 
of  insecurity  until  I  am 
once  more  on  shore. 

The  sea 's  very  well  to 
look  at,  and  the  sea  side 
is  charming,  but  once  get 
off  your  side  and  on  to 
the  sea,  the  only  pleasure 
is  in  the  Minimum  of 
Discomfort. 

[Flash  of  Discovery, — • 
Now  I  know  exactly  what 
Lop-sided  means.] 

The  hest  appointed 
yacht  can  but  attain  to 
this,  »'.  e,  the  Minimum 
of  Discomfort.  It  can  give  you  a  bed  so  scientifically  poised  as  to  be 
motionless,  like  Mahomet's  coffin,  in  mid-air.  But  then  everything 
around  you  is  moving.  You  're  as  likely  as  not  to  see  the  floor  of 
your  cabin  at  your  right  elbow,  then  down  again,  and  up  at  your  left 
elbow.  What 's  the  comfort  (I  don't  say  use)  .  .  .  what 's  the  com- 
fort of  having  a  table  immoveable,  if  you  are  sometimes  hovering 
over  your  plate  like  a  nervous  hawk,  and  the  next  instant  sucked, 
as  it  were,  right  underneath  it,  legs  first,  as  if  you  were  being  sud- 
denly dragged  away  to  the  lower  regions,  like  Don  Giovanni,  after 
supper  ?  What 's  the  comfort  of  having  a  fixed  lamp,  which  no 
motion  of  the  ship  can  alter,  if  you  yourself,  book  in  hand,  are  at 
one  minute  over  it,  at  another  by  its  side,  at  another  two  feet 
under  it  ? 

Standing  on  deck,  and  seeing  the  DAWSONS,  Miss  STKAITHMISRE 
and  LADY  WETHEEBT  go  off  in  a  little  boat,  I  put  these  (as  they 
appear  to  me)  posers  to  WETHEBBY. 
He  replies,  "  Eh  ?    What  ?  "    I  repeat  my  posers. 
WETHERBY  observes  that  after  two  or  three  trips  I  shall  be  all 
right :  that  NELSON  was  always  ill  at  sea.    And  then  he  goes  aft. 

Thoughtful  Flash. — I  certainly  have  read  NELSON'S  history,  and 
never  noticed  this.  It  must  have  been  suppressed.  Idea  for  new 
nautical  book,  History  of  the  Suppressed  Illness  of  Nelson.  How 
this  doubles  the  nobility  of  his  conduct !  England  expected  him  to 
do  his  duty.  His  duty  was  on  board  ship,  where,  so  WETHERBY 
says,  he  was  always  ill.  Yet  he  did  all  that  England  expected,  and 
more,  for  England  didn't  expect  him  to  be  unwell  at  sea.  I  imagine 
to  myself,  for  one  minute,  a  nautical  hero  Lopped!  He  is  in  the 
cabin  ;  first  mate,  second  mate,  &c..  &o.,  waiting  without  to  receive 
his  orders  as  to  how  they  are  to  deal  with  the  enemy's  fleet.  From 
within  issue  the  orders,  at  intervals. 
Sudden  Flash.— But  did  NELSON  ever  go  out  Trawling  f 
The  boat  comes  back  for  me.  We  take  a  circuitous  course,  in  and 
out  amongst  the  yachts,  in  order  to  enable  WETHERBY  to  make  a  few 
calls  on  some  friends  in  various  crafts,  who  have  come  in  since  the 
morning. 

Most  of  them  have  come  from  Dartmouth,  which  is,  so  to 
speak,  just  round  the  corner.  "  Roughish  round  the  Point,"  says 
WETHEJLBY,  "Eh?" 

"  Ah !  "  says  the  brave  yachtsman,  "  I  came  by  train,  and  got  on 
board  here."    WETHERBY  takes  this  as  quite  a  matter  of  course. 
One  owner  says  he's  going  to  "  The  Island." 
Well,  that  sounds  like  a  voyage. 

I  make  this  remark.  "Yes,"  he  returns,  "it's  nice  enough  if 
you  have  a  fair  wind.  I  shall  take  the  train  to  Portsmouth,  and 
then  cross  to '  The  Island '  in  the  boat.  I  shall  meet  the  yacht  there." 
It  strikes  me  that  this  sort  of  amusement  is  like  swimming  in 
shallow  water,  where  you  can  feel  your  feet  at  any  moment.  There 's 
nothing  of  '  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  0  ! '  in  it. 

How  ill  I  should  be  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay !    Double-lopped.    The 
Island  he  alludes  to  is  that  of  Wight. 
Query.— Who  was  Wight  ? 

Recollect  the  word  in  old  poetry,  "  Unhappy  wight."  Same 
person,  perhaps.  Must  look  into  this.  Really,  too,  must  get  to 
work  again. 


On  the.  first  Landing  Step. — After  all,  there  is  nothing  like  land. 

I  feel  I  must  get  restored.  I  am  not  exactly  hungry,  and  I  am 
not  exactly  thirsty.  LADY  WETHERBY  and  Miss  STRAITHMEEE  are 
on  the  quay  talking  to  a  tall  gentleman,  of  a  rather  foreign  military 
appearance,  a  short  gentleman,  of  a  decidedly  foreign,  but  un- 
military,  appearance,  and  a  very  fresh-looking,  bright,  pretty  girl. 

Though  I  should  prefer  solitude,  I  can't  avoid  the  party.  Might 
bow,  and  go  to  Firkin  Terrace,  where  I  propose  the  first  two  of 
nature's  restoratives,  cold  water  and  hair-brushes.  LADY  WETHEEBY 
sees  me,  and  smiles  in  a  sort  of  cheerful  way,  as  one  does  vaguely  on 
any  perfectly  uninteresting  person,  of  whom  you  are  uncertain  as  to 
whether  you  had  met  him  the  day  before  yesterday  somewhere,  or 
had  thought  (in  a  general  way)  that  he  'd  been  dead  for  years.  I 
respond  to  the  smile,  as  much  as  to  say,  "No,  not  dead  yet,"  and 
approach  as  if  prepared  to  interest  myself  in  their  conversation, 
and  solve  a  difficulty  if  necessary. 

I  am  introduced.  COLONEL  BLANCOUXT  and  daughter.  American. 
At  least  the  Colonel  is,  but  his  daughter  has  nothing  of  what  the 
English  consider  peculiarly  American,  except  the  most  sparkling 
eyes,  the  most  beautiful  complexion,  and  the  pearliest  teeth.  I 
except  these  as  being  (I  fancy)  peculiarly  American. 

I  seem  to  throw  a  damper— perhaps  it 's  my  jaundiced  appearance 
does  it  —  over  the  party.  I  feel  yellow  and  [sticky,  and  still  a 
shadow  of  myself. 

Flash  of  Idea. — A  Gummy  Ghost. 

I  do  not,  I  am  aware,  shine.  I  mentally  compare  (it  is  all  I  can 
do)  Miss  BLANCOHRT  (if  she  is  Miss  BLANCOTOT)  with  Misa  STRAITH- 
MERE,  who  is  two  shades  lighter  than  usual,  owing  to  the  salt  water. 
1  think,  in  colour,  at  this  moment,  she  is  the  reflection  of  myself, 
only  fainter. 

There  is,  I  imagine,  a  sort  of  green  haze  about  us  both,  as  if  we 
were  neither  of  us,  as  yet,  quite  fit  for  shore  life.  I  notice,  how- 
ever, that  the  little  Frenchman  (COUNT  DE  SOMETHING — couldn't 
catch  the  name)  is  struck,  chancel',  by  Miss  STRAITHMEEE.  I  can 
see  it  at  once.  I  know,  and  recognise  the  symptoms. 

Colonel  remarks,  with  a  touch  of  nasality,  or  nationality,  not  un- 
pleasant, rather  the  contrary,  considered  as  a  change,  "  I  've  suffered 
myself.  You"  (to  me)  "want  something  to  pick  you  up  and  set 
you  on  end  again."  I  admit  it.  What  shall  I  take  ? 

"  Well,"  he  says,  "  I  speak  from  experience,  and  know  the  whole 
thing  down  to  dots.  Y on  'd  better  soup.  And  if  you  feel  like 
brandy  cold  with  a  lump  of  ice  in  it — that's,"  turning  to  LADY 
WETHERBY,  "  the  best  thing  for  your  friend,  ma'am." 

I  don't  "feel  like  soup,"  nor  "like  brandy  iced."  I  observe  that 
if  I  feel  like  anything,  I  "  feel  like  "  ice. 

"Well,"  says  the  Colonel,  "  you  can't  do  much  better  than  ice. 
Only  don't  wait.  There 's  the  bar — the  Confectioner's — round  the 
corner." 

I  bow,  and  am  going.    Advice  and  ice. 

"  0,  I'll  take  an  ice!"  cries  Miss  STRAITHMEEE.  "  You  won't 
mind  my  going  with  you,  will  you  ?  I  may  go,  mayn't  I,  LADY 
WETHEKBY  ?  "  Then  to  me,  archly,  and  sending  an  eye-shot  right 
into  the  Count's  heart  [his  eyes  return,  imploringly,  "  Ask  me. 
Si  tu  savais  que  je  t'aime  !  "] — "  You  won't  mind  me  coming  with 
you,  will  you  ?  "  Of  course  not,  I  say.  I  can't  help  catching  Miss 
BLANCOUET'S  look  of  infinite  amusement.  What  does  she  think? 
Does  it  strike  her,  from  this  irrepressible  style,  that  we  are  .... 
that  we — I  mean  Miss  STRAITHMEEE  and  I — are  more  to  one  another 
than  .... 

No ;  I  hope  not. 

"  Ha  ha,"  to  myself,  bitterly,  "  does  not  Miss  BLAJTCOFRT  see  that 
/  am  only  being  played  off  against  the  Frenchman."  And  I ...  On 
my  honour,  if  Miss  STRAITHMERE  will  only  take  me  into  her  con- 
fidence, I  would  help  her  to  secure  this  distinguished  foreigner.  / 
could  give  her  away  with  pleasure.  I  feel  that  the  Frenchman  must 
have  no  time  allowed  him  for  thought.  He  sees  her  ...  is  knocked 
over  by  her  .  .  .  and  does  not  recover  his  senses  until  he 's  married  to 
her.  That 's  my  plan.  Suivez  nous,  M.  le  Comte,  chez  Confectioner. 
He  does  not  follow. 

We  go  off  together,  to  "ice,"— I  and  Miss  JANIE. 

Thoughts  as  we  Walk. — There  are  several  feet  between  us. 

This  morning  we  were  close  together. 

Since  then,  though  .... 

Flash  of  Thought  (leading  to  suggestion  to  her).—'1  Wouldn't  you 
like  to  go  to  the  house  first  ?" 

She  looks  at  me,  using  one  of  her  piercing,  fascinating  glances 
(but  with  point  blunted,  and  the  glitter  dulled  now),  and  she  replies, 
"No,  why?" 

Why '!  Always  why.  Why  on  earth  (this  all  to  myself)  will  she 
always  say  "  why  ?"  Why  !  Doesn't  she  understand  that  I  want  to 
be  alone  ? 

Second  Flash  (leading  to  rather  a  sulky  tone). — "  Ah !  .  .  .  then 
.  .  .  I  think  I  '11  go  to  the  house  first."  ...  I  turn  and  pause.  She 
turns,  and  pauses.  I  add,  politely,  "  I  'm  sure  you  must  be  tired." 

"No.    Why?" 

Why  again.     I  can't  conceal  my  impatience. 
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"  We  will  go  in  first,"  I  say ;  and  add,  "  I  '11  go  up  to 
my  room." 

'"  Very  well,"  she  returns,  "  I  '11  wait:  down  here"- 

that  is,  on  the  promenade  before  the  door.    I  wish  it 

not  rude  or  brutal  to  say,  "Miss  STR.UTIIMKHK, 

you  waste  your  time  with  me.     Go  to  the  Frenchman. 

I  want  to  be  alone."     Would  »he  cry,  or  faint,  or  what  ? 

Jf/nsh.—Ii  there  a  back-door  ?  Can't  I  perform  the 
swindler's  Burlington  Arcade  trick  of  being  set  down 
at  the  Piccadilly  end,  and  then  bolting  out  at  the  other? 
No.  There  is  no  back-door,  I  recollect.  I  resign  myself. 

f)r/i-nniiiii/iint. — I  leave  this  to-morrow.  I>i-ni/,i/ti/. 
Sorry  nut  to  be  able  to  try  more  yachting.  But  this 
sort  of  thing  on  shore  would  worry  me  to  death.  To 
pine  mentally,  and  grow  stout  physically,  would  be  the 
worst  state  •  re  possible  (to  me)  to  conceive. 

1  say,  "Very  well,  then,"  cheerfully.  "I  won't  go 
in.  We '11  ice/' 

Mni-r  TlititK/lils  (is  wi'  H'ulk. — Let  me  abstract  myself. 
(I  will  to-morrow,  bodily.)  Abstract  myself  as  1  used 
to  when  my  Aunt  was  playing  and  singing,  and  1  wanted 
to  read.  I  must  take  to  my  work  again.  I  've  done 
nothing  for  my  .tiiiih/tirnl  lli*/nr>/  of  Motinn  for  weeks. 
.  .  .  (iood  idea  that  of  Americans  making  Bubstantives 
do  the  duty  of  verbs.  So  expressive.  .  .  .  What  a  pretty 
girl  she  was  ...  I  wish  she  'd  said  that  she.  "  felt  like 
soup."  I  should  then,  and  we  might  have  »ouped 
together. 

"  You  don't  speak  to  me,"  observes  my  'companion, 
using  ao  much  ot  the  eye-miV/W/<  ««•  as  she  can  manage 
under  the  circumstances.  "  H'hyf" 

N 1  could  have  begun  talking   .  .  .   but  the 

"  H'A»/"  prevents  me.  I  shrug  my  shoulders.  I  tell 
her  that  one  e;innot  really  be  always  talking,  and  that 
one  ought  to  think,  and  think  deeply,  sometimes. 

She  looks  inquiringly  at  me  for  an  instant,  and  then 
savs,  "  Why  t " 

I  swear  I  could  danee  with  vexation.  If  it  wouldn't 
have  an  absurd  effect,  and  be  utterly  out  of  keeping  with 
the  gravity  of  the  occasion,  I  would  dance,  and  relieve 
my  fi  clings.  I  "feel  like  dancing."  I  "feel  like 
stamps." 

I  remonstrate  with  myself.  This  is  childish.  There 
is  only  one  way  of  repressing  this  enfantillage,  by  over- 
weighting it  with  the  (as  it  were)  Johnsonian. 

We  enter  the  Confectioner's ;  I  am  preparing  a  weighty 
and  severe  speech  for  her.  All  for  her  benefit.  The 
Ices.  I  shall  now  address  her  seriously. 


EXTRAORDINARY  HEATS. 

A  GREAT  Swimming  Exhibition,  consisting  of  races, 
was  given  by  PBOFESSOR  BECKWITH,  the  other  night,  at 
the  Lambeth  Baths,  in  the  Westminster  Road.  In  a 
report  of  this  aquatic  display  of  athletic  sports  the 
various  contests  are  described  as  "heats."  Even  in  the 
exertion  of  competing  for  a  prize,  however  valuable,  it 
seems  hardly  possible  that  any  one  should  heat  himself 
in  swimming,  especially  during  such  cold  weather  as  has 
lately  prevailed ;  and,  though  the  baths  in  which  PRO- 
FESSOK  BECKWITU'S  entertainment  took  place  may  have 
had  the  chill  taken  off,  it  can  hardly  be  supposed  that 
the  contending  swimmers  swam  their  matcnes  in  hot 
water.  The  only  heats  which  can  well  be  imagined  ever 
to  have  been  swum  are  those  suggested  in  the  cele- 
brated poem  in  which,  from  the  illumination  of  the  ocean 
depths  by  the  perpendicular  height  of  the  sun,  the  fishes 
are  described  as  experiencing  incipient  perspiration,  and 
anticipating  an  unpleasantly  high  temperature. 


Platitude  and  Longitude. 

SPEECH  on  Education  to  Social  Science  throng, 
Four  columns  in  the  Times,  and  a  quarter,  long  ! 
One  hour  and  twenty  minutes  did  the  word-spout  pour, 
What  did  anybody  learn  he  didn't  know  before  'i 


A  Wise  Precaution. 

JERRIBLE  JERBIBLE  has  a  large  family,  limited  means, 
and  a  good  many  swell  relations  with  foolish  prejudices. 
So  when  he  takes  his  wife  and  the  six  voungest  children 
to  Margate,  he  softens  it  to  his  kinsfolk  by  saying  that 
he  is  going  to  the  Isle  of  Thanet. 


THE    NEW    HATS. 

(A   SKETCH   AT   TBK    SEASIDE.) 


BEAUTY  AND  THE  BHAIST. 

THE  Dublin  Correspondent  of  the  Post  relates  an  interesting  anecdote  con- 
cerning a  Bear.  This  Bear  belonged  to  an  officer  in  the  84th  Regiment,  and 
was  called  Ben.  In  company  with  a  Bearess,  by  name  Mary,  Ben  was  kept 
chained  in  the  stables  of  the  Queen's  Hotel,  (Jueenstown.  Thence — 

"  On  Sunday  Ben  managed  to  effect  his  freedom,  and  pawing  through  the  hotel  un- 
noticed, gained  the  street,  when,  espying  a  young  lady,  he  gave  chaw,  and  coming  up 
with  her  against  the  office  of  MB." 9 us.  £.  N.  HAKVEY,  assumed  an  erect  position,  and 
encircled  her  waist  with  his  unwieldy  pawi.  After  suffering  one  or  two  unpleasant  forcible 
caresses,  the  terrified  young  lady  was  rescued  by  the  crowd  that  soon  collected,  having 
happily  sustained  no  hurt  beyond  a  great  fright." 

Although  the  behaviour,  as  above  described,  in  which  Ben  indulged  towards 
a  younjj  lady  was  of  a  somewhat  bearish  nature,  it  was  better,  on  the  whole, 
than  might  nave  been  expected  of  a  bear.  Most  bears  would  probably  regard 
a  young  lady  with  a  simply  carnivorous  feeling.  Either  Ben  is  a  very  excep- 
tional bear,  or  the  young  lady  whom  he  terrified  with  his  caresses  must  be  an 
uncommonly  captivating  young  lady,  one  of  a  thousand  among  even  Irish  young 
ladies ;  for  only  the  most  extraordinary  beauty  could  have  impressed  a  bear. 
It  appears  that  your  Bear,  in  susceptibility  of  influence  from  the  fairer  part 
of  humanity,  differs  from  your  Lion  : — 

"  "Tis  said  that  the  Lion  will  turn  and  flee 
From  the  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity." 

—although  "  there  is  not  a  more  fearful  wildfowl  than  your  Lion,  living." 
The  Bear,  however,  gives  chase  to  a  maiden,  and  when  he  catches  her  generally 
perhaps  eats  her;  but  what  Ben  did  was  to  devour  her  only  with  caresses, 
which  was  rude  of  him,  but  not  savage.  When  Ben  was  taken  back  to  his 
Mary,  of  course  he  said  nothing  to  her  about  his  adventure  with  the  young 
lady  whom  he  met  in  the  street,  which  might  have  aroused  her  jealousy,  and 
provoked  her  to  growl,  "  Go  along  with  you !  " — perhaps  adding,  "  You  are  no 
ronger  II  mio  Hen  !  " 

THE  MARVEL  OF  MONT  CENIS.— Whatever  the  POPE  may  call  the  "  Sub- 
Alpine  Kingdom,"  he  cannot  think  the  Sub- Alpine  Tunnel  a  bore.  It  will  unite 
Jie  Gallicans  with  the  Ultramontanes. 


THE  STAPLE  OF  THE  SOCIAL  SCIENCE  CONGRESS.— Yarns. 
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RETURNING    HOME    FROM    THE    SEA-SIDE. 

ALL  THE  FAMILY  HAVE  COLDS,  EXCEPT  THE  UNDER-NURSF,  WHO  HAS  A  FACE-ACHE.  POOK  MATERFAMIHAS,  WHO  ORIGINATED 
THE  TRIP,  is  IN  DESPAIR  AT  ALL  THE  MONEY  SPENT  FOR  NOTHING,  AND  GIVES  WAY  TO  TEARS.  PATERFAMILIAS  ENDEAVOURS  TO 
CONSOLE  HEK  WITH  THE  REFLECTION  THAT  "  HS  KNEW  HOW  IT  WOULD  BE,  BUT  THAT,  AFTER  ALL,  ST.  JOHN'S  WOOD,  WHERE  THEY 
LIVE,  is  SUCH  A  HEALTHY  PLACE  THAT,  WITH  CARF,  AND  DOCTORING,  THEY  WILL  sooy  ss  NEARLY  AS  WELL  AS  IF  THEY  HAD  NEVER 
LBFT  IT!  "  [Two  gay  Bachelors  may  be  seen  contemplating  Paterfamilias  and  his  little  group.  Their  interest  is  totally  untingcd  with  envy. 


A  STRIKE  AGAINST  STRIKERS. 

HOME  from  Club  meetin',  lad  ?    I'd  like 

To  know  how  long  ye  '11  keep  on  strike. 

Till  all  the  money 's  fooled  away 

That  ye  're  a-wastin'  every  day  ? 

You  sits  and  smokes  your  pipe  all  through ; 

'Tis  I 's  got  all  the  work  to  do. 

Yah,  you  that  leads  sitch  easy  lives ! 

Suppose  there  is  a  strike  of  wives. 

You  've  struck  for  your  nine  hours,  no  more. 

We  works  for  you  nigh  twenty-four, 

Hard  at  it  mornin',  noon,  and  night ; 

If  we  do  strike  'twill  serve  you  nght. 

Don't  talk  a  pack  o'  stuff  to  me. 
You  're  Capital,  and  Labour  we. 
And  as  for  that,  if  you  don't  mind, 
And  Capital  leaves  you  behind, 
Goes  off  abroad,  or  quits  your  trade, 
A  pretty  job  then  you  '11  have  made. 

What 's  workin'  rather  more  or  less 
When  wages  stopped  must  bring  distress  ? 
Look  out  afore  you  strikers  make 
Your  wives  'ginst  you  to  strikin'  take. 
A  strike  o'  wives  would  be  what  use  ? 
Why  sauce  for  gander,  from  the  goose. 


THE  SUBJECT  OF  THE  HOUE.— The  Strike  ! 


ASTOUNDING  INTELLIGENCE. 
ABE  such  things  facts  as  these  thus  telegraphed.?— 

"  Bologna,  October  1. 

"  The  International  Prehistoric  Congress  assembled  here  to-day.  Many 
Italian  and  foreign  sacanti  were  present." 

Or  have  men  eaten  of  the  insane  root  that  takes  the  reason 
prisoner?  One  can  hardly  imagine  what  else  than  derangement 
could  have  driven  people  to  send  us  such  a  message  as  the  above. 
The  attempt  to  realise  the  idea  of  a  Prehistoric  Congress  meeting 
to-day  causes  vertigo.  Everybody  has  hitherto  regarded  Prehistoric 
Man,  if  aught  more  than  a  hypothesis,  as  represented  only  by  the 
Neanderthal  Skull,  and  a  few  other  bones.  Are  the  men  of  the 
Prehistoric  Congress  Prehistoric  Men  ?  If  so,  whence  come  they  ? 
From  the  Drift,  where  their  flints  are,  and  where  possibly  will 
one  day  be  found  their  copper  caps,  and  the  remains  of  their  car- 
tridges ?  But  it  is  idle  to  pursue  conjecture  about  a  subject  on 
which  our  minds  are  involved  in  inextricable  confusion. 


A  Little  Omission. 
MATEBFAMILIAS  was  rather  taken  aback  the  other  day  at  receiving 

word — "  gloves  " — 


a  bill  for  a  "pair  of  infants.' "   The  account  had  been  made  out  with 


an  excess  of  conciseness:  the  addition  of   one 
would  have  prevented  all  misapprehension. 


TO  BILLIABD-PLAYEBS. 

Do  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  order  a  book  which  you  will  see  advertised 
as  Cues  from  all  Quarters — at  least,  read  first  the  second  title,  Or, 
Literary  Musings  of  a  Clerical  Recluse. 
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OUR    NEW    NOVEL. 


A    TREBLE    TEMPTATION. 
CHAPTER  IX. 

LADY  BUSSIT  was  agitated. 

Ma.  JUFF  saw  this  at  once,  and  touched  a  spring  in  the  wall. 
Thence  issued  a  small  silver  salver,  bearing  an  ancient  beaker.  He 
touched  another  springjust  above.  Thence  flowed  out  a  liquid 
bright  and  sparkling.  With  this  he  filled  the  beaker,  and  handed 
it  to  LADY  P.I-SMT. 

"  May  I  ?  "  she  inquired,  faintly. 

"  Certainly.  It  wfll  not  hurt  you.  It  is  simply  AUtomna,  If  it 
was  Bass  1  should  say  something  about  Basso  profondo. 

Saying  this  he  turned  to  one  of  his  buckets,  then  to  a  large 
ledger,  and  made  a  formal  entry  under  the  .letter  B.  The  book 
was  lain 'Hi  1 1  "  I i ond  thing*  t<>  «iy."  Ho  then  referred  to  a  quarto 
index,  which  was  standing,  open,  on  a  gothic  brazen  eagle  near  the 
writing-table.  In  this  he  made  a  private  mark,  for  reference,  also 
under  letter  B  ;  and  this  being  done,  he  turned  to  attend  to  his  visitor. 

Then  she  told  him  all. 

ME.  JUFF  appeared  to  be  thinking  intently. 


The  result  was  soon  apparent. 
"  How  are  you  ? "  he  inquired. 


She  glanced  at  her  maid. 

Ms.  JOFF  was  on  the  alert  in  an  instant,  and,  springing  from  hi« 
chair,  placed  himself,  at  one  bound,  between  them. 

"  Now  then,"  he  cried,  "  No  larks :  I  want  the  truth."  Then  he 
repeated,  "  How  are  you?1' 

LADY  Bussrr  paused.  Reflecting,  however,  that  she  could  gain 
nothing  by  concealment,  ghe  replied,  "Pretty  well,  thank  you; 
how  are  you?" 

MR.  JUFK  thus  challenged,  begged  a  moment's  delay.  Then  he 
put  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  drew  forth  a  pair  of  shining  bones. 
On  these  he  performed  several  sonatas.  After  ne  had  finished,  this 
strange  romantic  creature  danced  a  saraband,  and  then  pushing 
forward  from  a  corner  a  small  rostrum  made  of  cedar  wood  inlaid 
with  gold  and  ivory,  he  mounted  it,  and  addressed  them. 

"  LADY  BUSSIT  and  Maid,  your  husband  is  locked  up  in  the 
Zoological  Gardens.  From  what  I  have  heard,  I  gather  that  loss  of 
hair  has  affected  his  brain.  He  has  become  light-headed.  ROBERT 
BUSSIT  thinks  this  an  opportunity  for  confining  his  cousin,  and 
putting  him  under  lock  and  key."  He  reflected  for  an  instant,  and 
then  descending,  rushed  to  his  folio  labelled  "  Jokes,"  wherein  he 
made  a  note  under  the  letter  H,  "  Hair  .  .  .  Locks  .  .  double 
meaning."  Then  he  wrote  a  reference  in  his  Index.  After  this  he 
resumed  his  position. 

"  This  misfortune  has  re-acted  upon  you.  I  have  eyes  and  see  it. 
The  question  simply  is  Do  you  want  luxuriant  hair,  whiskers,  and 
tnoustachios?  Don't  be  alarmed.  You  shan't  be  like  JULIA 
PASTRANA,  a  very  amiable  young  lady  with  whom  I  have  the 
pleasure  to  be  acquainted."  Here  ne  kissed  the  tips  of  his  fingers, 
and  then  continued.  "  No ;  you  shall  not  even  be  compelled  to  dye." 
Here  he  dashed  down  again,  and  made  another  couple  of  entries 
under  the  letter  "D—  Die — Dye" — for  future  use,  while  LADY 
BUSSIT  watched  him  with  anxious  interest.  Gradually  she  came  to 
respect  his  manliness,  his  courtesy,  and  to  admire  and  understand 
his  Brilliant  Genius.  He  went  on,  "  We  will  bide  our  time.  In  a 
week  you  will  be  ready  to  act.  So  will  SIR  CHARLES,  to  whom  you 
shall  convey  a  receipt  with  which  I  will  furnish  you." 

"  How  great !  how  clever  you  are  ! " 

"  I  am.  But,  as  the  French  say,  cela  ra  sans  dire.  Let  us  fix  our 
attention  on  the  one  point.  Leave  all  to  me.  When  you  feel  that 
the  moment  has  come,  merely  drop  me  a  line,  saying  '  Hair  you 
ready  !  If  so,  go  a-head.'  I  shall  then  act.  By  the  way,  what  is  the 
name  of  the  man  who  feeds  the  bears  at  three  o'clock?  " 

LADY  BUSSIT  thought  for  an  instant.  Then  she  replied,  "  SMITH." 

MB.  JUFF  turned  to  his  Index,  and  under  the  letter  "  8  "  found 
the  name  required. 

"Good,"  he  said,  "he  comes  of  an  old  French  family.  Now 
listen  to  me.  I  know  how  to  deal  with  SMITH.  SMITH  is  a  snob. 
Go  to  the  Zoological  in  State.  Outriders,  trumpets,  flags,  you  un- 
derstand." 

"I  do.    I've  got  them  all." 

JUFF  bounded  into  the  air  with  a  loud  cry,  "Eureka!  Hooray! 
Bravo !  My !  Here  we  are  again  !  How  are  you  to-morrow !  See 
what  I  've  found !  "  he  shouted,  like  an  elephant  in  an  ecstasy. 

LADY  BUSSIT  clasped  her  hands  with  joy.  Electric  fire  coursed 
through  her  veins.  She  caught  his  enthusiasm.  So  did  MOLLY. 
With  a  wild  triumphant  roar  they  all  three  sprang  from  their  seats, 
and  joining  hands,  bounded  about  the  room.  Guns  went  off  in  the 
ante-room,  and  jubilant  music  on  hidden  organs  pealed  forth  a 
victorious  chorus. 

Then  they  cooled  down,  and  MB.  JUFF  stamping  his  foot,  the  floor 


opened,  and  therefrom  arose  an  P legantly-served  table,  bearing  upon 
its  marble  top,  gooseberries  stuffed  with  cream,  and  iced  flounders. 

He  made  both  mistress  and  maid  drink  a  bottle  of  POMKUY  & 
GKKNO'S  driest  champagne  each. 

Then  he  wrote  the  receipt  to  be  given  to  SIB  CHAELES.  Then  he 
wished  them  good  day. 

After  this  he  measured  three  paces,  carefully,  backwards.  Then 
running  six  forward,  he  stretched  out  his  hands,  and  with  a  tremen- 
dous impetus,  jumped  through  a  small  square  window  in  the  wall, 
about  six  feet  from  the  floor.  On  his  disapj>earance  the  window  was 
immediately  covered  with  a  large  nap  on  which  wag  printed  NOT  AT 
HOHE.  Taking  the  hint,  they  withdrew. 

As  LADY  BUSMI-  i«ssr<l  into  the  street  she  heard  behind  her  a 
tremendous  bang,  ana  then  a  roar  which  startled  her. 

It  was  MR.  JUFF  letting  off  a  pun  and  laughing  at  it  himself,  for 
he  was  hard  at  work  on  a  pantomime  for  Christmas,  and  their  visit 
had  disturbed  him.  Now  he  was  returning  to  his  toil. 


DE  MORTUIS,  &o. 
MB.  PUNCH, 

I  HAVE  been  greatly  pained  by  reading,  in  a  monthly  maga- 
zine, what  I  cannot  but  think  is  a  most  unjust  slur  on  the  memory 
of  one  of  our  fine  Old  English  worthies,  a  man  whom  we  have  all 
been  taught  from  boyhood  to  hold  in  the  highest  respect.  The  inju- 
rious reflection  occurs  in  an  article  which  includes  some  "  Tourist 
Notes  in  the  Midlands,"  and  is  thus  worded : — 

"Near  here  was  Beresford  Hall,  where  CHAELES  COTTON  used  to  receive 
IZAAK  WALTON  when  he  was  tolerably  safe  from  the  duns." 

IZAAK  WALTON  in  danger  from  duns !  IZAAE  WALTON  not  daring 
to  face  his  tailor,  his  wine-merchant,  his  livery-stable  keeper,  his 
fishing-tackle  maker!  The  "  Complete  Angler  "  obliged  to  "hook 
it ! "  I  should  not  have  been  surprised  if  this  had  been  said  of 
COTTON,  but  I  cannot,  will  not,  believe  that  extravagance  was  in 
WALTON'S  line.  Can  you  remember,  Mr.  Punch,  to  have  read  in 
any  account  of  that  good  man's  life  that  he  was  ever  in  pecuniary 
difficulties,  requiring  temporary  advances  from  his  friends  or  the 
indulgence  of  his  creditors '(  If  there  is  a  suspicion  that  he  was 
unable  to  keep  himself  afloat,  the  world  ought  at  once  to  be  told 
on  what  authority  it  rests. 

One  feels  that  if  IZAAK  WALTON,  after  all  these  years,  turns  out 
to  be  a  loose  fish,  no  reputation,  however  immaculate,  is  secure.  At 
any  moment  we  may  be  liable  to  the  shock  of  reading  that  the 
Venerable  BBDB  mixed  his  whiskey-and- water  rather  too  stiff  before 
going  to  his  cell,  or  that  the  judicious  HOOKER  devoted  more  of  his 
time  to  billiard-playing  than  was  consistent  with  graver  duties ;  and 
the  belief  of  generations  in  the  prudence  and  decorum  of  Si  R  ISAAC 
NEWTON'S  private  conduct  will  be  rudely  shaken,  if  it  can  be  proved 
that  he  was  inordinately  fond  of  cock-fighting. 

I  had  fancied  it  was  the  tendency  of  modern  research  to  soften  the 
reproach  attaching  to  many  eminent  characters  (NEKO,  RICHARD 
THE  THIRD,  the  BORGIAS,  HENKY  THE  EIGHTH,  JUDGE  JEFFREYS, 
&c.),  but  this  indictment  against  the  respectability  of  "  I.  W." 
makes  me  fear  a  reaction  is  setting  in,  and  that  I  must  be  prepared 
to  see  many  of  my  most  valued  historical  friends  shown  up  as  very 
indifferent  characters.  PISCATOB  M«HKH». 


SIGN  OF  THE  Arrrsix  SEASON.— The  Statesman  and  Stump. 
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WELL    BROKEN. 

Customer  (to  HorsedeaUr's  Boy).  "SENT  THIS  HORSE  TO  SHOW  ME,  EH?    WHERE  DID  YOUR  MASTER  GBT  HIM?" 

Boy.  "  DON'T  KNOW,  SIE." 

Customer.  "  Is  HE  QCIET  IN  HARNESS  1 "  Boy.  "  DON'T  KNOW,  SIR." 

Customer.  "  WILL  YOUR  MASTER  WARRANT  HIM  SOUND?"  Boy.  "DON'T  KNOW,  SIR." 

Customer.  "  CONFOUND  IT,  BOY  I    WHAT  DID  YOUR  MASTER  TELL  YOU  TO  SAY  TO  MB  ABOUI  THE  HORSE  ?" 

Soy.  "Hs  TELLED  ME  TO  SAY  'DON'T  KNOW,'  SIR,  TO  EVERYTHING  AS  YOU  ASKED  MB!" 


YOKE  AND  YOKEFELLOWS. 

THE  BRUCE  of  the  Home  Office  will  be  pleased,  or  displeased,  to 
take  notice  that  the  Allies  of  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance  will  not 
be  satisfied  with  any  Licensing  System  whatsoever.  Nothing  will 
satisfy  them  short  of  no  Licensing  System  at  all.  The  existing 
amount  of  British  liberty  in  the  use  of  drink  must,  to  afford  them 
the  satisfaction  they  demand,  be  reduced  to  that  described  as  fol- 
lows at  St.  George  s  Hall,  the  other  evening,  before  a  Permissive 
Prohibitory  Liquor  Law  Audience,  by  "  the  HON.  G.  H.  VIBBERT, 
of  the  Legislature  of  Massachusetts,"  as  existing  in  the  State  blessed 
with  that  paternal  if  democratic  legislature  : — 

"  Last  winter  the  liquor-sellers  tried  again  to  get  a  licence  law,  which  was 
supported  by  43  Members  against  165.  It  was  now  illegal  in  304  towns  in 
Massachusetts  to  sell  even  beer." 

This  is  the  state  of  things  which  the  Liquor  Law  agitators  are 
endeavouring  with  all  their  might,  and  by  means  of  the  utmost 
pressure  that  ever  they  can  exert,  to  make  the  Legislature  impose 
on  the  British  People.  They  ask  that  the  entire  population  of  this 
country  shall  be  wholly  depnved  of  beer  in  order  that  dipsomaniacs 
amongst  the  working-men  may  be  enabled  to  go  at  large  debarred 
from  the  possibility  of  drinking  more  than  is  good  for  them.  This 
request  is  supported,  with  shouts  and  cheers,  by  many  of  those  dip- 
somaniacs themselves,  who  believe  that  they  would  be  more  than 
compensated  for  the  hardship  of  restraint  on  their  own  ungovernable 
inclinations  by  the  pleasure  of  seeing  all  other  people  of  all  other 
classes,  capable  of  self-control,  obliged  to  submit  to  the  same  restric- 
tion, and  to  endure  a  privation  of  freedom  in  common  with  idiots 
on  whose  account  it  is  required  to  protect  them  from  themselves. 


A  WONDERFUL  INVENTION. 

I  SAT,  Punch,  old  fellow,  here  's  a  jolly  notion  for  you  !  See  the 
good  of  living  in  a  skientific  country  !  Look  at  this  last  neat  thing 
in  the  way  of  Patent  Articles  :  — 

"  Under  the  Patent  Law  Amendment  Act,  1852,  provisional  protection  has 
been  allowed  to  the  inventor  of  an  improved  construction  of  Governor." 

I  say,  don't  you  think  this  fellow  ought  to  have  a  statue  ?  I  'm 
cocksure  all  the  fellows  at  our  school  would  subscribe  for  one. 
Governors  are  improved,  no  doubt,  since  the  old  days,  for  they  tip 
i  _i*  -  _i  ?_  ,-j  -JM-..I.C  ----  <._u.«i  Still  there  s  room 


you, 

glad  to  give  to  it. 
So  I  remain,  old  cock,  your  constant  reader, 

OMNIS  MEUS  Eao. 

Dr.  Sioisher's,  Die  Smartis,  xi.  ant.  KaL  Oct.  (Ain't  I  just  up 
in  classics  !) 

From  the  Edgware  Road. 

"The  Scissor  Manufacturers  of  Sheffieldjionfirm  their  previous  resolution 
not  to  grant  the  grinders  an  advance." 

WE  know  nothing  at  all  about  the  matter  in  dispute,  and  there- 
fore feel  perfectly  at  liberty  to  say  that  we  hope  the  manufacturers 
are  not  going  to  grind  their  workmen  as  well  as  their  scissors. 
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ECOSCEVEPHORON  ! 

lly  is  a  trial  sore 
I'nto  one's  organs  termed  thru: 
inlks  will  garnish  common  thingl 

With   ll'lllli^  stl]i<Tlluollsly  elas.sie. 

inl  shams,  in  fashion  now, 
It  is,  1  fear,  a  striking  omrn. 
Wh«-n  nothing  useful  takes,  without 
Siuie  unpronounoetbl  i-ognomen. 

Twas  liy  the  rail,  the  other  (lay, 
Th.it  sis  my  way  1  jourin  ved  on, 

I  saw  a  something  advrrtised 
As  thus—  Ecoscevephoron  ! 

Just  this,  no  more;  and  what  it  means 
(Though  to  plead  i'.'imrance  maybe  a 

•i  my  part)  I  confess 
1  'v  nut  thf  most  remote  idea. 

1  '\c  m-ver  let  my  classics  rust, 
And  yet,  alas,  the  truth  to  speak, 

They  don't  assist  me  ill  this  ti\ 
1  only  know  it  looks  like  Greek. 

Come  to  my  aid,  ye  ]>liilologs, 

And  soon  a  song  of  triumph  sing  we, 
To  prove  that  we  are  dm-ti  in 
lingua. 


Hear  from  their  dust  upon  your  shelves 
The  grammar  and  the  lexicon  ; 

And  solve  for  me  the  lingering  doubt— 
ll'/itit  '.s  an  Eooscevephoron  '; 

My  brow  is  hot,  my  hrain  is  soft, 
My  little  nuns  is  nearly  gone  ; 

Still  echo  answers,  as  I  ask, 
What  's  an  Ecoscevephoron  ? 


In  Bad  Repair. 

WE  know  a  man,  moving  in  good  society,  who  has 
Laughed  so  much  in  his  Sleeve,  that  it  is  quite  worn  out. 


THE    DOLLY    VARDEN    FAREWELL    KISS. 

A  DELIGHTFUL  OPERATION.  BUT  A  DIFFICULT  ONE  TO  PERFORM  SUCCESSFULLY. 


EVENINGS  FKOM  HOME. 

AN  EVENING,  A  VERY  LONG  WAT  FROM  HOME,  NAMELY,  AT 
MANCHESTER,  PRINCE'S  THEATRE,  TO  SEE  THE  MERCHANT  OP 
Vssws.—H  SHAKSPEARE  spells  ruin  at  Drury  Lane,  SHAKSPEARE,  in 
Manchester,  is  synonymous  with  Success.  As  there  is  no  Metro- 
politan Theatre  at  this  present  moment  playing  SHAKSPEARE,  it 
would  be  small  compliment  to  MR.  CALVERT  to  say  that  there  is, 
just  now,  nothing  in  London,  equal  to  his  "  revival  in  Manchester. 
At  the  Prince's  Theatre  we  find  an  elegant  and  commodious 
auditorium,  a  large  and  well-filled  orchestra,  and  plenty  of  stage- 
room  shown  to  the  best  advantage.  Some  of  the  best  scenic  artists 
have  been  employed  to  illustrate  the  play,  and  admirably  have  they 
done  their  work.  The  costumes,  too,  with  perhaps  the  exception  of 
those  in  the  Masque,  are  all  in  excellent  taste,  and  are  evidently 
the  result  of  careful  study.  The  development  of  the  original  stage- 
direction  "  Enter  Gratiano  and  Salannn,  masqued,"  into  a  sort  of 
Carnival  of  liallet,  may  have  a  precedent,  but  is  perhaps  a  step  of 
questionable  boldness  in  face  of  Lorenzo' t  address  to  his  companions 
at  the  end  of  that  very  scene,  viz. : — 

"  On,  gentlemen,  away ; 
Our  masquing  mates  by  this  time  for  us  stay." 

Which  is  immediately  followed  by  the  entrance  of  Antonio,  who, 
speaking  to  Gratiano,  says — 

"  JVb  masque  to-night :  the  wind  is  come  about. 
Jlassamo  presently  will  go  aboard. 
I  have  sent  twenty  out  to  seek  for  you." 

True,  that  this  is  taken  to  mean  "  No  masquing  for  us  to-night, 
as  we  have  business  to  attend  to ; "  but  it  also  means  that  they  cannot 
be  present  at  the  Feast  and  Masque  given  at  the  house  of  Bassanio, 
who  will  himself  "presently,"  adds  Antonio,  "  go  aboard." 

With  fundamental  objections  to  the  principles  that  have  guided 
MR.  CALVKHT  in  his  revival,  we  have,  nere,  nothing  to  do.  The 
Laudatiirrs  tcnipun'x  acti  will  always  be  readv  to  cavil  at  the 
most  trifling  deviation  from  what  appears  to  them  the  one  road 
consecrated  by  tradition,  and  it  might  DC  added,  narrowed  by  their 


own  experience.  MR.  CALVERT  gives  us  a  fine,  impressive,  and  mas- 
terly rendering  of  the  Jewish  usurer,  in  whose  breast  greed  of  gain, 
paternal  love,  and  the  fanaticism  of  an  hereditary  creed,  alternately 
struggle  for  the  mastery.  He  excites  our  pity,  when  he  bewails 
alike  his  loss  of  money  and  of  child,  and  though  he  has  never  had 
our  sympathies  with  him  when  in  pretended  sport  he  suggests  the 
terms  of  his  bond,  or  when  he  demands,  in  justice,  its  penalty,  yet 
we  are  forced  to  commiserate  the  unhappy  man,  who,  in  one 
moment,  has  lost  his  all,  and  broken  in  heart  and  fortune,  only 
retains  his  life  by  the  sacrifice  of  all  that  in  his  conscience,  in  his 
heart  of  hearts,  he  holds  dearest  and  most  sacred. 

One  error  of  judgment.we  think,  has  MR.  CALVERT  made,  namelv. 
in  reappearing  aft er  the  Trial  scene.  He—  to  quote  the  edition  sold 
in  the  Prince's  Theatre — "  crotses  the  stage,"  which  represents  the 
Rio  della  Fava,  "followed  by  the  populace  in  tumult." 

Nothing  could  be  more  natural  than  for  the  unchristian  Christian 
people  who  had  heard  the  trial  to  hoot  the  Jew  "on  his  leaving 
the  Court,"  as  our  police  reports  would  have  given  it.  But  MR. 
CALVERT  has  not  made  the  trial  a  public  one.  It  takes  place  in  the 
Hall  of  the  Four  Doors,  and  there  are  present  only  Antonio  and 
his  friends,  "  on  the  one  part,"  and  Shy  lock  with  Tubal  and  Chut  on 
the  other.  It  is,  in  fact,  so  strictly  a  private  and  informal  affair, 
that  the  Duke  shakes  hands  and  condoles  with  Antonio,  and  Antonio 
thanks  his  Grace  for  having  as  a  friend  "  ta'en  great  pains  to 
qualify  his  (Shylock's)  rigorous  course." 

One  word  for  the  poetical  conclusion  of  the  whole,  for  which 
Purlin's  words  have  evidently  given  the  cue,  "  It  is  almost  morning." 
The  chief  characters  bid  farewell  in  dumb  show  to  the  guests,  and 
ascend  a  staircase  leading  into  the  house  ;  then  the  guests  gradually 
depart,  and  finally,  all  being  gone,  the  pages  extinguish  the  lamps, 
then  they  too  disappear,  and  the  curtain  falls.  We  nave,  as  it  were, 
read  the  romance,  and  closed  the  book,  thoughtfully. 

Should  business  take  you  to  Manchester  by  day,  there  is  real 
intellectual  pleasure  within  your  reach  there  at  night  in  witnessing, 
as  'twas  our  good  chance,  the  Merchant  uf  fentet.  I'mm  SIUK- 
si'i\ UK'S  ./,(/•,  at  Manchester,  to  SIR  WALTER-.SCOTT-CHATI  i 
HALLIDAT'S  Jewess,  at  Drury  Lane,  is  a  considerable  jump.  But 
this  demands  another  Evening  from  Home. 


162 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[OCTOBER  14,  1871. 


"THE  FINISHING  TOUCH i" 

Farmer  (who  had  been  most  Obliging,  and  taken  great  Interest  in  the  Picture).   "  GOOD  MORN'N',  SIR]!     BUT — (aghast) — I  SAY,  WHAT 

ARE  YOU  A    DOIN'    OF,   MlSTER  ? !       A   P'lNTIN*    ALL    THEM    BEASTLY    POPPIES    IN    MY    CORN  ! — '  A    BIT    O*    COLOUR  ?  ' — WHAT  'OULD  MY 

LANDLORD  SAY,  D'  YOU  THINK? — AND  AFTER  I'D  PUT  OFF  CUTTIN'   CAUSE  YOU  HADN'T  FINISHED,  TO  OBLIGE  YER,  I  DIDN'T  THINK 
YOU  'D  A  DONE  IT  !    Tou  DON'T  COME  A  P'INTIN"  ON  MY  LAND  ANY  MORE  !  "  [Exit,  in  great  dudgeon. 


A  VERY  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE. 

"  On  Tuesday  last  a  party  of  strangers  staying  at  Kilkee  went  down  to  see, 
among  other  points  of  interest,  a  place  known  as  the  '  Diamond  Rocks.'  A 
clergyman  of  the  party  states  that  all  of  a  sudden  their  attention  was  arrested 
by  the  appearance  of  an  extraordinary  monster  who  rose  from  the  surface  of 
the  water  about  70  yards  from  the  place  where  they  were  standing ;  it  had  an 
enormous  head  shaped  somewhat  like  a  horse,  while  behind  the  head  and  on 
the  neck  was  a  huge  mane  of  seaweed-looking  hair  which  rose  and  fell  with 
the  motion  of  the  water  ;  the  eyes  were  large  and  glaring,  and  by  the  appear- 
ance of  the  water  behind,  a  vast  body  seemed  to  be  beneath  the  waves." — 
Limerick  Chronicle. 

HERE  he  is,  Mr.  Punch,  at  last !  I  was  beginning:  to  be  afraid  we 
should  not  have  the  pleasure  of  his  company  this  Vacation ;  but  my 
fears,  you  see,  were  groundless.  I  am  sure  we  shall  all  approve  of 
the  substitution  of  a  sea-horse  for  a  sea-serpent,  that  marine  reptile 
having,  it  was  felt,  lost  somewhat  of  its  attractions.  There  is  no 
one  with  any  sense  of  propriety  who  will  not  be  glad  that  our 
old  friend  (with  a  new  face  and  mane)  has  come  to  the  surface 
again,  before  the  Cabinet  Councils  are  resumed,  and  the  Law  Courts 
re-open. 

You  will  not  fail  to  observe  that  this  new  monster  is  found  in  an 
Irish  paper,  the  Limerick  Chronicle  (Parliament  is  unfortunately 
not  sitting,  or  ME.  BUTT  might  have  been  induced  to  give  some  in- 
formation on  the  subject) ;  but  I  hope  that  the  most  prejudiced 
Irishman  will  not  attribute  the  apparition  to  England's  injustice,  or 
attempt  to  connect  it  in  any  way  with  MB.  GLADSTONE'S  unaccount- 
able prejudice  against  Home  Rule.  A  LOOKEH-OFP. 

Privateering  and  Piracy. 

As  a  set-off  against  the  Alabama  Claims  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  in 
the  adjustment  to  be  arranged  under  the  Washington  Treaty  our 
representatives  will  not  fail  to  urge  the  damages  sustained  by 
British  Authors  and  Publishers  from  American  Pirates. 


HOME  RULE.7AND  THEN? 

EMANCIPATE  your  serfs,  the  Catholics, 

And  Ireland  is  at  peace  for  evermore. 
So  counselled  foremost  men  in  politics 

The  olive,  planted  so,  fruit  quickly  bore. 

Renewed,  forthwith,  was  Disaffection's  roar 
Union  fain  howling  patriots  would  unfix 

More  oil  conceding  Statesmen  yet  did  pour, 
In  hope  to  frustrate  Agitators'  tricks  ; 

The  loyal  Church  was  levelled  by  their  blows. 
Fire  they  essayed  with  Tenant  Right  to  cool ; 

Oil  cast  on  flame— another  yell  arose. 
What  next,  if  that,  too,  Government  befool  ? 

A  cry  for  unity  with  foreign  foes 
Will  be  the  Irish  sequel  to  Home  Rule. 


Cheap  Food. 

THERE  has  been  a  brisk  controversy  in  the  Echo  on  the  subject  of 
preserved  Australian  meat.  We  would  suggest  that  the  question  is 
a  very  proper  one  for  a  Royal  Commission,  to  be  composed  of  some 
men  of  taste — for  instance,  the  Beefeaters  of  the  Tower — presided 
over  by  the  Chief  Commissioner  of  Works. 


THOUGHT  ON  THE  WAT. 

AMONGST  newly  formed  Companies  is  the  "Crumlin  Viaduct 
Works."  An  appropriate  sentiment  suggests  itself,— may  the 
Viaduct  Works  never  crumble  ! 


FASHIONABLE  CIRCLES.— Round  Dances. 
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CONSCIENTIOUS    DISCHARGE    OF    DUTY. 

"  BY  THE  KYE,  now  is  IT  THE  POST  WAS  so  LATE  THIS   MORNING.  MRS. 
DIMITY  ? " 

"  BECAUSE  THERE  WERE  sucii  A  MANY  POST  CARDS,  MY  LADY  ? " 

"  WHY,    WHAT  HAS  THE  NUMBER  OF   POST  CARDS  TO  DO  WITH   IT?" 

"  WELL,  I  HAVE  TO  READ  'EM  ALL  MYSELF  ;  AND  PRECIOUS  HARD  WORK  IT 
is  FOR  THE  MONEY,  I  CAN  TELL  YOU." 


A  MOUNTAIN  BAMBLE. 

(By  a  Returned  Traveller.) 

I  'VE  scanned  and  penned  an  Ode  on 

Thy  snowy  glories,  Snowdon, 

My  honeymoon,  with  HELEN, 

Was  spent  near  "  dark  "  Helvellyn, 

Afar  from  all  the  beau  mnnde 

I  've  rambled  round  Ben  Lomond, 

At  noontide  on  Ben  Nevis, 

I  've  roved  and  read  Sir  JBet-is, 

I  've  stretched  each  tired  thin  limb  on 

Thy  summit,  0  Plinlimmon, 

And  once  I  tore  my  breeks 

On  Macgillycuddy's  Iteeks. 

Those  glorious  mountain  scalps, 
The  tiptops  of  the  Alps, 
I  've  seen — their  pines  and  passes, 
Their  glaciers  and  crevasses — 
With  fools,  philosophers,  and  wits, 
I  've  scrambled  up  the  Ortler  Spitz, 
Made  sketches  on  St.  Gothard, 
Like  TURNBK  and  like  STOTHAEO, 
And  with  my  cara  sposa 
Ascended  Monte  Rosa : 
But  not  content  with  Europe, 
I  've  roamed  with  staff  and  new  rope 
As  far  away  as  Ararat, 
Whore  savants  say  there's  ne'er  a  rat ; 
The  K  urn  Lun  and  Thian  Shan 
I  know  as  well  as  any  man  ; 
I  've  boiled  my  evening  kettle 
On  Popocatapetl, 
And  on  the  highest  Andes 
I  've  sodas  mixed  and  brandies ; 
I  've  slumbered  snug  and  cosy 
On  silvery  Potosi ; 
I  've  stood  on  Peter  Botte, 
A  rather  lonely  spot ; 
And— crowning  feat  of  all 
My  mountaineerings  on  this  ball — 
I  've  smoked— 0  weed  for  ever  blest ! 
My  pipe  upon  Mount  Everest. 

And  now  my  ramble 's  over, 
Here 's  Shakspeare's  Cliff  and  Dover ! 
All  Alpine  risks  and  chances, 
All  Ultramontane  fancies, 
I  've  put  away  and  done  with  ; 
I  '11  stay  my  wife  and  son  with, 
And  never  more  will  roam 
From  Primrose  Hill  and  home. 


GREAT  INDIGNITY. 

"A  Paris  paper  says  that  a  photographer  in  that  city  has  been  arrested 
upon  a  charge  of  a  somewhat  unusual  character.  A  gentleman  purchasing  a 
number  of  photographs  purporting  to  be  likenesses  of  some  of  the  female 
Communists  now  in  custody,  was  surprised  to  find  among  them  the  portrait  of 
his  own  mother-in-law  ....  [The  photographer  avowed]  that  he  had 
availed  himself  of  the  negatives  of  some  of  his  former  clients  least  remarkable 
for  personal  attractions,  in  order  to  form  a  collection  of  portraits  representing 
the  inmates  of  the  Versailles  prisons,  and  the  Brest  hulks,  the  sale  of  which 
had  been  extremely  large." — Times. 

SINCE  the  invention  of  bride-cake,  Man's  mother-in-law,  all  over 
the  world,  has  been  placed  in  many  distressing  positions,  and  under- 
gone many  trials  and  affronts  ;  but  the  public  exposure  of  her  like- 
ness in  a  great  Capital  in  the  character  of  a  female  Communist, 
probably  e.petroletise,  is  perhaps  the  most  aggravating  circumstance 
in  her  whole  history.  It  is  painful  to  touch  on  so  tender  a  subject 
as  the  loss  of  good  looks,  but  the  cold-blooded  reference  of  the  pno- 
tographer  to  "  clients  least  remarkable  for  personal  attractions," 
seems  to  render  the  case  of  la  belle  mere  ten  times  more  cruel.  Let 
us  hope  that  if  one  of  our  own  mothers-in-law  should  ever,  in  the 
bad  time  coming,  be  reduced  to  the  same  sad  plight,  she  may  find 
an  equally  gallant  avenger  of  her  wrongs,  in  the  husband  of  her 
daughter. 

Satisfied. 

ONE  Ms.  POOK,  was  tried  by  a  British  jury,  and,  after  a  full 
investigation,  was  acquitted  of  the  crime  laid  to  his  charge. 
"  Now,"  says  the  British  public,  rather  bored  with  subsequent 
complaints  by  the  other  MB.  POOK,  "we  have  had  enough  of 
mewling  and  Pooking." 

VOL.  MI. 


I 


THE. CHICAGO  FUND. 

WE  suppose  that  the  most  costly  pail  of  milk  ever  heard  of  in  this 
world  was  the  pail  which  burned  Chicago.  The  gallant  Americans 
are  the  last  people  to  cry  over  spilt  milk  or  burnt  cities.  Chicago 
will  quickly  be  Sediviva.  She  nas  very  likely  accepted  the  omen 
that  she  will  soon  be  flowing  again  with  milk — and  honey — has 
elected,  in  her  cheery  way,  to  call  herself  the  Cow  City.  Therefore, 
Btnx,  evince  the  aflection  of  a  relative,  show  that  you  have  what 
Senedick  calls  "  an  Amiable  Low  "  (needless  to  say  that  we  do  not 
allude  to  any  keeper  of  the  Public  purse),  and  that  you  come  of  the 
stock  of  the  Golden  Bull.  With  which  sweet,  choice,  and  dainty 
conceits  to  lighten  the  way,  let  the  Pensive  Public  be  off  to  the 
Mansion  House  with  their  help  for  the  homeless  by  Lake  Michigan. 
The  Americans  remembered  us  in  the  days  of  Ireland's  hunger,  and 
of  the  Cotton  Famine,  and  must  now  allow  us  to  remember  them. 
And  let 's  be  quick  about  it,  or  the  city  will  be  rebuilt  before  the 
money  gets  there.  "  Right  away— this  very  now,"  as  they  say. 


Geese  and  Creese. 

AT  Nottingham  Goose  Fair  the  price  of  geese  ranged  from  It.  to 
lls.  What  will  poulterers  ask  for  geese  that  fetch  these  prices  at  a 
fair  ?  Prices  that  most  people  but  working-men  in  the  receipt  of 
high  wages  would  think  themselves  geese  to  give. 


A  Tarss  Correspondent  well  remarks  that  the  Ammergau  Play,  if 
it  is  to  impress  us,  must  be  looked  at  through  the  eye  of  Faith. 
Just  so.  But  we  read,  when  the  idle  and  the  curious  were  being 
advised  to  go,  the  counsel  "  Be  sure  to  bring  your  Opera-Glass." 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[OCTOBER  21,  1871. 


OUR    NEW    NOVEL. 


A   TREBLE   TEMPTATION. 

CHAPTER  X. 

IADT  Bussrr  acting  upon  instructions  appeared  before  the  gate  of 
the  Zoological  Gardens  with  outriders  dressed  in  scarlet  and  pink. 
They  had  white  hats  turned  up  with  hlue,  and  yellow  boots.  A 
dozen  running  footmen  accompanied  the  carriage,  dressed  as  Tritons, 
and  blowing  conchs. 

All  this  was  not  without  its  effect  on  SMITH. 
On  the  pretence  of  asking  him  at  what  time  the  Bears  were  fed,  she 
slipped  a  thousand-pound  note  into  his  hand,  and  a  letter  for 
SIB  CHABLKS. 

This  was  duly  delivered.   JUFF'S  receipt  she  put  inside  a  bun,  and 

threw  it  over  the  railings.  SIR 
CHARLES  seized  it  and  devoured 
its  contents.  Then  he  nodded, 

•  passed  his  finger  over   his  bald 

[/       |c  head  thoughtfully,  jotted  some- 

.-i    |      '  thiiig  on  the  letter,  and  replacing 

it  in  the  bun  threw  it  playfully 


B 

C  The  Market  made  like  Noah's  Ark. 
D  Sometbiiw  or  other. 
A  The  Rixgin,;. 
B  More  Rigging. 

E  The  Be.tr  standing  apart  slyly,  and 
working  tho  Rigging. 


p] 

up  to  LADY  Bussrr.  Thencefor- 
ward he  was  cheerful  and  resigned . 
The  Bears  amused  him  with  their 
absurdities.  They  were  all  mad. 
One  Bear  thought  he  was  on  the 
Stock  Exchange,  and  showed  SIB 
CHAELES  a  plan  for  rigging  the 
market.  The  plan  was  marked 
methodically,  A,  B,  C,  D,  &c., 
and  the  poor  animal  imagined 
himself  a  Bear  of  Consols. 

SIB  CHARLES  saw  at  once  that  he  would  never  get  out. 

But  from  their  conversation  he  learnt  something  which  was  ulti- 
mately of  signal  service  to  him. 

They  confided  to  him  their  secret  griefs. 

One,  a  she-bear,  informed  him  that  she  would  not  have  been  there 
but  for  the  wickedness  of  a  barber  in  the  City,  who  loved  her, 
though  she  hated  him,  and  who  had  paid  SMITH  to  fatten  her  up, 
and  if  he  could  not  possess  her  alive,  he  would,  by  SMITH'S  help, 
obtain  her  hand,  and  herself  entirely,  when  dead. 

SIR  CHARLES  passed  his  hand  over  his  hairless  scalp,  and  medi- 
tated. 

Five  days  later  the  she-bear  was  removed.  SMITH  informed  SEE 
CHARLES  of  her  destination.  And  now  he  was  really  axious  for  his 
delivery. 

JUFF,  too,  wondered  at  the  delay. 

At  last  there  came  a  note.  "Hair  you  ready?  Go  ahead!" 
Then  JUFF  went  to  work. 

He  called  on  a  Manager  of  a  Metropolitan  Theatre. 

The  Manager  had  just  got  together,  with  some  trouble,  a  "  double 
company  "  for  MR.  JUFF'S  forthcoming  pantomime. 

JUFF  dispensed  with  the  two  Harlequins  and  the  Columbines,  but 
borrowed  a  brace  of  Clowns  and  a  pair  of  Pantaloons. 

He  also  took  the  precaution  of  securing  five  large  pantomime 
heads  with  various  expressions  of  countenance.  To  wear  these,  he 
engaged  four  artists  accustomed  to  this  sort  of  work. 

The  fifth  mask  they  carried. 

Thus  armed,  JUFF  went  to  the  Zoological. 

The  men  with  the  large  heads,  being  taken  for  distinguished 
foreigners,  were  received  by  the  authorities,  who  showed  them  over 
the  Gardens  with  the  greatest  possible  respect. 

This  drew  the  officials  and  the  visitors  away  from  the  bears'-den. 

SMITH  and  another  keeper  came  out  to  feed,  the  bears. 

The  second  keeper  wheeled  a  barrow  before  him,  in  which  was 
the  bears'  meat. 

At  a  signal,  from  JUFF,  the  first  Clown  and  Pantaloon  engaged 
SMITH  in  an  animated  conversation. 

Obeying  another  sign,  the  second  pair  of  Pantomimists  stopped 
the  barrow,  and  commenced  tasting  and  bargaining  for  the  meat. 

From  SMITH'S  pocket,  Clown  Number  One  extracted  the  keys. 

The  man,  missing  these,  turned  upon  him. 

Then  the  Clown,  with  the  utmost  politeness,  protested,  on  his 
honour,  with  his  hand  at  his  heart,  that  he  could  not  be  guilty  of 
such  a  fraud,  and  pointed  to  his  companion,  who  had  already  run 
away,  as  the  culprit.  The  keeper  strode  off  in  search  of  the  latter. 

In  the  meantime  similar  manoeuvres  had  been  executed  by  the 
other  artistes,  and  the  under-keener  was  in  full  chase  of  the  second 
Pantaloon,  who,  he  supposed,  had  filched  several  pounds'  weight  of 
the  fattest  meat. 

The  first  Clown  handed  the  keys  to  ME.  JUFF. 

Then  the  two  Drolls  engaged  themselves  upon  a  work  of  marvel- 
lous cunning. 


They  divided  the  fat  purloined  from  the  barrow,  and  with  two 
lumps  of  this  stuff,  they  scrubbed  the  walks  of  the  Gardens,  as  if 
they  were  housemaids,  cleaning  a  floor. 

In  the  meantime,  JUFF  had  descended,  opened  the  cage,  released 
SIR  CHARLES,  placed  the  spare  large  head  on  his  shoulders,  and  thus 
disguised,  he  led  him  by  the  grass  borders,  and,  avoiding  the  paths, 
to  the  gate. 

So  far  all  was  satisfactory. 

But  the  alarm  had  been  given. 

SMITH  and  the  other  keeper,  finding  themselves  deceived,  shouted 
out  to  the  officials,  who  attempted  to  secure  their  large-headed 
visitors.  This  led  to  a  scrimmage. 

The  Clowns  and  Pantaloons  threw  about  everything  they  could 
find. 

The  police  outside,  hearing  the  noise,  rushed  in,  and  would  have 
joined  the  attray,  but  for  the  precautions  taken  by  the  two  Clowns, 
who  had  rendered  the  walks  so  slippery  with  lard,  that  no  one  was 
able  to  stand  upright  for  one  second. 

Then  followed  a  scene  of  indescribable  confusion,  taking  advan- 
tage of  which,  JUFF  and  Sia  CHARLES  drove  off,  safely,  in  a  cab. 

In  a  few  minutes,  LADY  BUSSIT  held  him,  panting,  shouting,  and 
dam/ing  in  her  arms. 

It  was  a  pretty  picture. 

Then  JUFF  went  home  to  work. 


CHARTER  XL 

LADY  BUSSIT  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"May  IV  "she  asked. 

"  You  may,"  was  his  reply. 

Then  she  produced  first  of  all  JUFF'S  receipt  and;  the  note  added 
by  Sn;  CHARLES. 

She  accounted  for  her  delay  by  showing  that  the  Ptirruquier  to 
whom  she  had  applied  could  not  have  performed  his  work  quicker 
under  the  circumstances. 

It  was  to  be  a  temporary  arrangement. 

JUFF'S  receipt  had  simply  said, 

"  Mxisuii'  round  the  head  in  manner  of  a  fillet,  classically." 

"  Ffum  the  forehead  ticer  tn  the  poll,  eleetiiineuriutjly." 

"  Friiin  one  temple  to  the  other,  religiously." 

"  JrritK  result  down  in  inches.  Your  wife  will  apply  it  to  a 
photograph,  and  the  thing  is  done." 

It  was  the  answer  to  this  that  SIR  CHARLES  had  written. 

"  Here  is  the  photograph,"  said 
LADY  BUSSIT,  "with  your  own 
measurement  applied." 

She  showed  it  him.  A  skilfully 
executed  likeness,  taken  in  his 
baldest  time,  before  his  whiskers 
disappeared. 

"  And  here,"  she  continued, 
producing  a  magnificent  false  head 
of  hair,  "  is  the  result." 

A  loud  cry  of  delight  escaped 
from  her  husband,  as  he  gently 
fitted  the  perruque  on  his  marble- 
like  head. 

LADY  BUSSIT  whispered  in  his 
ear,  "You  won't  mind  ROBERT'S 
beard  and  moustache  now  ?  " 

"  Not  I." 

"  You  will  never  have  another 
fit  " 

'"  I  never  wish  for  a  better  one         SIB  C.  BV.SSIT.    (Frm. 
than  this." 

So  they  sat  together  murmuring  in  each  other's  ears. 

Then  LADY  BUSSIT  plucked  up  courage,  and  showed  him  her  mag- 
nificent chignon. 

"  Let  us  be  grateful  to  Heaven,"  said  SIR  CHARLES.  That  night 
they  rested  happily. 

SIB  CHAKLKS  rose  at  dawn.  He  was  for  driving  over  to  Tuppenrue 
Bussit  in  triumph. 

I  lor.scs,  flags,  drums,  trumpets,  and  two  troops  of  his  own  raising 
with  colours. 

On  their  road,  SIR  CHARLES,  remembering  the  address  to  which 
the  she-bear  had  been  carried,  drove  a  little  out  of  his  way,  and 
called  there. 

It  was  a  Barber's  shop.  Over  the  door  was  an  announcement  to 
the  effect  that  a  large  bear  had  just  been  slaughtered,  and  that  the 
grease  was  invaluable. 

SIR  CHARLES'S  servants  returned  laden  with  three  dozen  pots  of 
the  "Capillary  Confection."  This  was  the  title  given  to  the  pomade 
by  the  barber,  who  had  invented  it  himself. 

ROBERT,  from  the  Tower  of  Teazer,  saw  the  happy  pair  drive  into 
the  village. 

Young  farmers  were  out  cantering  about.    Old  peasants  in  their 
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carts,  Children  on  donkey*.  Peasants  from  the  plough.  All 
shouting  together  in  t!n-ir  joy  at  tin:  return"!  their  kind  landlord 
and  his  loving  wife,  and  unable  to  restrain  their  admiration  of  SlK 
CIIAUI.KS'S  glossy  lucks,  flowing  beard,  and  brown  moustache. 

I'.efore  they  reached  tin'  village  lour  hundred  hot  >  men  accom- 
panied the  carriage,  while  at  hast  four  hundred  more,  unaccus- 
tomed to  the  saddle,  were  on  their  barks  in  the  dust. 

The  ctnireh-bells  rang;  everybody  oheered;  and  seventy-five 
whose  uni!'  '"  si*  thousand  seven 

Inindred  and  titty  years,  san?  a  chorus  of  one  hour  and  a  half's 
duration,  by  the  Church  dock,  which  played  the  accompaniment. 

At  thU  LADY  I1.'  !"  to  cry  :  Sni  CM  Mii.rs  b.,\v.  d  riirht  and 

left,  taking  off  his  wig  to  the  people  with  great  delight  and  pride. 
It  was  a  lioyal  I'rotn- 

MOM.V  I!"  :  on  the  hack  seat  of  the  carnage,  threw  her 

boots  in  the  air  for  luck. 

A  roar  of  cheers  burst  from  the  crowd  at  that  inspired  action  of  a 
unman  who  a  seemed  to  be  on  lire.  I.AHY  l!i  ^-ir 

turned  pale,  but  a  skilful  movement  of  her  head  avoided  the  second 
boot.  Then  they  all  stood  up  and  shouted. 

It  wns  ojien  bouse  that  niu'ht  to  everyone. 

Paupers  from  the  workhouse  came  into  Tuppennic  Bnwit  Hall,  and 
slept  wherever  they  liked,  only  requesting  to  have  their  shoes  well 
polished  and  hriglit  early,  and  a  cup  of  chocolate  half  an  hour  before 
they  got  up  in  the  morning. 

Farmers  played  the  piano,  and  their  elders  danced  in  the  drawing- 
room.  Others  spent  the  night  in  the  wine-cellars.  X«  man  or 
woman  was  denied.  Oxen  were  roasted  whole  in  every  room  in  the 
kegs  were  broached,  and  ale,  eider,  port,  sherry,  and  cham- 
pagne ilowed  down  the  stairs  in  rich,  frothy  streams.  It  was  open 
Louse  that  night  to  all  as  it  had  heen  four  hundred  years  ago. 


was  felt  on  Friday  last  on  the  farm  of  MR.  BLUBBKRLET,  the  emi- 
nent prize-pig  breeder,  near  \Vaddltton,  in  Hampshire.  It  was  first 
perceived  by  his  stockman,  JOKI.  Ci;i  sin  u,  who,  upon  investigation, 
discovered  that  the  shoek  proceeded  from  a  pigstye,  where  he  had 
just  deposited  the  usual  mid-day  meal.  The  poor  animal,  whose 
falling  had  caused  the  earth  to  vibrate,  had,  by  a  super-porcine 
effort,  struggled  to  its  iti  u-iial  sustenance,  tmt  it« 

legs  proving  unequal  to  sustain  the  tat  imposed  on  them,  it  fell,  and 
shook  the  neighbourhood  by  its  tremendous  weight. 
TERRIBLE,  IK  TKCE. — An  n  dy  is  said  to  have 

4  in  the  vicinity  of   Cbongerigflhc.   in   Central  Africa.     It 
appears  that  an  extensive  croeodi!  •!  been  got  up  for  the 

pleasure  of  PKIKCE  POONOWANKIUM,  tl  living  relative  of 

M»  late  lamented  Majtsty  the    K  «i:  I'SNMHU,  I-I,\NI>S. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  day's  sport,  a  small  beater  was  missing, 
and,  as  not  the  slightest  atom  has  U-eii  lonnd  of  hisrcma" 

i lectured  that  an  egg,  which   I  ]«w  whole  at 

dinner,  must  ha\e  •  udd.  nly  b.-en  hatched  liy  -ne  heat  of 

'  the  climate,  and,  as  it   probably  contained  tb.  if  a  croco- 

dile, it  is  prwmmed  tin-  new-born  reptile,  ere  emerging  from  his 
stomach,  ate  the  •poor  young  nigger  up. 


SCRAPS    FOR    SUB-EDITORS. 

To  be  sprinkM  in  the  \i-icxpaprrs  during  the  Dull  Sfason, 

METEOBOWWICAt  PiiEN'OMExny. — An  amazing  shower  of  monkeys 
was  observed  last  week  in  Monmoutli.  The  country  for  miles  round 
udered  literally  alive  with  these  amusing  animals,  and  on 
some  farms  it  was  estimated  that  they  clustered  round  the  chimney- 
pots to  the  thickness  of  five  feet.  Being  of  the  long-tailed  species, 
it  was  calculated  that  their  tails  alone,  if  all  placed  end  to  end, 
would  have  reached  in  a  straight  line  from  Paddington  to  Penzanee. 

CtraiosrrrEs  OF  THE  CENSUS.— Near  the  little  village  of  Toffyton. 
in  Cumberland,  there  are  resident  three  maiden  ladies  whose  united 
ages,  as  confessed  in  the  last  census,  do  not  amount  to  more  than 
ninety-seven  years.  To  persons  fond  of  studying  the  question  of 
longevity,  it  might  be  curious  to  compare  the  information  thus 
afforded  with  the  statistics  to  he  found  in  three  preceding  census 
papers,  which  have  been  decennially  furnished  by  the  Government, 
and  which  there  is  abundant  local  evidence  to  prove  that  these  same 
three  ladies  actually  filled  up. 

LATEST  FROM  AMERICA. — A  remarkable  occurrence  is  related  to 
have  happened  at  the  town  of  Applesquashville,  in  the  State  of 
Massachusetts.  It  appears  that  a  young  lady,  Miss  AHAMINTA 
CLAM,  who  is  at  present  under-scullerymaid  to  AFHICANUS  BONES, 
ESQUIBE,  was  engaged  in  splitting  coke,  to  cook  the  evening  meal, 
when  from  the  heart  of  a  large  lump  there  suddenly  leaped  forth, 
in  perfect  health  and  spirits,  a  creature  which  Miss  CLAM,  who  is 
an  eminent  geologist,  pronounced  at  once  to  he  a  fossil  pterodactyl, 
of  pre-Adamite  descent.  What  makes  the  fact  more  curious,  says 
the  Squashrillf  Tmnnhinrk  Tlu-mrer,  from  which  we  cite  the  story, 
is  that  the  creature  must  assuredly  have  lain  embosomed  in  the  coal 
throughout  the  heating  process  of  converting  it  to  coke.  Yet  such 
is  the  vitality  of  this  tremendous  reptile,  that  it  has  survived  a  tem- 
perature of  near  500°  Fahrenheit,  and  is  now  in  perfect  liveliness 
and  health.  Miss  CLAM:  is  a  believer  in  the  Darwinian  theory  of 
descent,  and,  conceiving  that  her  Saurian  may  possibly  be  one  of 
her  primeval  ancestors,  she  lavishes  profusely  her  pin-money  upon 
it,  providing  daily  for  its  sustenance  six  score  of  Ostend  oysters, 
which  her  interesting  prntfqe  appears  to  relish  hugely,  being  happily 
unconscious  of  the  formidable  fact  that  they  cost  his  loving  mistress 
over  two  dollars  a  score. 

SINGULAR  VORACITY  OP  A  SHRIMP.— The  neighbourhood  of  the 
Aquarium  in  the  Crystal  Palace  was  lately  thrown  into  a  state  of 
considerable  excitement  by  the  rumour  that  a  shrimp  had  been 
discovered  in  the  act  of  devouring  a  large  craw-fish.  Assistance 
being  near  at  hand,  the  larger  crustacean  was  fortunately  rescued 
from  its  impending  fate ;  though  not  until  its  tiny  but  victorious 
antagonist  had  contrived  somehow  to  swallow  halt  of  ita  gigantic 
rival.  From  what  has  since  transpired,  it  is  currently  believed  that 
jealousy,  not  hunger,  was  the  actual  prompting  cause  of  this  unfor- 
tunate event. 

EARTHQUAKE  EXTRAORDINARY.—  A  slight  shock  of  an  earthquake 


T  X  \l  A  X  LY  DEMONSTRATION. 


K^SIOVAT.T.Y  in  Court8 
of  Justice,  during 
trials,  it  happens 
that  ladies,  by  direc- 
tion of  the  pro- 
siding  Judge,  are 
now  and  then  re- 
quested to  withdraw. 
1 1  eretof ore  they  have 
always  submissively 
obeyed.  But  then- 
are  some  truly 
strong  -  minded 
women,  champions 
of  women's  rights, 
who  wten  invited 
to  go,  majr  be  ex- 
pected to  insist  on 
remaining,  and  may 
have,  if  they  legally 
can  be,  to  be  re- 
moved by  an  officer, 
with  the  exertion 
of  physical  and  brute 
force.  Honour— such 
as  they  deserve — to 
some  such  ladies 
among  those  who 
attended  the  Social 


a   discussion    of 
sanitary  and  medical  question,  when,  according  to  telegram:  — 

"  During  the  proceeding*  a  gentleman  drew  the  attention  of  the  Chairman 
to  the  fact  that  a  number  of  ladies  were  present.  The  Chairman  said  it  was 
intended  that  ladies  should  be  there.  The  gentleman  thereupon  said  that,  as 
the  ladies  would  not  go,  he  should,  and  amidst  laughter  and  shrill  hisses  he 
retired." 

As  hisses  are  sounds  hardly  capable  of  pitch,  the  utterances  of 
disapprobation  and  contempt  denominated  "  shrill  "  were  probably 
articulate  feminine  outcries.  But  at  any  rate  they  expressed  feel- 
ings in  which  every  man,  entertaining  a  proper  respect  for  the 
superior  and  more  refined  sex,  must  sympathise.  To  the  pure,  we 
know,  all  things  are  pure,  and  the  wretch  in  masculine  form  who 
was  capable  of  affecting  an  ostentation  of  comparative  delicacy 
which  constituted  a  positive  satire,  deserved  to  retire  from  the 
presence  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  especially  ladies,  amidst  hisses  and 
shrieks  of  "  Yah  !  "  and  "  Fie  !  " 


Admiralty  Rolling  Stock. 

SOME  of  our  Ironclads,  especiallv  the  Lord  Warden,  are  said  to 
liave  rolled  exceedingly  during  the  late  cruise  of  the  combined 
squadrons.  MR.  GOSCHEN,  the  other  day,  said  that  the  British 
Navy  was  meant  to  be  used ;  but  men-of-war  that  roll  worse  than 
porpoises  will,  for  fighting  purposes,  be  of  no  use  in  a  heavy  sea.  It 
is  a  pity  they  cannot  be  utilised  on  land,  in  the  high  roads,  where 
sharp  flints  and  bits  of  granite,  injuring  horses'  feet  and  damaging 
carriages,  cry  out  to  be  crushed  with  steam-rollers. 
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BOTH    SIDES    OF    THE    QUESTION. 

Dissipated  Tradesman  (to  the  Expostulations  of  the  Minister].  "  YE  'KK  ATK  CRACKIN'  AT  MB  ABOUT  MY  DRINKIN',  SIR,  BUT  YOU  DON'T 

CONSIDER  MY  DROOTH  !  ! " 


WOBDS  AND  WISDOM  OF  PARLIAMENT. 

"  How  is  the  work  of  the  nation  done  ?  "  A  writer  in  Macmillan, 
discussing  this  question,  points  out  how  the  work  of  the  nation  is 
not  done ;  through,  for  one  thing,  "  the  superabundant  loquacity  of 
Hon.  Members."  By  "Hon.  Members"  he  means  "Hon.  Gentle- 
men." He  does  not  mean  Noble  Lords.  It  is  the  House  of  Commons 
that  is  known  by  its  much  speaking.  Another  place  is  known  by 
its  conciseness.  Much  speaking  is  partly  natural  to  many  Hon. 
Gentlemen.  It  is  forced  on  others  by  the  necessity  of  satisfying 
constituents  who  esteem  it  a  mark  of  wisdom,  and  would,  if  their 
representatives  did  not  practise  it,  think,  not  without  reason,  them- 
selves not  represented. 

Thank  goodness,  it  is  sometimes  said,  we  have  a  House  of  Lords. 
There  is  like  reason  to  be  thankful  for  the  superabundant  loquacity 
of  Hon.  Members  of  the  House  of  Commons.  The  utility  of  the 
House  of  Lords  eminently  consists  in  delaying  legislation  which,  if 
hasty,  would  be  unjust  or  injurious.  In  this  respect  the  super- 
abundant loquacity  of  the  House  of  Commons  has  the  same  use. 
Thus  the  much  speaking  of  the  House  of  Commons  operates  as  the 
wisdom  of  the  House  of  Lords.  We  should,  however,  perhaps  jump 
to  the  conclusions  which  have  been  arrived  at  by  some  advanced 
Reformers  were  we  to  determine  that  the  loquacity  of  the  elected 
could  advantageously  supersede  the  counsel  of  the  independent 
House  of  Parliament. 


Proved. 

PYTHAGORAS  taught  the  metempsychosis.  He  was  right.  Could 
he  visit  France,  he  would  strongly  feel  this.  For  never  was  there 
such  a  passing  of  one  thing  into  another  as  in  the  case  of  his  own 
name,  there.  The  Gauls  transmute  the  stately  and  sonorous  PYTHA- 
GORAS into  the  plebeian  and  snobbish  PETER  GORE  ! 


GREGARIOUS  CHATTER. 

ROOKS,  cresting  forest  trees  with  black. 

Now,  on  autumnal  evenings,  caw 
In  concert  mingled  with  the  clack 

Of  many  a  garrulous  jackdaw. 
Their  Caucus  shall  we  say  they  hold 

Perched  on  the  foliage  sere  and  brown  ? 
So  chatter,  silence  not  as  gold 

Esteeming,  Members  out  of  Town. 

So  Social  Science  gatherings  prate ; 

So  doth  the  Parsons'  Congress,  too, 
In  annual  parley  and  debate 

They  join,  as  rooks  and  jackdaws  do. 
An  instinct  common  'tis  to  all 

Which  urges  them  to  utter  sounds. 
Thence,  once  a  year,  at  Nature's  call, 

The  flood  of  jaw  o'erleaps  all  bounds. 

In  common  noisiness  unite 

Sage  and  Divine,  and  likewise  Bird. 
Inspired  with  just  the  same  delight 

In  hearing  and  in  being  heard. 
Like  noises  issue  from  their  throats, 

For  meaning ;  cries  as  good  as  worda : 
But  ears  acute  to  Music's  notes 

Prefer  the  chorus  of  the  Birds. 


M.  Pouyer  Quertier. 

MKS.  MALAPROP  thinks  that  the  French  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer has  a  most  capital  name  for  a  tax-collector.  .The  excellsnt 
old  lady  calls  him  Mounseer  Pay  Yer  Quarter. 
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MY    HEALTH. 


only  means  that  I  am  not  ragingly 
Bureyou  're  angry  with  me.     Why  f 


ly  furious. 


Y  dear  Miss  STRAJTH- 
MKKK,"  1  commence, 
quietly  and  solemnly, 
"  Whem  you  ask  why 
is  it  necessary  to  think 
deeply  sometimes,  I 
can  only  reply," — the 
slightest  pause  merely 
to  collect  a  pailful  of 
the  heaviest  three  syl- 
lables, and  crush  her, 
like  Tarpeia,  under 
tlu  golden  words  of 
Wisdom.  She  takes 
advantage  of  it,  and 
says,  "  0,  you  're  an- 
gry with  me  ...  with 
poor  little  me.'"  Poor 
£=  little  me!— she  really 
is  half  a  head  taller, 
—  a  whole  head, 
taking  in  the  appen- 
dage,—than  I  am 
does  irritate  me 
make  a  false  step,  and 
allow  myself  to  deny 
the  charge.  I  say, 
"Angry!  No!  I'm 
not  angry"  which 
She  continues,  "  I  'm 


All  the  Loppiness  gone  off.    Excitement  of  probable  legal  career 
and  proposed  sudden  departure  has  done  me  good. 
Last  Post.—  Letter  from  BUDD.     He  says  :— 

"  /  nii-t  1/niir  Aunt.  Nlu-  i-jplaim-il  to  mi-  Unit  '/ntir  Coutin,  I 
think,  shr  miiil,  hml  hnuyfit  xi,  mi-  lutrm-nr,  I'm-  a  li,is/:i-t-i-/i<iixi-  fur  ln-r 
when  he  irai  in  tin-  Mediterranean,  tiinl  that  this  has  MtMMW  been 
/iiirt/i/  ililiniti'ilat  Florence,  and  parti;/  at  J'urix,  from  trhich  place, 
it  seems  (<ir  from  Milan],  it  trim  originally  stolen.  linnet-,  there  are 
teveral  claimants.  Tin-  Fn-nrh  Hm-i-rnmi-nt,  In  -aiilrn  inn  inij  i-ommitted 
the  enormity  of  purchasing  a  whole  heap  of  something  of  thi  tort, 
says  that  thin'  in  part  of  it.  That's  one  claim.  Tin-  MMMBM  of 
n  is  somehow  mixed  up  in  it  on  m-mimf  «f  tin-  Imperial  Arms 
being  on  the  breast-plates.  But  it  had  been  twice  tultl  in  Kngland 
ittsly,  and,  I  believe,  pawned  in  Florence,  tkaugk  the  man  who 
did  this  has  been  traced  to  Norway.  I  don't  i/mii-  muii-rshinil  it. 
VIM/-  Aunt  said  she'd  paid  for  you,  yem-s  «(/•,,  In  In-  u  Itarrister, 
nnil  she  iliiln't  see  why  you  shouldn't  undertake  tin-  irnr/;.  Tin- 
Solicitor  says  it'll  be  worth  ten  guineas  a  day  and  all  expenses 
paid,  with  refreshers  of  fifty.  It  entails  guimj  t<>  I'urisand  Florence, 
tniil  all  sorts  of  places,  examining  the  Frenchies  and  the  fathers. 
Si  i  iji-t  up  your  parleyvoo,'  and  go  in  for  ten  guineas  a  day,  and 
send  it  to  me  to  keep  for  you. 


'  /'.  S. 


QABVUUB  BUDD. 

}  'mi  'II  have  to  ttart  to-morrow  if  tin'  Solicitor  decides  upon 


Why?     Why'!    Why 

The  Confectioner's.    I  change  the  subject.    I  sa 
our  American  friend,  "  Now  Jetta  feel  like  ice." 
lead  up  to  the  idea  which  struck  me  a  short  time  since. 
"You've  made  a  conquest  of  t  ho. French  Count." 

Plttue,  tell  me,  why?    Won't  you?" 


iv  gaily,  quoting 
Then   I  artfully 
1  »ay, 


"Why?"     A  pause. 


I  attempt  a  parable,  as  a  mode  of  explanation  new  to  me,  and  not 
altogether  unpoetical.  I  say,  "-You  know  how  the  snake  charms 
the  bird." 

"  No,"  she  replies  ingenuously.     "  Why  does  it  ?  " 

I  can't  descend  from  parable<ittto  mere  natural  history.  'I  like  a 
person  to  seize  on  a  simile  at  once,  and  to  see  what  you:B»ean,  if 
anything,  rather  better  than  you  do  yourself.  Enter  the  Joes.  She 
persists,  "  Why  do  you  call  m&AJwake." 

I  beg  her  pardon,  I  didn't. 

Enter  ROBERT,  hurriedly.  "  LADY  WBTHERBY  thought  it  might 
be  important,  Sir,"  he  says,  and  hands  me.  a  telegram. 

—     For  DODDRIDOE  to  telggraph  means 


Home  law  business.    MR.  BUDD 


I  open  it— from  DODUKIDOJS. 
something  serious. 

"  Your  Aunt  wishes  to  tee  you. 
has  promised  to  write." 

Law  business ?  "I  didn't  know  you  were  a  barrister ! "  observes 
Miss  STUAITHMKKF..  "JJo?"  1  reply  carelessly,  as  much  as  to 
intimate  that  that  is  her  fault. 

"  You  are  glad  to  go  ?"  says  Miss  STRAITHMERE,  looking  up  from 
her  ice,  and  then  looking  down,  again  immediately.  Then  she  adds, 

)("////  are  you  glad  to  go  ?  " 


Trawling. 

_      __.  , .  "to  be  considered  a  respectful  negative."     No  one  takes  to  the 

to  do— perhaps ;  and  though  My  Health  wouldn't  stand  being  cooped   notion  of  trawling.    The  Retainers  are  sent  for  as  usual.     BUNTEH 


[Heal  Answer.  Because  you  go  on  saying,  "why  ?  "] 

Sham  Answer,  for  external  application. — "  No,  I  'm  sorry  to  leave 
Torquay ;  I  'm  only  glad  because  Law  business  means  actual  work 
to  do— perhaps ;  and  though  My  Health  wouldn't  stand  being  cooped 
up  in  Courts  for  long,  yet  an  occasional  ease  with  a  brief  marked 
with  a  fifty,  or  a  hundred,  guineas,  would  be,"  (I  put  it  pleasantly,) 
"  a  very  nice  thing." 

We  rise,  and  return  quickly  to  Firkin  Terrace. 

J tress  for  Dinne> — Thoughts  while  J)rtfmiim/.—  Perhaps  a  real 
chance  at  the  Bar.  After  all,  the  question  is  whether  hard  work  at 
the  Bar  wouldn't  be  better  for  My  Health,  with  an  occasional  holi- 
day, than  any  other  course.  "  May  it  please  your  Lordship,  Gentle- 
men of  the  Jury,"  I  commence  while  washing  my  hands,  and 
somehow  having  no  case  to  continue  upon,  I  seem  to  quote  as  follow- 
ing naturally,  "  the  Scripture  moveth  us  in  sundry  places  "  when 
it  suddenly  occurs  to  me  that  this  is  not  what  I  meant. 

Idea  suggested  by  the  lapsus  lingurr,  though. — Why  not  be  a  clergy- 
man ?  There 's  health !  Beautiful  country.  Happy  Pastor  with 
his  simple  flock.  Goes  about  patting  children's  heads,  and  smiling 
on  everybody.  Everybody  smiling  in  return,  and  touching  hats, 
and  curtseying.  General  serenity.  Sits  in  his  chair  in  the  garden 
on  a  summer's  evening,  his  wife  (the  beloved  and  good  angel  of  the 
village)  beside  him.  .  .  .  Why  not  a  young  American  wife  ?  .  .  . 
or  why  not  .  .  . 

Dinner. 


I)  ijii'iiii.l  .'/"»  th<-  lirii-f ;  am/,  from  what  your  Annt  says,  I'm  nlmnst 
I  tttri  'hi •'»•///.  )'">'  see  it  dm-sn'/  depend  solely  upon  her,  as  she  it 
»nH  only  one- nl  uintx  in  F.ni/l<i»d  alone.  Your  Cousin  seems  to 

have  mini-  a  nice  mess  of  it.  SA.UUSL  from  the  Baths  sends  his 
loci',  ami  photograph.  Adoo  ! 

"  I'P.S.  I  was  jutt  sealing  this  up  when  your  Aunt's  maid  came 
in.  You  are  to  wait  a  tin.'/." 

It  is  arranged  that  I  stop  to-morrow.  LADY  WKTHERBY  says, 
cheerfully,  that  she 's  made  out.  u  little  plan  for  our  to-morrow. 

Night. — In  my  room.  Early.  Think  I  am  very  much  better. 
Decidedly  tired,  but  comparatively  well.  Hope  it  will  last.  If  this 
case  of  my  Aunt's  comes  off,  it  would  open  a  new  career  to  me. 
Head  BUDD'S  letter  again.  He  doesn't  put  it  quite  clearly. 

How  shall  I  manage  if  I  have- to  go  abroad  and  examine  wi  ran  Bins 
in  France,  Spain,  and  Italy  ;  ».e.  in  French,  Spanish,  and  Italian? 
Suppose  I  shall  travel  with  an  Interpreter.  Good  thing  for  My 
Health.  Must  get  up  the  Law  on  Harness.  .  .  .  After  all,  yachting 
is  a  lazy  life,  and  tends  to  stoutness.  .  .  .  I  should  only  be  unhealthy, 
and,  perhaps,  unwieldy,  if  I  continued  yachting.  ...  To  bed  .  .  . 

Morning. — ROBERT  arranges  my  things  for  my  getting  up.  That 
is,  he  turns  everything  inside  out.  Can't  understand  why. 
["  Why"  reminds  me  of  Miss  STRAITHMKKE.  "If  she  wasn't  so" 
.  .  .  (here  I  pull  on  my  boots)  .  .  ,  "  I  think  I  might"  .  .  .  (braces) 
..."  but  she  is  really  so  "  ...  (buttoning  collar,  head  well  up).  .  .  . 
What  a  lot  of  force  it  requires  to  button  a  collar.  Painful  too. 
Agonising  expression ;  spasmodic  twist  of  the  mouth. 

The  Tortures  of  Dressing. — I  know  a  man  who,  so  to  apeak,  is 
spikes  and  mechanism  all  over.  Buckles  with  sharp  points  to  his 
waistcoat  and  trousers.  Buckles  with  sharper  points  on  his  shoes. 
His  tie  an  ingenious  mechanical  contrivance  made  of  silk,  iron,  and 
a  stronghand  pulley.  When  hoisted,  as  it  were,  it  forms  a  sailor's 
knot,  ilis  studs  cut  his  lingers  and  his  shirt  front,  and  make  him 
positively  dance  with  pain  when  dressing  in  a  hurry  for  dinner. 
The  great  invention  of  the  age  would  be  a  buttonless  costume  entire. 

Flash. — Remember  a  weird  German  story  called  The  Shadowless 
Man.  Adapt  and  adopt  title,  The  liuttonless  Man. 

l),,irn  l,i  Jtreakfasl.—fiuo  day.  WBTHERBY  says,  capital  day  for 
I  do  not  reply.  "  Silence,"  as  some  advertisements  say, 


is  told  to  be  in  readiness  with  the  Launch.  Has  said,  "  Yes,  Sir," 
and  disappeared.  The  Boy  in  Tops  has  been  ordered  to  bring  round 
the  ponies  immediately.  ROBERT  has  been  ordered,  in  a  general  way, 
to  be  ready  for  anything  that  may  happen.  RANOER,  the  butler, 
has  been  sent  to  get  every  thins,'  that  W*;i  u  F.KBY  may  have  forgotten. 
The  Captain  is  under  command  to  be  within  hail  at  a  moment's 
notice,  and  if  we  don't  go  out  by  twelve,  he  is  to  spend  the  rest  of 
his  day  in  superintending  somebody  who  has  to  do  something,  with 
putty,  to  the  deck.  Jm  is  told  off  to  assist  in  packing  some  boxes, 
and  bringing  'em  down-stairs ;  and  little  CRIPP  is  sent  to  fetch  a  fly 
with  a  good  norse,  and  BILL  and  HARRY  (from  yacht)  are  summoned. 

"  Got  the  tackle  ?  "  asks  WETHERBY. 

BILL  looks  at  HARRY,  and  HARRY  at  him  back  again.  Then.  BILL 
replies  that  he  has. 

"  Hey  ?  what  ?  "  asks  WETHERBY. 

BILL,  assisted  by  HARRY,  repeats  that  the  tackle  is  ready. 

"Then,"  after  some  consideration,  WETHERBY  says,  quickly, 
"  Put  it  on  the  Launch."  Exeunt  BILL  and  HARRY. 

Thoughts. —  What  are  we  going  to  do  ?  Sail  in  the  yacht  ?  drive 
in  a  fly  ?  fish  in  the  Launch  'f  go  about  in  the  pony-carriage  ? 

It  is  evident  we  are  ready  for  anything. 
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LIBERTY  AND  LICENCE. 

SOME  of  our  friends,  Mr.  Punch,  think  that  the  Middlesex  Magis- 
trates have  been  hard  upon  the  Alhambra  and  Cremorne  in  refusing 
the  former  a  licence  last  year,  for  reasons,  and  the  latter  a  licence 
this  year,  for  the  like  reasons.  Kept  open  under  the  LORD  CHAMBER- 
LAIN'S licence  only,  which  does  not  allow  the  dancing-saloon  to  be 
combined  with  the 
tavern,  the  Alham- 
bra, during  the  last 
six  months  is  said  to 
have  lost  in  receipts 
£11,000.  The  lessee 
of  Cremorne  remains 
with  a  ruinous  lease 
on  his  hands,  and 
thousands  of  pounds, 
invested  in  improve- 
ments of  the  place, 
suddenly  confis- 
cated. Both  lessees 
aremnchtobepitied. 
But  what  for?  That, 
Sir,  allow  me  to  sug- 
gest, depends  upon 
the  reality  of  the  cir- 
cumstances on  whose 
supposition  the  rea- 
sons which  deter- 
mined the  refusal  of 
their  licences  were 
based.  If  those  cir- 
cumstances really 
existed,  those  gen- 
tlemen are  simply  to 
be  pitied  for  not  hav- 
ing taken  care  in  due 
time  that  such  cir- 
cumstances should 
exist  no  longer. 

Are  public  dan- 
cing -  places  essen- 
tially objectionable  ? 
Then,  it  is  well  ar- 
gued, prohibit  them 
altogether.  Then 
there  ought  to  be  an 
end  of  "  Mayings  " 
at  the  White  Horse 
and  the  Barley  Mow ; 
which  would  be 
absurd.  The  British 
liberty  of  dancing 
may  no  doubt  be 
abused,  and  requires 
to  he  restrained  by 
authority  from  pos- 
sibly extravagating 
into  cancans,  and 
excesses  of  French 
leave,  and  riot  which 
is  not  French. 

Whether  as  re- 
gards the  dancing- 
hall  or  the  public- 
house,  or  both  in  one, 
don't  you  think,  Sir, 
that  Liberty  and  Li- 
cence should  coexist  ? 
That  is,  of  course, 
the  Licence  being 
confined  to  the  land- 
lord or  lessee  alone : 
the  Liberty  shared 
between  himself  and 
his  guests. 

One  of  the  principal  Music  Halls  had,  you  may  have  observed, 
what  is  idiomatically  called  a  narrow  squeak  of  it  this  time.  Let  us 
hope  that  next  year  we  may  not  have  to  pity  the  keepers  of  some  of 
these  establishments  for  not  having  terminated  the  existence  of 
circumstances  at  present  indicated  by  numerous  vile  prints  in  music- 
shop  windows. 

But  if  conspirators  could  accomplish  the  suppression  of  public 
amusements  and  the  prohibition  of  common  enjoyments,  at  which 
they  are  aiming,  they  would  make  a  merry  world  of  it  in  England 
— wouldn't  they  ?  Not  for  yours  truly,  JOSEPH. 


IS  BLACK  AND  WHITE. 

ACCORDING  to  the  Athenamm,  there  is  a  scheme  on  foot  for  an 
"  Exhibition  of  Works  in  Black  and  White."    The  value  of  such 
an  Exhibition  to  the  public  would,  we  think,  be  greatly  enhanced  if 
it  could  be  made  to  include  some  or  all  of  the  following  articles : — 
A  solemnjpromise,  in  black  and  white,  by  all  Members  of  Parlia- 
ment not  to  talk  more 
than     is    necessary 
next  Session. 

A  solemn  promise, 
in  black  and  white, 
on  the  part  of  Minis- 
ters of  all  .churches 
and  sects,;  not  to 
attack  each  other 
any  longer,  but  to 


unite  in  a  joint 
assault  on  home  hea- 
thenism, ignorance, 
and  vice. 

A  solemn  promise, 
in  black  and  white, 
by  all  M.P.'s,  Noble 
Lords,  Cabinet  Min- 
nisters,  and  Presi- 
dents of  Congresses, 
never  again  to  fill 
more  than  one  co- 
lumn of  the  news- 
paper with  their 
Vacation  remarks, 
upon  Education. 

A  solemn  promise, 
in  black  and  white, 
by  the  Fraternity 
of  Butchers,  that 
they  will  some  day 
or  other  reduce  the 
price  of  meat. 

A  solemn  promise, 
in  black  and  white, 
by  DE.  Cummra  and 
MR.  TTJPPEH  that 
they  will  repose  on 
their  well  -  earned 
laurels,  and  not  write 
any  more  books. 

A  solemn  promise, 
in  black  and  white, 
on  the  part  of  Some- 
body or  other,  to  put 
the  centre  of  Leices- 
ter Square  into  de- 
cent order  within  the 
next  twelve  months. 
A  solemn  promise, 
in  black  and  white, 
by  all  who  are  in 
authority,  not  to 
allow  the  erection  of 
another  statue  in  the 
streets  of  London. 

A  solemn  promise, 
in  black  and  white, 
by  ME.  WHALLEY 
and  ME.  NKWDE- 
OATE,  that  they  will 
never  again  make 
themselves  or  any- 
body else  uneasy 
about  the  Papacy. 

A  solemn  promise, 
in  black  and  white, 
by  all  German  Bands 
and  Italian  Organ- 
ists, that  they  will  return  to  their  native]  countries  at  the  very 
earliest  opportunity. 

A  solemn  promise,  in  black  and  white,  by  the  Leaders  of  Popular 
Movements,  that  they  will  hold  no  more  meetings  in  Hyde  Park  or 
Trafalgar  Square. 

If  these  attractions  are  added  to  the  Exhibition,  Mr.  Punch  gives 
his  solemn  promise,  in  black  and  white,  that  he  will  open  it  in  state. 

PROPOSED  TEETOTAL  CHABITZ. — A  National  Hospital  for  Delirium 
Tremens. 
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RESIGNATION. 

How  DOES  THE  ASPHALTE  DO  FOB  THE  HOBMS?" 
Our  Driver  (one  of  those  Philosophers  who  urill  not  look  at  the  bright  side  of  things). 
Do  FOR  'EM,  SIR  ?     I  B  UKVE  YEB.     THRM  AS  AIN'T  CLBVEK  AT  SKATIN', — 
THE  HICE  is  IN  A  BEAUTIFUL  S'CAW  AT  PRESENT.      BY  THK  TI»B  THE  FROST 


T11K  1'AWNBltOKER  BEFOJIE  CONGRhSS 


(Of  H<ii-iiil 

MK. 


;. 


1>J 


\\'iio  is  the  Poor  Man's  constant  friend, 
Aid  CVCT  ready  to  extend, 
And  sums  at  moderate  manor  lend  '' 
My  Uncle. 

Who  's  the  philanthropist,  malignvd 
liy  thoughtless,  i.irnonmt,  unkind 
Perverten  of  the  people's  mind  '•: 
My  Uncle. 

Who  stolen  goods  will  ne'er  receive, 
In  fact,  is  shunned  by  them  that  thieve; 
1'or  pledges  they're  afraid  to  1, 

My  Uncle. 

Who,  when  a  Nephew,  or  a  Niece,  _ 
Would  pawn  a  doubtful  ?em,  or  piece 
Of  plate,  apprises  the  Police  '• 

My  Uncle. 

\\"lio  keeps  the  shop  whose  "  Two-  to-One  " 
Denotes  that  you  shall  nut  be  done, 
For  all  that  has  been  said  in  fun  '; 
My  Uncle. 

Who  is  particular  about 

All  articles  put  "  up  the  spout." 

Again,  almost  all,  taken  out, 

My  Uncle? 

The  false  suspicion,  therefore,  drop, 
That  Nunky  keeps  a  Fence's  shop. 
Who  'd  lose  by  prey  which  thieves  might  pop  ? 
My  Uncle. 


COMES,  P'R'AI'S  THEY'LL  A   LEAKIST   Tin:   HART,  SIR! 
IMPKOVEMINTS  TO  I-UT  UP  WITH,  YOU  KNOW,  SIR  !  ! " 


BUT    WE   ALL    HAS   OUR 


Heroic  Elements. 

M.  BjiNKDBTTi  remarks,  in  a  despatch.  "  There  is 
something  of  KKKIIKIUCK  THE  GREAT  in  each  Prussian." 
We  cannot  quite  say,  in  like  manner,  "  There  is  some- 
thing of  the  Great  DUKI:  OP  WELLINGTON  in  every 
Englishman."  It  may,  however,  be  hoped  that  the 
Englishmen,  of  whom  so  much  may  be  truly  said,  are  a 
good  many,  and  many  enough  to  be  too  many  for  the 
BUADLAUOHS,  and  the  ODGEKS,  and  the  Fenians. 


EOUOE   KT 

AT  Newmarket,  the  other  day,  a  horse  called  A'uyrc  Taurtn  was 
broughtout  to  run  on  the  distinct  understanding  (to  which  we  trust 
the  poor  creature  was  a  party'  that  if  he  did  not  win  the  race,  he 
should  be  shot.  Ho  won,  and  was  straightway  purchased  t 
so  there  is  no  tragedy  in  the  story.  But  I'lim-h  would  like  to  ask  a 
question.  It  would  not  bfttre  been  the  fault  of  Nui/re  T<nir«n,\n\\ 
of  Nature,  had  the  horse  shown  that  he  was  unable  to  do  something 
for  which  he  was  not  fitted.  His  owner  is  some  kind  of  military 
officer,  and  may  be  another  \Vi:i .1  ,IXC;HPV  or  MOI.TKK.  But— should 
he  be  nothing  of  the  kind,  and  should  he  be  ever  ordered  to  "  set  a 
squadron  in  the  field,"  and  should  he  set  it  badly,  would  he  like  his 
Commander  to  do  him  the  same  injustice  which  was  menaced  in  the 
case  of  the  horse  ?  Noyre  Tavrcn  paws  for  a  reply. 


PAVING  THE  BILL. 

"In  order  to  meet  the  expenses  of  the  Commission  which  inquired  into 
raal-practices  at  the  Bridgwuter  election,  the  overseers  of  that  borough  are 
under  the  ni'iwMty  of  raising  a  rate  of  at  least  three  shillings  in  the  pound — 
a  very  considerable  increase  on  the  ordinary  amount." 

"""AT  this  rate  there  will  soon  be  an  end  of  "  mal-practices."  The 
remedy  for  the  disease  seems  to  have  been  discovered  at  last.  At 
future  elections,  other  boroughs  can  hardly  fail  to  keep  in  mind 
what  indulgence  in  "  nial-practices "  cost  repentant  Bridgwater; 
and  will  he  careful  not  to  do  anything  of  a  questionable  character, 
which  may,  after  a  few  months'  interval,  bring  down  three  Barris- 
ters from  London,  and  establish  them  for  several  weeks  in  the  Town 
Hall  and  the  best  hotel,  at  the  sole  expense  of  the  ratepayers.  At 
any  rate,  we  hope  so. 


TH  !  >  X 1 »  THE  CALENDAR. 

OSE  would  like  to  know  what  betting  men  in  general,  and  par- 
ticularly such  as  those  who  bloek  the  way  in  front  of  newspaper 
who  congregate  on  the  pavement  in  front  of  Knightsbridge 
Barracks,  and  who  were  pounced  upon  the  other  day  at  a  public- 
house  in  Lawrence  Lane  by  the  City  police,  thought  of  the  subjoined 
item  of  "  Sporting  Intelligence  "  telegraphed  the  other  day  from 
Newmarket : — 

"At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Jockey  Club,  held  after  the  races  this  after- 
noon, it  was  unanimously  resolved,  on  the  motion  of  Hit.  PAYXB,  that 
'  When  the  week  which  includes  the  25th  of  March  (which  is  now  the  oom- 
rof  neeroent  of  the  racing  season)  shall  be  Passion  Week,  race  meetings  may 
be  held  in  the  week  preceding.' ' 

Gentlemen,  whose  minds  are  entirely  occupied  in  calculating  the 
horsey  chances,  are  unlikely  to  devote  a  second  of  their  valuable 
time  to  speculation  as  to  the  meaning  of  Passion  Week,  and  the 
possible  connection  of  that  particular  period  with  the  racing 
season.  But  they  will  probably  agree,  to  a  scamp,  in  wishing  that 
Passion  Week  included  the  25tn  of  March  every  year. 


Strikes  without  Workmen. 

Now  the  Engineers'  Strike  at  Newcastle  has  terminated,  it  may 
be  hoped  that  the  other  strikes  will  be  speedily  brought  to  a  close. 
All  strikes  are  more  or  less  objectionable,  in  particular  the  strikes  of 
shipbuilders,  of  which  the  consequences  have  been  especially  ruinous ; 
but  perhaps  even  those  strikes  are  not  so  bad  as  the  strikes  of  men- 
of-war  which,  through  their  Captains'  want  of  seamanship,  have 
struck  on  rocks. 
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CURE  FOR  COMMON 
COMPLAINTS. 

"  Indulgence  in  sea- 
lion  meat  and  whale  meat 
is  recommended  by  the 
Alaska  Herald,  which 
assures  its  readers  that 
these  viands  will  '  make 
a  man  virtuous  and  a 
woman  corpulent.'  "  — 
Times. 

OT/B  purveyors  and 
provision  dealers 
should  not  neglect 
this  chance  of  a  pro- 
fitable investment. 
They  would  find  an 
immense  demand  for 
joints  of  whale  and 
sea-lion,  which,  in 
these  days  of  rapid 
transport,  could  be 
safely  brought  even 
from  so  distant  a  place 
as  Alaska  to  London, 
packed  in  tins  like 
the  Australian  beef 
and  mutton.  There 
are  thousands  of  our 
fellow-men  who  are 
conscious  that  they 
are  not  so  good  as 
they  might  be  who 
would  be  eager  buyers 
of  these  new ' '  viands, ' ' 
with  their  wonderful 
curative  properties  ; 
there  are  tens  of  thou- 
sands of  women,  now 
complaining  of  feeling 
thin,  who  would  con- 
sume sea-lion  and 
whale  at  every  meal 
in  the  day,  to  secure 
that  comfortable 
roundness  of  form 
which  the  Alaska 
Herald,  without  im- 
pairing the  beauty  of 
its  style,  might  have 
denoted  by  a  less  un- 
wieldy term  than  cor- 
pulency. 


ST.  CRISPINS  SIM- 
PLETONS. 

THE  subjoined 
statements  occurring 
in  an  article  on  "  The 
Industrial  and  Com-  i 
mercial  Condition  of 
Paris,"  which  ap- 
peared, the  other  day, 
m  the  Morning  Post, 
should  interest  MB. 
ODGEB :— 

"  Among  the  manu- 
factures specially  worthy 
of  notice  is  that  of  shoes. 
Paris  has  long  had  almost 
a  monopoly  in  the  supply 
of  elegant  chauttures,  es- 
pecially of  ladies'  shoes. 
In  ordinary  times  about 
34,000  shoemakers  are 


THE    NEW    HOUSE. 

PATERFAMILIAS  (with  his  belongings)  returned  last  night  from  the  Sea-side  to  his  new 
home  in  the  Suburbs.  He  has  slept  on  his  own  spring-bed  and  breakfasted  comfortably,  and  is 
beginning  to  forget  the  misery  of  the  last  four  weeks.  The  children  are  out.  The  October 
sun  is  shining  brightly.  A  faint  fragrance  pervades  the  house,  which  (he  says)  reminds  him 
vaguely  of  days  gone  by.  He  strolls  into  his  garden.  The  young  Virginia  creeper  is  turning 
a  lovely  red  ;  the  kitten  has  grown  into  a  cat,  and  a  lily  has  actually  burst  into  blossom  from 
a  bulb  of  his  own  planting.  In  the  fulness  of  his  heart,  he  throws  himself  into  a  garden  chair, 
takes  out  his  pipe,  and  begins  to  warble  "Home I  sweet  Hornet"  when — 0  horror  !  ...  He 
suddenly  descries  a  series  of  ominous  cracks  running  up  the  back  of  his  "  newly-built  sub- 
stantial semi-detached  suburban  residence  " — and  the  partner  of  his  joys  rushes  out  to  tell  him 
that  "  that  subtle  aroma,  so  poetically  suggestive  of  the  past,  proceeds  from — Tas  DRAINS  I  " 


employed,  among  whom 
may  be  reckoned  Germans 
and  Belgians  to  the  num- 
ber of  not  more  than 
10,000.  Of  the  remaining 
24,000,  12,000  have  been 
killed,  are  in  prison,  or 
have  fled  from  the  city." 

In  Paris,  then,  a& 
well  as  in  London,  and 
our  other  large  towns, 
it  appears  that,  among 
workmen,  there  is  a 
special  propensity  to 
mix  themselves  up 
with  political  disturb- 
ances on  the  part  of 
shoemakers.  This 
would  not  be  unac- 
countable if  the  shoe- 
makers of  revolution- 
ary proclivities  be- 
longed mostly  to  a 
distinct  class  of  work- 
men—those employed 
in  the  manufacture  of 
hobnailed  boots  and 
shoes  such  as  in  shop- 
windows  are  ticketed 
with  the  denomina- 
tion of  "Men's  Strong 
Walking."  For, 

_"  Men's  Strong  Walk- 
ing "_  are  made  for 
working-men,  with 
whom  not  only  may 
their  own  shoemakers 
be  supposed  prone  to 
range  themselves  as 
against  the  higher 
orders,  but  also  in- 
clined to  take  part 
the  rather  as  with 
customers  whom  they 
would  not  be  in  dan- 
ger of  losing  through 
any  political  convul- 
sion which  might  turn 
Society  upside  down. 
But  for  shoemakers, 
whose  speciality  is 
that  of  making  ladies' 
shoes,  to  join  Commu- 
nists, Socialists,  or  any 
other  sort  of  destruc- 
tive revolutionists,  is, 
in  effect,  to  quarrel 
with  their  own  bread- 
and-butter.  If  the 
constituents  of  the 
International  were  to 
accomplish  their  in- 
tent, there  would  be 
no  ladies  to  wear  ele- 
gant shoes,  and  the 
ladies'  shoemaker's 
occupation  would  be 
gone.  Think  of  that, 
MASTEB  ODGEK  !  pon- 
der it  all,  ye  sons  of 
Crispin! 


NEXT  TO  COEISAlfDE. 

So    Cardinal   York 

came  in  second  for, the 

Cesarewitch.     Pretty 

well  for  a  Pretender. 


Out  of  his  Element. 

THE  President  of  the  latest  Spanish  Ministry  is  "  a  general  in  the 
navy."  As  there  seems  to  be  an  idea  that  he  is  hardly  strong 
enough  for  the  place,  he  has  probably,  by  this  time,  found  himself 
"at  sea"  again. 


All  for  Money. 

JACK  DAMYAJT  and  his  wife  have  just  started  on  their  wed- 
ding tour.  The  lady's  chief  attraction  is  her  iacpme.  In  this 
case,  JACK'S  friends  call  the  usual  period  of  seclusion  the  money- 


Prtnt*d  by  /oieph  Smith,  of  No.  M,  Holford  Square,  In  the  Farlih  of  St.  Jaroei.  Clerkenwell,  in  Hi*  County  of  Middlwei.  >t  the  Printing  Offlco  of  Meura.  Bradbury.  Braiu.  *  Co.,  Lombarc 
Btrwt,  In  the  Precinct  of  Whitetrian,  In  the  Cltr  «f  London,  and  Pnbluhed  bj  him  at  No.  85,Heet  Street,  In  the  Paruh  of  8t.  Bride ,  Cltr  of  London.— SiTVEDiT ,  October  21, 1871. 
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OUR    RESERVES. 

Militiaman  (Jic  had  been  "catching  it"  from  his  Officer  for  shirking  Drill,  <tc). 
"  WKLI,  I.OOKY'  'ERE.  THE  NEXT  TIME  YOU  WANTS  A  'A'PENNY  BLOATER  OFF 
o'  MY  BARKEK,  'BLESSED  IF  YOU  SHALL  'BY  IT  !— THERE  !  I" 


A  THOUGHT  IN  THE  TOWER. 

October  17,  1S~1.     The  funeral  of  SIR  JOHN  Fox  lifuoovNE 
took  place,  tltii  day,  in  the  Tower  of  London. 

"  YE  towers  of  JULIUS,  London's  lasting  shame," 

'Tis  fit  he  rest  amid  yotir  fortress-pile ; 
For,  above  battles,  'tis  his  nobler  fame 
That  other  fortresses  defend  our  isle. 

Perchance  a  yet  more  lasting  shame  than  yours 
History  had  bid  with  Albion's  name  to  join, 

But  for  each  guardian  bulwark  that  endures 
As  Albion's  monument  to  brave  Bunco YSK. 


A  VKUY,  YKKY  OLD  MAN. 

THK  J'.cho  has  printed  a  remarkable  letter,  received 
hool  Board  in  the  country,  from  one  of  the  can- 
didates for  its  clerkship.  The  letter  is  not  free  from 
defects  of  grammar  and  orthography ;  but  these  must 
all  be  forgotten  in  the  wonder  that  the  writer  could,  at 
his  advanced  period  of  life,  put  pen  to  paper  at  all,  for 
he  makes  this  startling  statement, — "  i  ham  305  years  of 

•gfc" 

The  Editor  of  Notes  and  Queries,  who  is  sadly  scep- 
tical about  persons  reaching  such  a  comparatively  insig- 
nificant age  as  one  hundred  years,  should  lose  no  time  in 
investigating  this  wonderful  case  of  tri-centenarianism, 
one  which,  we  believe,  is  without  a  parallel  in  the  annals 
of  British  longevity. 


Teetotal  Taverns. 

THE  signboards  of  some  country  inns  bear  an  inscrip- 
tion offering  travellers  "  Entertainment  for  Man  and 
Horse."  That  noble  animal  the  Horse  will  drink  beer, 
yea,  strong  beer,  when  it  is  given  him.  Now  that  ig- 
noble animal  the  Ass  is  such  an  Ass  that  he  refuses  to 
drink  anything  but  water.  If  fussy  agitators  ever 
manage  to  saddle  those  who  would  be  Asses  to  let  them 
with  a  Permissive  Prohibitory  Liquor  Law,  "  Entertain- 
ment for  Man  and  Horse  "  will  have  to  be  altered  to 
"  Entertainment  for  Man  and  Donkey." 


COERCION  FOR  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM. 

THE  United  Kingdom  Alliance  for  depriving  the  community  of 
the  liberty  to  obtain  restorative  liquors,  held  their  annual  meeting 
the  other  day  at  Manchester,  of  all  places  in  England,  and  of  all 
places  in  Manchester,  at  the  Free  Trade  Hall.  The  object  of  their 
conspiracy  being  simply  to  destroy  freedom  of  trade  in  drinks,  their 
choice  of  the  Manchester  Free  Trade  Hall  to  hold  their  meeting  in 
evinced  a  finely  ironical  repudiation  of  the  principle  whose  assertion 
is  Manchester's  special  glory. 

"  Bitter  irony  and  no  bitter  beer— or  any  other"— will  henceforth 
be  an  appropriate  motto  to  be  embroidered  on  the  United  Kingdom 
Alliance's  banners.  But  this  will  have  to  be  supplemented  by 
others  :— "  No  spirits  or  wine  of  any  description ; "  '  Nothing  what- 
ever to  drink  except  water,  and  such  other  fluids  as  we,  the  Teeto- 
tallers, choose  to  permit." 

That  there  may  be  no  mistake  on  this  point,  the  Allies'  Council 
have  had  the  straightforwardness  to  publish  in  their  report  the 
following  resolution : — 

"That  the  Council  rejoices  in  the  many  and  varied  evidences  of  a  rapid 
growth  of  public  opinion  in  favour  of  legislation  calculated  to  limit  the  in- 
fluence of  the  liquor  traffic,  but,  while  recognising  the  value  of  some  of  the 
proposals  for  licence  reform,  the  Council  reiterates  its  conviction  that  the  only 
relation  which  a  civilised  community  ought  to  hold  to  the  traffic  in  intoxi- 
cating liquors  is  one  of  prohibition,  and  pledges  itself  to  renewed  efforts  to 
accomplish  the  work  for  which  the  Alliance  was  organised." 


The  United  Kingdom  Alliance,  therefore,  will  not  rest  satisfied  with 
shutting  up  all,  not  excepting  the  most  respectable  and  well-con- 
ducted, taverns  and  public-houses.  It  would  if  it  could,  and  will  if 


is  that  of  stopping  the  supply  of  wine  at  Clubs,  and  of  making  it 
impossible  for  any  one  in  bis  own  house  to  take  a  glass  of  sherry 
with  his  dinner. 

With  these  results  in  contemplation,  the  Chairman  of  the  anti- 
liquor  trade  meeting  in  a  Free  Trade  Hall,  MB.  JOHJJ  "WnmvoBTH, 
made  a  speech  containing  a  remarkable  passage : — 

"It  was  owing  to  the  efforts  of  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance  that  the 
power  had  been  taken  away  from  the  Excise  to  grant  beer-licences,  and  it 
merely  required  a  strong  pull  and  a  long  pull  by  the  temperance  reformer*  of 
the  country  to  compel  the  Government  to  give  them  what  they  asked." 

Let  them  take  a  strong  pull  and  a  long  pull  at  the  drinking- 
fountain,  and  stick  to  that,  not  seek  to  compel  others  to.  Or,  if 
they  had  rather,  they  may  limit  themselves  to  taking  their  pull  at 
the  pump,  and  be  thankful  that  the  times  they  live  in  are  not  those 
in  which  the  People  would  have  put  them  under  it. 


How  to  make  Home  Happy. 

MB.  HOME,  the  "  Spiritualist,"  has  married.  Mr.  Punch  infre- 
quently adverts  to  domestic  arrangements,  still  more  infrequently 
ventures  a  playful  remark  on  the  names  of  a  happy  couple.  But  he 
hopes,  as  MB.  HOME  has  allied  himself  to  MADEMOISELLE  Gun  M  r- 
I.INK,  he  will  now  abandon  the  "gloomy  line"  he  has  hitherto 
followed,  and  give  his  undoubted  talents  fair  play  in  pleasanter 
directions. 


Before  the  Scenes. 

IT  is  a  proud  distinction  to  be  called  the  greatest  Actor  of  the 

day,  but  considering  the  time  when  theatrical  representations  gene- 
it  can   destroy  the_  wine-merchant  s  business  altogether ;  will  even   ral,    take    ,        h  «eemg  to  us  that  it  would  ^  ^  ^  h         ^  to 

prohibit   grocers  from  selling  cheap  claret ;    indeed,   will  totally   be  fa^  £  the  greatest  Actor  of  the  Night. 
— teetotally— forbid  the  importation  of  wine,  by  way  of  cultivating 


friendly  relations  with  France. 
The  triumph  to  which  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance  looks  forward 


UKIVEBSAI.  ACCOMPLISHMENT. — Playing  the  Fool. 
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ON    THE    METROPOLITAN. 

EEMED  to  me  that  I  had 
alighted  at  the  doors  of  the 
Royal  Court  Theatre,  and  was 
seated  on  a  Patent  Weighing 
Machine,  under  a  "  Desidera- 
tum," in  one  of  Talkwood's 
Safes  (not  exactly  "the  place 
to  spend  a  happy  day "), 
surrounded  by  Second  -  hand 
Breech-loaders,  Painting- 
brushes,  Dressing  -  bags  and 
cases,  and  Table  cutlery  ;  with 
nothing  to  eat  but  Parr's  Life 
Pills,  Nabob  Pickle,  and 
(luinine  Biscuits ;  nothing  to 
drink  but  Jetoline  and  Inks 
for  hot  weather ;  and  nobody 
to  speak  to  but  Poor  Miss  Finch 
and  The  Woman  in  White,  who 
were  murmuring  to  The  Daily 
Telegraph,  "  Trichoscotizon 
Trichoscotizon,"  while  Echo 
answered,  "  Money  without 
Security,  Money  without  Secu- 
rity," and  using  all  the  time 
Hair  preparations  composed  of 
Starch,  Mustard,  and  Red- 
heart  Rum. 

The  vexing  part  of  it  was,  that 
I  could  see  Pleasure-parties,  in 
Paris  hats,  in  the  Royal  Albert 
Hall,  listening  to  the  Christy  Minstrels  and  refreshing  themselves  with  Soup  squares  and  Solid 
Essence  of  Beef,  washed  down  with  several  descriptions  of  Cocoa,  India  pale  ale,  German 
wines,  Chloralum  and  Cognac.  They  were  joined  by  the  Vicar's  Daughter,  who,  after  going 
to  Rosherville  and  all  round  the  Globe  with  Hinko  and  the  Graphic,  in  search  of  the  Heir- 
at-Law,  had  come  direct  from  Australia  tp  Madame  Tussaud's  in  an  open  boat  with  an  Illus- 
trated Ox  and  a  cargo  of  Drawing-room  Coals,  which  the  Carriage  Accident  Insurance 
Company  were  Willing  to  deliver  at  the  Turkish  Baths  or—"  Xotting-Hill  Gate  !  Notting- 
Hill  Gate ! "  That  familiar  cry  aroused  me  from  what  I  was  rather  glad  to  find  only  a 
dream. 

You  see  I  had  been  by  the  Metropolitan  Railway  to  the  Mansion  House  to  dine  with  the 
MAYOR  and  M.  LEON  SAT,  and  I  imagine  that  the  close  study  I  gave  to  the  advertisements 
at  the  Stations  and  in  the  carriages  by  which  I  travelled  to  and  fro,  aided  perhaps  by  the 
generous  hospitality  of  the  City,  caused  me  to  fall  asleep,  and,  acting  on  my  sensorium, 
produced  the  remarkable  psychological  phenomena  I  have  now  endeavoured  to  recal,  before 
they  fade  for  ever  from  my  retina.  "0.  D.  V." 


OUR  NEW  NOVEL. 

A   TREBLE   TEMPTATION. 
CHAPTEK  XII. 

ROBERT  BUSSII  was  served  with  a  Declaration  and  a  Writ.  It  was  in  three  counts,  in 
their  shortest  and  most  simple  form : — 

1st.  That  the  said  ROBERT  BUSSIT  of ,  in  the  county  of ,  on  the •  day  of  • , 

in  the  year  of ,  did,  of  his  own  malice  aforethought,  and  all  to  the  contrary  not- 
withstanding, molest,  annoy,  and  evict,  vi  et  armis,  from  statutable  and  possessory  rights 
the  plaintiff  in  this  action,  and  that  the  aforesaid  ROBERT  BUSSIT  did,  on  the  same  day 

as  aforesaid,  that  is,  on  the day  of  — — ,  in  the  year  of ,  cause  the  plaintiff  as 

aforesaid  to  be  seized  and  removed  against  his  will  and  consent  to  a  place  set  apart  by 
law  for  the  legal  retention  of  such  Quadrupeds,  Bipeds,  and  others  not  being  feree  natures 
or  lusus  natures,  in  the  Park  of  the  Regent  in  the  County  of  Middlesex. 
2nd.  That  the  said  ROBERT  BUSSIT  (&c.,  &c.  as  before)  did  (much  the  same  as  mentioned  in 
the  above  count)  .  .  .  and  in  consequence  of  such  act  or  acts  done  and  executed  of 
malice  aforethought  as  aforesaid,  the  plaintiff,  SIB  CHARLES  BUSSIT,  of  Tuppennie 

Bussit,  in  the  county  of ,  on  the  day  of  ,  in  the  year  of ,  does  claim  and 

cause  to  be  claimed  all  that  part,  portion,  and  inalienable  right  of  quod  ei  deforoact, 
such  right  not  being  barred  by  the  usurpation  of  the  incorporeal  hereditament  whereof 
as  aforesaid  the  aforementioned  ROBERT,  &c.,  &c. 
3rd  Count.  And  that  (all  re-stated  as  above  at  full  length)  the  plaintiff  thereupon  claims 

£36,000  for  damnum  et  injuria,  and  hereby  on  the  day  of •,  &c.,  &c. 

ROBERT  BUSSIT  sold  his  house,  pulled  down  the  Tower  of  Teazer,  and  paid  the  money.  It 
was  a  sickener  ;  it  broke  his  spirit. 

Defeated  at  every  point,  ROBERT  fell  into  a  deep  dejection,  and  took  to  tumbling  for  a 
livelihood.  He  and  his  wife  and  child  hired  themselves  out  as  "  SIGNOR  BUSSITTINI  and 
Talented  Family."  They  practised  standing  on  their  heads  for  hours  every  day.  One  thing 
was  clear :  they  would  never  again  alight  on  their  legs. 

His  father-in-law  took  tickets  for  his  benefit ;  but  this  was  all  they  had  to  live  upon. 
He  applied  to  MR.  JUFF  for  an  equestrian  drama.     MB.  JUFF  wrote  it.    This  crushed 
him  utterly. 


He  travelled  about  the  country  with  it 
for  some  time ;  then  he  travelled  about 
without  it. 

Much  journeying  brought  him  in  contact 
with  all  sorts  of  people,  for  whom  he  had 
but  one  question,  "  Do  you  know  my  cousin, 
LADY  BUSSIT  ?  " 

Persons  to  whom  this  query  was  put, 
thought  it  was  a  conundrum,  and  gave 
it  up. 

Then  he  hated  everybody  worse  than  ever. 

One  day  he  heard  the  bells  of  some  church 
ringing. 

i?  What 's  that  for  ?  "  he  asked,  sharply. 

"  Young  BUSSIT,"  answered  the  man. 

ROBERT  took  up  a  log  of  wood,  and 
rushed  at  him.  "I'll  teach  you,"  he 
cried,  "  to  ring  bells." 

The  man  ducked,  and  ran  out. 

(End  of  Chapter  the  Twelfth.) 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

OUR  story  now  makes  a  bold  jump. 

Everybody  is  twenty  years  older. 

SIR  CHARLES  BUSSIT  has  one  son;  ROBERT 
one  daughter. 

ROBERT  is  once  more  residing  at  Bussit, 
in  a  small  cottage.  He  hates  his  cousin 
worse  than  ever. 

One  day  MR.  BANJO,  now  the  Perpetual 
Curate  of  Tuppenuie  Bussit,  came  to  SIR 
CHARLES  to  complain. 

"There  was,"  ho  said,  "a  middle-aged 
person,  in  fact  a  female,  preaching  in  the 
village ;  and  as  she  preached  better  than 
he  did,  nobody  came  to  hear  him." 

SIR  CHARLES  decided  to  judge  for  him- 
self. Being  a  Magistrate,  he  was  legally 
entitled  to  do  so. 

A  large  crowd  was  gathered  round  the 
woman,  who  was  perched  on  a  tub. 

He  recognised  her  at  once  —  LA  DOR- 
CHESTER. 

She  spoke  briefly,  but  forcibly. 

She  lashed  Drunkenness,  and  then  took 
another  subject  in  hand,  Quarrels  in  fa- 
milies. 

"Look  here,"  she  exclaimed,  "why  do 
you  quarrel?  Birds  in  their  little  nests 
agree,  and  'tis  a  shameful  sight,"  (mur- 
murs from  the  crowd.)  "  When  children  of 
one  f amilee "  (more  murmurs)  "Fall  out, 
and  scratch  and  fight."  ("  So  it,  be!"  from 
crowd.)  "What's,  that?  WATTS.  Well 
now,  is  that  true-?"  ("No!"  heartily, 
from  crowd.)  "You  know  better  than 
that."  ("  We  do!"  from  crowd.)  "Very 
well,  then.  If  you  know  better,  do  better." 
("  We  will,  we  will !  "from  croicd.)  "  Set  an 
example  to  SIR  CHARLES"  ("Hooray!" 
from  crowd)  " and  ROBERT."  ("Yah.'" 
from  crowd.)  "  Teach  'em  that  their  little 
hands  were  never  made  to  tear,  and  bite, 
and  fight.  Ask  them,  How  are  you  to- 
morrow?" ("Ah!"  from  SIR  CHARLES 
and  the  crowd.)  "Ask  'em,  How  they'd 
like  it  themselves?"  ("Ah."'  from 
ROBERT  and  the  crowd.)  "  0  !  my  friends, 
be  assured  that  I  'm  right,  and  everybody 
else  is  wrong."  ("  You  are!  you  are!") 
"  Why  do  you  beat  your  carpets  ?  Why 
give  more?  (Sobs.)  "  Many  to  whom  this 
question  is  put  will  reply,  I  can  read,  write, 
but  I  cannot  speak  it."  ("  Yes,  yes ! ") 
"  0,  my  Christian  friends,  the  Christy 
Minstrels  never  perform  out  of  London, 
and  none  other  is  genuine  unless  signed 
with  the  trade  mark."  (Convulsions  in 
crowd,  and  several  people  led  aivai/  howling.) 
"  What  matters  it  after  all,  if  we  can  only 
strike  on  the  box  ?  Let  us  act  up  to  it ! 
More !  Let  us  moisten  the  starch  of  GLEN- 
FIELD  with  the  soothing  syrup  of  the 
maternal  WINSLOW  ;  and  while  we  Ban- 
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tingise  in  a  daylight  of  Ozone,  let  us  aspire  to  the  glorious  light  of 
the  Ozokcrit  '.  '.  " 

The  fair  orator  delivered  these  words  with  such  fire,  such  feeling 
such  clarion-like  eloquence,  that  from  the  people,  at  first  spell- 
IHHIIKI,  flu-re  arose  so  loud,  so  heartfelt  a  cry  of  grateful  joy  as  is 
seldom  heard  from  the  lips  of  those  who  are  perfectly  satisfied  with 
themselves,  in  their  glossy  hats  and  shiny  boots,  on  Sunday  after- 


THE    HOUR    AND    THE    MAN. 


R.  JOTTN  BENNETT,  of  Cheapside,  has  been  elected 
Sheriff  of  London  and  Middlesex.  0,  the  prophetic 
soul  of  SHAKSPEABE  !  "  My  lord,  my  lord,  the 
Sheriff,  with  all  the  Watches,  is  at  the  door ! "  Mr. 
Punch  compliments  the  electors  on  the  choice  they 
have  made.  As  MB.  CHABLES  KINGSLEY  has  just  remarked, 
"  accuracy  is  the  great  want  of  Englishmen,"  and  MB.  BENNETT'S 
chief  business  in  Hfe,  hitherto,  has  been  the  supplying  them  with 
various  means  of  being  accurate.  The  above  hieroglyphic  ex- 
quisitely and  subtly  typifies  the  Situation  of  the  day.  Time,  who 
stands  still  for  no  man,  and  no  watch,  is  protesting  against  Slow- 
ness. No  man  has  practically  enforced  this  moral  better  than  our 
new  Sheriff,  and  Mr.  Punch,  who  never  misses  a  point,  thus  pays 
homage  to  Punctuality.  For  himself,  personally,  he  scorns  it,  of 
course ;  for  as  LORD  LTTTON  justly  says  in  Pelham,  the  man  who  is 
worth  having  is  worth  waiting  for ;  but  it  is  bad  times  for  any- 
body who  wastes  Mr.  Punch's  time,  as  fatuous  Correspondents 
know.  But  this  by  the  way.  It  is  not  often  that  a  P.  R.  A.  S.  is 
invested  with  civic  office,  and  the  occasion  demands  Mr.  Punch's 
notice.  To  quote  W.  SHAKSPEABE  once  more,  "The  bells  of  St. 
Bennet,  Sir,  have  put  him  in  mind."  He  is  quite  sure  thatitcannot 
be  said  of  the  new  Sheriff,  as  ROCHESTER  wrote  of  his  namesake, 
"BENNETT'S  grave  looks  were  a  pretence."  No  more  quotations 
occurring  to  Mr.  Punch  at  the  moment,  he  finishes  with  a  bow  to 
the  Captain  of  the  Watch. 

JUDICIAL  AND  JUDICIOUS. 

THERE  is  a  town  in  Shropshire  called  Wem.  It  has  a  County 
Court  Judge  called  J.  W.  SMITH,  ESQ.,  a  Q.C.  The  other  day,  a 
poor  old  blind  man  sued  his  son-in-law  for  not  maintaining  him, 
according  to  compact.  The  daughter  was  a  witness,  and  admitted 
the  debt,  but  said  that  the  old  man  was  claiming  it  only  out  of 
spite.  Whereupon  she  received  the  following  monition : — 

THE  JUDGE  :  "  Now,  look  here,  my  good  woman  ;  you  must  recollect  that 
this  old  roan  is  your  own  father,  and  you  know  very  well  that  it  is  the  duty 
of  a  child  to  support  his  or  her  father,  to  honour  and  to  succour  him,  and  to 
show  him  that  respect  which  in  justly  due  to  him.  You  have  got  a  father  who 
is  an  old  man,  and  blind ;  and,  as  you  say,  you  have  a  husband  who  is  in 
delicate  health.  But  you  must  recollect,  also,  that  you  have  not  only  this 
father,  but  that  you  have  got  a  Father  in  heaven,  and  you  are  much  more 
likely  to  be  able  to  piy  your  debts  if  vou  do  that  which  is  right  and  just  to 
your  father,  than  if  you  plead  as  you  have  been  doing.  Honesty  is  always 


the  belt  policy;  and,  depend  upon  it,  if  you  pay  your  ju 
father,  you  are  likely  to  have  th«  blenning  from  your  Father 
that  your  husband's  delicacy  of  health  may  not  increase  into 


tjurt  dcbti  to  your 
ather  who  is  in  heaven 
not  increase  into  serious  sickness. 

Because  you  have  a  delicate  husband,  it  u  no  reaxon  why  you  should  not  pay 
your  debt  to  your  father.", 

To  do  the  excellent  Judge  the  justice  he  administers,  this  was  not 
a  case  of  "  preaehee  and  noggee  too,"  for,  in  order  to  make  matters 
easier  for  the  woman,  he  remitted  the  hearing  fees.  Whether  his 
style  of  paternal  culture  could  often  be  adopted  in  all  its  fulne*> 
may  be  doubted  ;  but  it  has  more  than  once  occurred  to  Mr.  Punch, 
ana  he  has  stated  his  belief,  that  a  Judge  might  do  worse  than  occa- 
sionally flavour  his  judgments  with  a  little  homiletic  sauce.  Nobody 
talks  to  the  lower  classes  with  such  weight  as  a  Judge;  and  thonfn 
we  do  not  wish  him  to  preach  sermons,  we  should  often  like  to  hear 
him  throw  in  a  touch  of  morals— if  he  happens  to  recollect  any. 


WISDOM  FOR  WORKING-MEN. 

A  MOBE  than  commonly  wise  and  thoughtful  speech  was  delivered, 
the  other  night,  before  a  meeting  of  the  London  Democrats,  held  at 
their  usual  rendezvous,  to  discuss  the  new  mare's-nest  of  an  alleged 
movement  for  the  combination  of  Conservative  Peers  and  Representa- 
tive Working-Men  in  a  Council  of  Legislation  : — 

"  MR.  FRANK  declared  that  great  credit  was  taken  by  the  Liberal*  for 
giving  th«  people  cheap  food,  but  how  f:ir  wa«  this  true  ?  he  anked.  Ttn- 
Liberals  had  given  tea  at  3».  ;i  pound  ;  but  meat,  in  place  of  being  •"»/. 
was  now  a  shilling  u  pound.  He  urged  that  the  only  end  the  i»-"[ile  should 
have  in  view  should  be  the  declaration  of  a  republic,  and  that  they  should 
train  the  people  to  abolish  all  theology." 

"  See,  my  son,  with  how  little  wisdom  the  world  is  governed." 
Yes  ;  and  think  with  how  much  wisdom  it  might  be  governed  if  the 
plain  common-sense  ideas  of  intelligent  working-men  like  MK. 
FRANK  were  reduced  to  practice.  The  people  might  easily  be 
trained  to  abolish  all  theology  by  a  thoroughly  secular  system  of 
education.  This  would  teach  them  to  cry,  "  No  "Theology !  "  and  to 
demand  the  suppression  of  all  Divinity  Professorships,  Bampton 
Lectureships,  and  all  other  appointments  and  provisions  for  theo- 
logical teaching  at  the  Universities ;  likewise  of  all  denominational 
Schools  and  Colleges.  Then,  of  course,  they  would  insist  not  only 
on  overthrowing  the  Church,  but  also  on  pnlling  down  dissenting 
chapels  and  meeting-houses,  all  except  those  wherein  Dissent  was 
carried  to  the  extremity  of  Atheism,  with  which  any  theology  would 
be  incompatible. 

Theology  having  been  abolished,  and  a  Republic  declared,  there 
would  necessarily  ensue  a  fall  in  the  price  of  meat.  Beef  and  mutton 
would,  quickly  drop  from  Is.  a  pound  to  Gd.  or  5d.,  or  perhaps  4rf. 
In  the  meantime,  if  MR.  FBANK  would  like  to  see  the  price  of  meat 
reduced  to  those  figures,  he  has  only  to  get  the  working  classes,  so 
called,  to  submit  to  a  general  reduction  of  wages  to  a  point  suffi- 
ciently low  to  place  the  purchase  of  meat  beyond  their  circumstances, 
and  render  them,  as  a  body,  too  poor  to  be  able  to  afford  consump- 
tion of  meat  any  longer.  Then  meat  will  be  as  cheap,  for  those  who 
can  afford  it,  as  it  ever  was  in  the  good  old  times. 

Another  speaker,  with  obvious  justice,  complained  that  "  since 
the  middle  classes  had  been  in  power  through  the  help  of  the  artisan 
classes,  the  taxation  of  the  working-men  had  greatly  increased." 
What  a  truth !  _  Not  only  do  working-men  pay  heavy  taxes  on  beer 
ind  spirits,  which  they  are  forced  to  drink,  ana  still  heavier  assessed 
:axes  generally,  but  do  they  not  constitute  the  class  of  all  classes 
ihe  most  heavily  laden  with  the  Income-Tax  ?  Was  it  not  they  who 
principally  had  the  honour  to  pay  for  the  Abyssinian  War,  and  will 
lave  that  of  paying  for  the  Abolition  of  Purchase  in  the  Army  and 
for  the  Autumn  Manoeuvres  ? 

It  may,  however,  be  worth  the  while  of  MB.  FRANK,  and  that  of 
;hose  working-men  who  believe  themselves  the  wiser  for  the  wisdom 
of  his  eloquence,  to  consider  whether,  though  the  substitution  of  a 
Republic  far  the  British  Constitutional  Monarchy  would  no  doubt 
je  speedily  followed  by  a  tremendous  fall  in  the  price  of  butchers' 
neat,  that  desirable  result^had  not  better  be  precipitated,  if  possible, 
•>?  the  immediate  elevation  of  an  absolute  Emperor,  one  such  as  the 
llustrious  MB.  JOHN  CABE  promised  to  prove,  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
rabble.  For  the  despotism  in  which  the  Republic  would  probably 
,  sooner  or  later,  might  chance  to  have  been  grasped  oy  some 
lestorer  of  Society,  who  would  take  a  short  way  with  Republican 
working-men. 

I'd  Be  a  Mormon. 

SIB, — I  see  by  the  Times  last  week  that  Mormonism  is  a  dis- 
qualification for  sitting  on  a  Jury,  i.e.  in  America.  Can't  this  be 
idopted  in  England  ?  If  it  is,  won't  there  be  a  lot  of  converts  to 
,he  Great  Bigamical  Superstition  by  the  time  the  new  Jury  Lists 
lave  to  be  made  out.  1  ours  truly,  DODGEB 
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A    STUDY    OF    OMNIBUS    LIFE. 

Affable  Person  (entering  Omnibus).  "  I  SEE  THERE  is  ROOM  FOR  ONE  MORE  ON  EITHER  SIDE,  LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN,— WILL 

SITBSR  SIDE  KINDLY  MAKE  ROOM   FOR  ME  ?       I   HAVE  NO  PREFERENCE  !  " 

[Stolid  determination  on  either  side  to  let  the  other  side  have  the  benefit  of  Affable  Person.     Complete  unconsciousness,  on  both  sides, 
of  Affable  Person's  existence.     Omnibus  goes  on.     Embarrassing  situation  of  Affable  Person. 


THE  SECRET  TREATY. 

THE  Public  Mind  is  now  exercised  to  the  utmost  by  the  revelation 
that  has  been  made  of  the  Secret  Treaty  between  certain  Great 
Peers  of  England  (pillars  of  the  State),  and  the  Leaders  of  the 
Trades  Unions,  the  International,  and  the  Sartors  of  the  Rue  Tooley. 
If  it  can  be  exercised  more  than  to  the  utmost,  this  also  has  been 
effected  by  the  mystery  which  still  envelopes  the  same  transaction. 

We  have  felt  it  our  duty,  without  the  slightest  regard  to  the 
ordinary  delicacies  and  proprieties  of  life,  to  institute  an  investiga- 
tion into  the  affair.  Etiquette  is  well  in  its  way,  but  salus  populi 
supremo,  lex.  We  have  not  hesitated  to  avail  ourselves  of  all  means 
of  obtaining  facts,  and  at  those  who  fling  at  us  the  insulting  words 
"key-holes,"  "eaves-droppers,"  "spies,"  and  "bribes,"  we 
haughtily  fling  back  the  condensed  expression  of  our  contempt,  com- 
prised in  the  dissyllable  indicative  of  vegetable  productions  con- 
served in  vinegar. 

There  is  no  doubt,  unhappily,  that  a  project  of  so  black  a  kind 
that  no  word  borrowed  from  the  "oil  and  colourman"  (who  is 
stated  by  MB.  LANDOB  to  supply  our  fine  writers  with  epithets) 
can  fittingly  characterise  its  Cimmerian  darkness,  was  set  on  foot — 
if  projects  nave  feet — early  in  the  recess.  Certain  of  the  Peerage, 
whom  we  should  name  but  for  a  reason  which  it  is  needless  to  give, 
had  resolved  upon  striking  a  great  blow,  which  should  at  once 
demolish  MR.  DISRAELI,  dish  the  Liberals,  and  clear  the  way  for 
aristo-democratic  institutions.  Negotiations  were  opened  with  the 
chiefs  of  the  working-classes,  and  MR.  ODGER  was  invited  to  Hat- 
field,  where  terms  would  have  been  made  at  once,  but  for  the  pro- 
vidential accident  that  the  revolutionary  chief,  on  the  first  day  of 
his  visit,  was  so  terrified. by  the  roaring  of  the  dinner-gong,  an 
aristocratic  institution  with  which  he  was  unacquainted,  that  he  cut 
across  the  fields  to  Barnet,  and  could  in  nowise  be  induced  to  return 
to  the  haughty  mansion  of  the  SALISBUBIES.  Sic  nos  servavit 
Apollo. 


Bit  other  ambassadors  met,  and  the  dark  business  was  proceeded 
with.  We  do  not  profess  to  have  all  the  details,  but  this  we  know.  The 
mawkish  idea  of  mere  moral  force  was  eschewed  with  scorn.  MR.  DIS- 
HAELI was  to  be  placed  on  board  an  American  steamer,  and  furnished 
only  with  a  letter  of  introduction  to  PROFESSOR  GOLDWIN  SMITH. 
It  was  to  be  signified  to  HER  MAJESTY,  and  the  Princes,  that  the  air 
of  Scotland  was  absolutely  necessary  to  them  until  further  notice, 
and  MR.  GRANT  DUFF  was  charged  with  the  execution  of  that  decree. 
The  difficulty  was  with  MR.  GLADSTONE,  who  might  escape  to 
Hawarden  Castle,  fortify  it,  and  proclaim  a  general  rising  of  Welsh 
Dissenters.  A  wily  plot  was  therefore  devised.  He  was  to  be  in- 
formed that  some  highly  superior  old  China  (of  which  he  is  noto- 
riously fond)  was  to  be  had  at  a  low  figure  near  Soho  Sijxiare.  When 
there,  he  was  to  be  lured  into  the  Soho  Bazaar,  and  cruelly  abandoned 
to  a  melancholy  fate.  MR.  BRADLAUGH  was  to  seize  the  Tower, 
and  to  receive  and  incarcerate  there  all  other  public  men  who  might 
refuse  adhesion  to  the  new  order  of  things.  A  Commune  was  to  be 
proclaimed,  with  LORD  SALISBURY  as  Protector,  MR.  POTTER  as 
President,  and  ME.  PETER  TAYLOR  as  Patron,  with  equal  powers, 
and  one  to  be  a  quorum.  The  Army  was  to  be  sent  off  in  the  Navy, 
to  assist  the  Spanish  Internationals  and  Republicans  in  putting  down 
Monarchy  in  the  Peninsula. 

The  field  thus  cleared,  the  new  Government  was  to  set  to  work  at 
once.  The  House  of  Lords  was  to  exist  for  the  present,  but  only  as 
a  Debating  Society.  The  House  of  Commons  was  to  be  dissolved, 
and  it  was  to  be  absolute  disqualification  for  future  membership  for 
any  man  to  have  sat  in  any  Parliament,  or  said,  in  the  hearing  of 
two  witnesses,  that  he  thought  of  standing.  Thus,  "new  blood" 
was  to  be  obtained.  But  no  man  was  to  be  eligible  unless  he  could 
read  with  some  facility.  LORD  SALISBURY,  who  thinks  that  people 
are  over-educated,  objected  to  this  restriction,  but  it  was  insisted  on 
by  the  artisans,  on  the  ground  that  a  politician  of  the  humbler  sort 
could  know  nothing  of  politics  except  what  he  learned  from  the 
Beehive  and  Reynolds' s  Newspaper. 

Since  the  Gunpowder  Plot,  never  was  a  fearful  conspiracy  more 
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OUT   OF   THE   BAG! 


"OFF!     OF    COURSE   HE    IS!     AH,    MY  DEAR    LORD    BUTTERFINGERS,   YOU    SHOULD    LEAVE    THIS 
KIND  OF  DELICATE  BUSINESS  TO  YOUR  ACCOMPLISHED  LEADER.     AHEM!!" 
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likely  to  succeed ;  since  the  discovery  of  that  device,  never  was  a 
crime  prevented  by  a  more  singular  accident.  Mn.  DISKUII, 
whose  hospitalities  have  been  famous,  from  longways  back  ^when  his 
i-iiisitii'  was  praised  even  by  LORD  SKFTON,  had  invited  a  Nobleman 
—for  the  moment  we  withhold  the  name— to  shoot  at  Hughenden. 
Tim  Patrician  was  deep  in  the  plot,  yet  resolved  to  avail  himself  of 
tin-  kindness  of  his  friend,  perhaps  the  better  to  throw  him  off  his 
guard.  The  cook  at  Hughenden,  a  true  artist,  and  a  conlon  bleu, 
had  caught  cold  at  church,  and  had  the  toothache.  Ilia  nerves  were 
somewhat  discomposed,  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  some  pork  cut- 
lets, a  la  Sintbixi;  of  which  the  treacherous  piest  partook  largely, 
were  underdone.  The  Nobleman  not  only  talked  but  walked  in  his 
sleep,  and  MR.  DISU.VKLI'.H  Secretary,  roused  by  a  strange  noise  on 
the  landing,  beheld  a  white  figure  engaged  in  a  sort  of  blindfold 
rinillii-t  with  a  coal-scuttle.  Fetching  a  revolver,  the  Secretary  first 
thought  lie  would  shoot  the  party  as  a  burglar,  but,  recognising  his 
lordship  by  the  light  of  the  harvest-moon,  he  next  thought  he  would 
shoot  him  for  fun.  On  reik-ction,  ho  wont  out  and  listened  to  a 
perturbed  speech  which  the  guest  was  making.  To  take  shorthand 
of  this,  to  transcribe  them,  and  to  send  them  in  to  the 
Leader  of  Opposition,  was  but  a  moment's  work. 

"  1  wish  we  had  some  pork  outlets,"  said  51  u.  DIMMKLI,  smilinpr, 
as  he  reviewed  the  breakfast  table  noxt  day.  "1  like  them  a  la 
Xiiiiliisti.  Let  me  see,  my  namesake,  I'.KN.IAMIX,  SKILNKTIMIK  Soi •- 
nisi.;,  was  a  Huguenot  leader,  who  for  a  conspiracy  against  th> 
had  to  lly  for  his  life.  Was  it  not  so?"  he  asked,  blandly,  but 
looking  straight  at  the  traitor-guest. 

The  latter  turned  pale,  and  his  mouth  being  roll  of  egg.  he  added 
some  hot  coffee  to  it,  and  sought  refuge  in  this  cowardly  device. 
Hut  Nature  is  not  to  be  played  with,  and  the  coffee  went  the 
wrong  way. 

"  Many  things  go  the  wrongway,  and  many  persons  follow  them," 
calmly  observed  the  author  of  Luthair.  And  again  he  looked  at  his 
guest. 

Sputtering,  hut  repentant,  the  wretched  Peer  fell  on  his  knees, 
and  confessed  his  guilt. 

"  Take  your  serviette,  for  the  sake  of  the  poor  carpet,"  said  MR. 
DISKYKLI,  "and  take  the  next  train  for  your  own  sake.  Take, 

thirdly,  this  ring,  and  show  it  to  the  Editor  of  the .    Say 

to  him  what  you  have  said  to  me.    Will  you  have  some  more 
coffee?" 

He  went.  He  either  did  not  reveal  the  whole  truth,  or  the  Editor 
wisely  thought  that  the  public,  like  a  woman,  is  to  be  trusted  only 
with  as  much  truth  as  it  is  prudent  to  impart.  But  the  Cat  jumped 
out  of  the  Bag,  the  nation  has  been  saved,  MR.  DISRAELI  has  smiled, 
and  his  Cook's  toothache  has  been  cured  by  Nervine. 


MONKEYDOM  AND  MANIA. 

paragraph,  entitled  "The  Effects  of  Darwinism,"  the  Post 
states  that  at  Carlisle,  the  other  day.  a  young  man  drowned  himself 
in  the  river  Eden,  having  left  behind  him  a  memorandum  assigning 
"  as  his  reason  for  self-destruction  that,  the  DARWIN  theory  having 
proved  men  to  be  descended  from  monkeys,  he  had  no  desire  to  live 
any_  longer."  No  Coroner's  jury  can,  in  this  instance,  have  hesitated 
to  find  a  verdict  of  insanity.  Perhaps,  however,  there  are  too  many 
people  going  about  at  large,  and  even  credited  with  being  scientific 
as  well  as  in  their  senses,  who  imagine  that  MB.  DABWTN'S  mere 
theory  proves  itself.  By  the  way  can  that  genealogist,  or  any  of  his 
disciples,  adduce  an  instance  of  any  anthropoid  or  other  ape  that 
ever  went  out  of  his  mind,  thus  having  previously  had  a  mind  to  go 
out  of  ?  There  is  a  story  on  record  01  a  monkey,  whom  a  cobbler, 
practising  on  his  instinct  of  imitation,  entrapped  into  cutting  his 
throat  by  mistake ;  but  apparently  Ma.  DARWIN'S  poor  relations  do 
not  commit  suicide. 


Short  Theme. 

EVERT  week  testifies  to  the  development  of  enterprise  and  inge- 
nuity, and  produces  some  novel  adaptation  of  the  materials  employed 
in  our  most  homely  manufactures.  Now  it  seems  to  be  the  turn  of 
that  elastic  substance  from  the  sunny  South  to  which  the  orifices  of 
our  vessels  for  holding  liquids,  our  chilled  extremities,  and  our  arti- 
ficial limbs,  are  so  deeply  indebted.  From  a  quotation  from  tie 
Investors'  Guardian  (not  to  be  confounded  with  the  Borrowers' 
Uncle),  we  are  happy  to  learn  that  the  praiseworthy  object  of  one  of 
the  new  Companies  recently  registered  is  "  Cork  Tramways." 

DRY  READING. 

CAN  you  realise  MBS.  MALAPROP'S  bewilderment  at  hearing  her 
grandson  read  from  an  article  in  the  paper,  about  Rome,—'7  The 
ground  is  so  parched  that  it  is  full  of  fishers  "  '( 


A  COMYCKE  CLASSICK. 


NARCISSUS  : 
Or,  Ye  N'jee  Young  Man,  tc/to  icent  in  for  a  little  Changs. 

Nun -issrs  was  a  "nice"  young  man 
In  pinks  and  tups,  win)  strayed, 

A  HIT  a  run,  one  summer  morn, 
Into  a  forest  glade. 

For,  in  those  old  heroic  days, 

To  clas-ic  students  , 
Sport  was  not  tied  tn  winter-time, 
hunted  all  tli,'  yi  ur. 

So  bein-r  tired  and  very  wnrm, 

•uirlit  a  fountain's  brink. 
(They'd  nothing,  iii 
Like  bitter  beer  to  drink.) 

There  stoopintr  down  mi  natim-l, 

His  whistle  for  to  wot, 
IMlee.ted  in  the  glassy  pool, 

His  eyes  a  vision  met. 

They  met— I  'm  not  a  spiritist, 
In  mysteries  wlio  delves — 
vision  which  his  peepers  i!! 
simply  this— themselves. 

He  saw — what  many  a  "  nice"  young  man 

In  days  succeeding  his 
Has  seen,  within  the  looking-glaw 

Reflected — his  own  phiz. 

And  straightway  he  forgot  hia  thirst, 

Fatigue  and  perspiration, 
And  at  that  carte  gazed  fixedly, 

In  speechless  admiration. 

He  sat  there  through  the  fervid  hours 

Of  that  long  summer  day  ; 
'Till  he,  in  one  small  spot  of  Greece, 

Was  like  to  melt  away. 

He  sat  at  eve,  when  prudent  folks 
At  home  had  long  been  housers, 

'Till  damp  grew  his — whatever  were 
Greek  substitutes  for  trousers. 

He  sat  next  day,  and  all  next  week, 

Asking  no  rest  or  ransom  ; 
One  thought  pervading  his  poor  brain, 

That  thought  was,  >?Ain't  I  handsome  !  " 

He  sat  there  goodness  knows  how  long, 

Until  at  last,  poor  fellow, 
A  "  thorough  change"  came  over  him, 

And  he  grew  spare  and  yellow. 

Though  never  very  Banting-like, 

He  thinner  grew  and  thinner ; 
No  wonder,  when  he  only  looked, 

At  a  calf's  head  for  dinner. 

And  so,  at  length  he  dwindled  down, 

Still  sitting  there,  poor  silly ! 
Into  that  bilious-looking  flower, 

A  daffy-downy-dilly. 


A  Shakspearian  Anecdote. 

"WHO  is  the  head  of  your  school,  TOM?"  inquired  his  Uncle. 

Or  do  you  call  him  the  Cook  of  the  School,  as  boys  did  in  my  time  ? 
Some  tremendous  big  chap,  I  suppose  ?"—"  No,  Uncle,"  replied 
Tom,  he's  awfully  clever,  but  he's  quite  a  little  cove,  looks 
nothing  in  class."— "  Ha,"  said  the  Uncle,  "as  SHAKSPEABE  says 

King  Lear—  »  The  Cock,  a  Boy 

Almost  too  small  for  sight." 

It  is  pleasing  to  add  that  TOST  laughed  as  if  he  remembered  the 
quotation,  and  that  his  pleased  Uncle  endowed  him  with  an  Angel, 
better  known  as  half  a  sovereign. 


HOME  RULE  FOR  IRELAKD.— "  Rule,  Britannia." 


180 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[OCTOBER  28,  1871. 


YEOMANRY    DRILL. 

Drill- Sergeant.   "DRESS  UP,  MR.  BUMPSHUS!     You  MUST  DRESS  UP." 

Mr.  £u.mpshus  (indignant).   "  DRESS  UP!     CONFOUND  YOU!  I'M  BETTER  DRESSED  THAN  YOU  AKE.': 


MY  HEALTH. 

THE  result  of  all  WETHEBBY'S  arrangements  is,  that  the  ladies  go 
by  train  to  Dartmouth. 

WETHEBBY  asks  me,  if  I  '11  accompany  him  in  the  Steam  Launch. 

Never  having  been  in  a  Steam  Launch,  I  say,  "Yes."  I  don't  know 
why,  hut  up  to  this  minute  I  had  supposed  that  a  Launch  was 
something  like  a  magnificent  pleasure  barge,  only  sea-going,  instead 
of  for  river. 

The  yacht-boat  is  in  waiting  at  the  stairs. 

We  are  rowed  away  from  the  large  vessels,  and  towards  an  enor- 
mous buoy.  A  pantomimic  buoy.  We  pass  the  buoy,  and  I  see 
nothing  like  a  Launch  before  us.  There's  a  small  boat  in  the 
distance.  Coming  nearer  I  perceive  BUSIER  in  it.  He  is  apparently 
sitting  in  the  boat,  with  a  steam-engine,  all  to  himself.  I  remem- 
ber having  seen,  somewhere,  the  title  of  a  play  which  struck  me 
very  much ;  it  was  "  The  Lonely  Man  of  the  Ocean."  At  this  minute, 
evidently  BUNTER. 

Alongside  the  Launch. — This  t»  the  Launch.  The  steam-engine 
works  a  screw,  and  the  screw  works  the  boat,  underneath,  anyhow. 

The  Launch  is  like  nothing  that  I  had  imagined. 

It  is  a  sort  of  steam-gondola.  On  the  whole,  an  adaptation,  for  sea 
purposes,  of  the  covered  cart,  the  washing-tub,  the  lifeboat,  and  a 
floating  coal-cellar.  The  neatness,  brightness,  and  diminutive  size 
of  the  machinery,  remind  me  of  the  show-models  at  the  Poly- 
technic. 

Now  I  know  BUNTEB'S  department.  Of  this  vessel  he  is  Captain 
and  Crew. 

We  go  along  at  a  great  pace.  "  We  "  means  WETIIEBBY,  steering, 
and  myself  in  the  stem,  and  BUNTER  astride  the  centre  seat,  raking 
up  the  fire,  and  doing  something  with  a  tap,  or  a  screw,  every  other 
minute. 

The  action  of  the  machinery  makes  me  feel  a  sort  of  sharp,  short, 
thudding  motion  internally,  as  if  one's  heart  was  working  by  steam. 
The  Launch  grunts  and  groans,  like  an  old  gentleman  troubled  with 
an  asthmatic  cold,  when  in  anything  like  rough  water,"  or  what 
BUNTEB  calls  "  a  bit  of  a  sea  on."  ^  ,,_ _  •»«»  :  *» 


BUNTER  has  his  way  of  managing  the  Launch.  WETHEBBY  has 
his,  which  is  not,  it  appears,  though  it  ought  to  be,  BUNTEB'S  ;  or 
BUNTER'S  ought  to  be  his.  At  all  events,  I  wish  they  'd  agree. 

Flash, — Afraid  I  've  chosen  wrongly  in  not  going  by  train.  I 
don't  feel  that  there  '11  be  any  repetition  of  the  Lop,  but  nervous- 
ness might  upset  me  to-day. 

Going  in,  as  it  were,  an  open  boat  alone,  with  a  fierce  model 
steam-engine,  and  at  the  mercy  of  two  men,  differing  essentially  as 
to  how  the  infernal  machine  is  to  be  worked,  is,  certainly,  calcu- 
lated to  make  one  uncommonly  nervous. 

WETHERBY  suddenly  exclaims,  "Unscrew  the  nut!"  or  some 
mechanical  term. 

BUNTEU  returns,  with  a  sulky  humour  in  his  Eye,  that  "  The  nut 
is  all  right." 

WETHERBY  insists  that  it  is  nothing  of  the  sort.  Turning  to  me  he 
informs  me,  that,  if  the  nut  is  not  unscrewed,  we  might  be  all  blown, 
up  in  a  second. 

[Flash.  —  Situation  sensational— Dramatic.  Suppose  myself  a 
prisoner-of-war  being  taken  off  by  two  guards  to  a  fortress.  The 
two  guards  disagree  as  to  the  management  of  the  Launch.  One 
says,  "  Turn  the  nut!"  the  other  insists  upon  doing  something  to  the 
screw.  Consequence:  Explosion.  Two  guards  blown  to  bits. 
Prisoner  saved — picked  up  by  a  slaver — sold — falls  in  love  with 
his  master's  daughter.  Romance.  Quite  Victor-Hugoish. 

Brilliant  Flash.— Write  it.  ] 

To  this  BUNTEB  replies,  that  "  There 's  no  danger."  Still  I  do  wish 
that  he  'd  mind  what  WETHERBY  says,  and  unscrew  the  nut.  At 
last  he  does  so.  A  whistle  of  steam  escapes.  WETHEBBY  says, 
"  There !  "  and  then  adds,  sotto  coce,  to  me,  as  BUNTEB  goes  for'ard 
for  coal,  "  He  won't  do  what  he  's  told  at  once— it 's  deuced  annoy- 
ing." I  admit  that  it  is  confoundedly  annoying.  Because,  con- 
sidering that  the  result  of  his  not  doing  what  he 's  told  at  once, 
would  be  simply  fatal,  his  disobedience  is,  I  feel,  rather  more  than 
merely  " annoying."  It's  wicked.  It's  like  going  about  with  a 
Nautical  Guy  Fawkes,  ready  to  blow  the  Government  and  himself 
up  at  any  minute. 

WETHERBY,  immediately  after  this,  exclaims,  in  a  sharp,  com- 
manding tone  that  startles  any  qualmishness  out  of  me,  "  BUNTEB, 


OCTOBER  28,  1871.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


181 


put  the  valve  up ! "  No,  BUNTEE  won't.  1  feel  inclined  t< 
say,  "  J>",  BUNTEE,  there's  a  good  soul,  do  put  the  valv 
ii])."  BUNTEB  replies,  that  "If  it's  put  up,  we  shan' 
go  half  speed."  WKTIIKKBY  says,  "Yes,  we  shall,  i 
he  keeps  the  [something  or  other]  unscrewed."  BDN 
TEE'S  Kye  smiles,  as  if  saying,  "Well,  have  it  your  owi 
way,"  and  complies.  Great  relief.  At  least,  as 
respite :  not  blown  up  yet. 

BUNTEB!"  exclaims  \Vi  i  IIKKHY  (his  style  of  starting 
;i  question  is  really  frightening,  and  you  can't  helj 
listening  to  it  with  intense  interest ;  because  here  vou  ar 
out  at  sea,  floating  about  with  a  steam-engine,  which,  "i. 
not  managed  properly."  he  says,  "may  explode  an' 
moment — there,  he  adds,  is  the  danger"),  "  BUNTEB  ! ' 
he  exclaims,  hurriedly,  and  as  if  he  himself  wai 
frightened  to  death,  "you've  not  got  any  water  in.' 
Another  second,  and  if  the  water  is  not  in,  we  shal 

Heavens ! — why  doesn't  BUNTKB  do  it  at  once  ? 

HIM  KH  makes  no  reply.  Most  irritating.  There  h« 
sits,  with  a  sort  of  leer  on  his  countenance,  blinking  a 
the  engine. 

"Hey!    what?"    asks  WETIIKRBY,  quickly,  while  '. 
observe  every  movement  anxiously  ;  for  our  lives  (as  far 
as  I  see)  depend  upon  BUNTKR'S  having  water  in. 
BUNTEB  growls  that  "  It  doesn't  want  it  vet." 
WETIIERIIY  says,   "  Yes,  it  does."    Well,  why  can' 
BUNTEK  look  to  see  if  WKTIIKKHY  or  he  is  right? 

Slowly  BUNTKK  I/IH:<:  open  the  boiler  (or  some  secret 
recess)  and  looks  in.  Water  it  wanted.  BUNTER  admits 
it  note,  but  sticks  to  it  that  it  wasn't  when  WET  i  IK  u  in 
first  spoke.  Respited  again.  Not  blown  up  yet.  Where 
is  the  land  ? 

Now  one  sees  exactly  how  accidents  happen.    But  why 

should  /  suffer  because  they  have  a  difference  of  opinion 

on  the  management  of  the  steamer  ? 

"  Don't  do  that ! "  almost  screams  out  WETIIERBY. 

On   my  word,   I  feel   inclined  to  throw   myself  on 

BUNTER,  and  pitch  him  overboard,  if  possible.    He  is 

simply  playing  with  our  lives. 

BUNTER  looks  up  in  the  act  of  putting  some  little  brass 
regulator  (Heaven  knows  what !)  two  pegs  lower  than 
it  was. 

"  Must  do  that,"  he  replies,  sulkily,  but  always  with 
a  strong  sense  of  the  humour  of  the  situation  in  his 
rig^ht  Eye.  He  must  possess  a  very  fine  appreciation  of 
grim  humour. 


(Do,  BUNTEB,  do ! 
steam!) 

He  obeys  orders  slowly.     Third  respite, 
right  enough  for  five  minutes  more. 

Suddenly  something  occurs  to  WETHEBBY. 


Don't  be  an  idiot,  and  play  with 
We  go  on 
"BUN- 


pipe 
" 


"  he  almost  screams,  "  you  haven't  got  the  safety- 
eased  !  " 


It  's  all  right.  Sir,"  says  BUNTEB. 

"  Hey  !  All  right  ?  No,  it  isn't,"  returns  WETIIERBY, 
excitedly.  "  If  we  get  it  a  bit  rough  round  the  point, 
it  '11  burst,  and  blow  the  bottom  of  the  Launch  right  out." 

Really,  it  occurs  to  me  what  a  fool  BUNTEB  is  to  come 
out  without  having  seen  to  the  safety-pipe.  And  what 
a  name,  "the  Safety  -  pipe  ?"  The  Unsafely  -  pipe. 
He  does  something  to  it,  which  I  suppose  saves  us,  as 
WETHERIIY  nods  at  me  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  feels 
that  he  has  just  given  the  right  order  at  the  right  time, 
but  doesn't  wish  to  boast  of  it.  I  return  WETnEitny's 
nod.  My  nod  implies  a  vote  of  entire  confidence  in 
WlXHXKBT,  and  none  whatever  in  BUNTEB  and  all  his 
works  —  I  mean  his  steam-mechanism.  However,  we  are 
going  on  quietly  now.  Respited  once  more.  Where 
is  the  land?  We  proceed,  suspiciously.  That  is,  BUN- 


almost  painful. 


I  ask  how  long  we  shall  bo  before  getting  to  Dartmouth. 
Answer,^"  Not  long."  This  question  of  mine  seems  to 
arouse  WKTiLEKiir  to  a  sense,  of  (apparently)  some  new 
danger. 

"Have  you  got  the  donkey  working?"  he  asks, 
frowning. 

BUNTKK  replies,  doggedly,  that  "  The  donkey  ain't  not 
much  use." 

"  Not  much  use  ! "  exclaims  WKTIIERDY,  "  why  that 's 
what  we  want.  That 's  what  I  got  it  for." 


PRUDENCE    AND    FORESIGHT. 

"  WHY  DO  YOU  Pur  YOUK  DOLLS  BY  so  CABEFULLY,  MAGOIB  ?" 

"  I  AM  KEEPING  THEM  FOB  MY  CHILDREN." 

"  Bur  SUPPOSE  YOU  DON'T  HAVK  ANY  CHILDREN  ? " 

"  THEN  THEY  WILL  Do  JOB  MY 


This,  he  explains  to  me,  is  a  donkey-engine.   I  don't  exactly  catch,  from  what 

ie  says,  whether  we  shall  blowup  with,  or  without  it :  but  what  I  do  ascertain  is, 

hat,  on  board  the   Launch,  we   are  in  a  state  of  perpetual  and  uncommon 

danger,  owing  to  an,   apparently,   complicated  arrangement  of  screws,  nuts, 

valves,  donkey-engine,  and  BUNTEE  into  the  bargain.     The  only  variety  is  in 

he  sort  of  danger.    In  one  case  we  may  be  blown  up,  in  the  other  (namely.the 

)ottom  of  the  Launch  coming  out)  we  shall  be  blown  down. 

Rocks  Ahead. — "  Must  go  outside  these,"  says  WETHEBBY. 

"  Go  inside,  Sir,"  replies  BUNTEB,  pointing  out  a  narrow  strait  between  two  of 
lie  largest  rocks.  Crisis. 

"  You  haven't  got  any  water  in  the  boiler !  "  says  WETHEBBY,  with  his  eye 
ixed  on  the  course  right  ahead. 

BUNTER  wags  his  head,  as  much  as  to  convey  that  "  he  knows  better  than 
;hat,"  implying  thereby  that  he  has  got  water  in  the  boiler.  I  wish  he  'd  look, 
le  can't  know.  WETHEBBY  continues,  quickly,  "  Ease  her  a  bit ! '  Then, 
seeing  him  touching  some  brass  knob,  he  exclaims,  "  Don't  do  that !  !  "  BUNTER 
ooks  up,  as  if  he  was  hurt  at  this  tone.  Better  he  should  be  hurt  in  his  feelings, 
iian  that  we  should  be  blown  up,  or  blown  down. 

We  are  approaching  the  strait.  I  don't  think  the  sea  does  agree  with  me. 
rVTien  once  on  shore,  I  shan't  try  it  again.  We  are  nearing  the  rocks.  It  looks 
rough.  The  Launch  is  plunging  and  groaning.  WETHEBBY  is,  I  think, 
igitated.  He  says,  he  can  t  see  clearly  whether  that 's  a  rock  sticking  up  just 
mt  of  the  water  right  before  us,  or  not. 

We  shall  soon  know. 

Dish  or  Dress  ? 

IN  a  column  of  Times  advertisements,  the  other  day,  was  announced  "  Le 
'aletpt  Chaud."  The  advertisements  on  inspection  proved  to  bear  the  name 
f  tailors,  which  corrected  the  impression  produced  at  first  sight,  that  "Le 
'ale tot  Chaud"  meant  something  for  dinner. 

FOR  AMERICAN  PUBLISHERS.— What  Ship  does  a  Literary  Pirate  invade  ?— 
Authorship. 
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"FIAT  EXPERIMENTUM  IN"  &c.,  &c. 

The  Hector.   "  GOOD  MORNING,  MBS.  SMITHERS.      How's  THE   BABY?     JSN'I  IT 'RATHER   EARLY  TO   BRING   HIM  TO   CHURCH? 
DON'T  YOU  THINK  HE'LL  BE  RESTLESS?"  t 

Jfrs.  Smitlvsrs.  "0,  NO,  SIR,  HE'LL  BE  QUIET,  SIR,  WHICH  WE  TOOK  HIM  TO  THE  HETUODIS'  CHAPEL  LAST  SUNDAY  o   PURPC 
TO  TRY  HIM,  SIR  ! " 


PANIC  IN  TRADE. 

ACCORDING  to  separate  advertisements  the  Trading  Classes  are 
at  present  enjoying  two  several  panics.  They  feel  "great  alarm" 
at  the  increase  of  the  Co-operative  Store  system.  They  are  hugely 
terrified  at  something  that  is  to  be  done  in  the  next  International 
Exhibition.  Anything  for  a  sensation  in  these  dull  times.  We 
expect  a  whole  peal  of  similar  alarm-bells.  The  tradesmen  will 
next,  perhaps,  be  frightened  at  the  progress  of  the  mean  custom  of 
checking  accounts,  and  correcting  the  addition.  Then  they  will  be 
dismayed  at  the  base  practice  of  asking  the  price  of  articles  before 
buying  them.  Afterwards  they  will  announce  their  trepidation  at 
the  paltry  conduct  of  those  who  offer  less  than  the  amount 
demanded.  Again,  they  will  be  agitated  at  the  dishonesty  of 
persons  who  look  at  things  iu  shop  windows,  yet  do  not  go  in  and 
buy.  Nextly,  they  will  quiver  with  mingled  fear  and  rage  at  folks 
who  tear  up  circulars  and  puffing  post  cards  without  reading  them. 
In  fact,  it  is  so  evident  that  in  the  mind  of  the  Trading  Classes  the 
Whole  Duty  of  Man — and  Woman — the  final  cause  of  Society — is 
the  buying  everything  at  vendors'  prices  for  ready  money  and 
without  discount,  that  we  may  be  prepared  for  any  quantity  of 
indignation  against  folks  who  buy  only  what  they  want,  and  try  to 
get  it  as  cheaply  as  they  can.  Why  not  get  tip  an  Anti-Economy 
League,  and  make  it  penal  in  people  not  to  spend  more  than  they 
can  afford  ? 


A  Good  Irish  Idea. 

SOME  thinking  Irishmen  have  set  on  foot  a  Home  Rule  Movement 
in  London.  A  Committee  has  been,  and  other  Committees  are  to  be, 
formed  for  its  promotion  ;  and  when  their  organisation  is  complete, 
"  mass  meetings  "  of  Irish  residents  in  the  Metropolis  will  "  demon- 
strate "in  favour  of  Home  Rule.  Success  to  the  agitation  of  the 
loyal  Irish  for  Home  Rule  in  England. 


A  PLEA  WITH  THE  PAPERS. 

ALL  you  who  write  or  talk  of  "  Education," 
Or  descant  on  "  Railway  Amalgamation," 
And  all  such  themes  of  droughty  dissertation, 
1'or  Mercy's  sake  do  study  condensation 
Of  sense  in  fewest  words'  consolidation. 
A  weariness  of  the  flesh,  and  a  vexation, 
Are  lengthy  leader  and  prolix  oration 
On  questions  we  are  fain  that  Legislation 
Should  settle  with  the  speediest  termination, 
Matters  of  weight,  the  heavier  for  negation 
Of  interest ;  bores  evoking  execration. 
Life  is  too  short  for  daily  contemplation 
Of  subjects  all  spun  out  with  observation  ; 
Days,  drawing  in,  the  more  abbreviation 
Of  comment  ask  ;  demand  terse  demonstration. 
Cease,  tiring  patience,  to  wake  indignation. 


A  Long  Spell. 

A  BIRMINGHAM  paper  announces  that  it  has  received  a  subscrip- 
tion for  the  Newcastle  engineers  from  "  One  who  has  worked  twelve 
hours  a  day  at  a  vice."  This  reveals  a  sad  state  of  immorality.  In 
such  a  case,  any  reduction  of  the  hours  of  labour  would  clearly  be 
an  improvement.  We  respectfully  draw  LORD  SHATTESBURY'S 
attention  to  this  startling  disclosure. 


Home  and  Rome. 

SIR  GEORGE  BOWYER  has  joined  the  League  banded  for  Home  Rule, 
a  convertible  phrase  which  is,  therefore,  for  Rome  Rule. 


Printed  by  Joseph  Smith,  of  No  M.  Hertford  Square,  IB  the  Parish  of  *t.  James,  Clerken<rell.  in  the  '  ouitr  of  Middlesex,  at  the  Printing  Offices  ol  Messrs.  Bradbury,  Brans.*  Co.,  Lombard 
Street,  In  the  Precinct  of  Whitefnan.inthe  City  of  London,  and  Published  by  him  at  No.M,  Fleet  Street,  la  the  Parish  of  dt.  Briie.City  of  London.— SiTcaoAT,  October  28, 1871. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

N— no  ;  off  the  rocks. 
Clear. 

I  feel  now  that  it 
has  been  a  "near 
thing." 

Dartmouth     in 
'  view.   Lovely.  Most 
picturesque. 

"Quite,"  I  say  to 
WETIIEKHV,  "like 
the  entrance  to  some 
foreign  town! " 
Pause.  No  reply 
from  WETHEIIBY, 
who  has  one  eye  for 
what  BUNTEH'S 
doing  (which  is  to 
me  apparently  no- 
thing), and  another 
for  the  steering.  I 
ask  WETHERDY  if  he 
doesn't  think  this 
like  the  entrance  to 

a  foreign 

Before  I  can  finish 
my  question  he  is 
down  on  BUNTKR  in 
an  excited  and 
hurried  tone.  "You 
haven't  got  anv 
water  in  the  boiler!" 
[The  result  of  this 

negligence  on  the  part  of  BUNTER  is,  WETHZRBY  has  already  said, 
explosion.     And  in  sight  of  land,  too  !] 

BUNTER  returns,  quietly,  "  Ain't  there,  Sir?'  His  air  of  repose 
inspires  me  with  no  sort  of  confidence.  He  is  dozing,  with  a 
humorous  smile  in  his  half-open  eyes,  on  a  volcano. 

Presence  of  tnind  <»i  my  part.  To  say  calmly,  "Hadn't  you 
better  look  and  sec  if  there 's  any  water,  BUNTER  ? 

He  lifts  up  the  top  of  something,  and  peeps  in.  as  he  would  do  into 
a  saucepan  when  an  egg  was  being  boilea.  He  makes  no  remark, 
but  quits  his  seat  phlegmatically,  and  puts  water  into  the  boiler. 

WETHERBY  looks  at  me  and  winks,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  You  see 
what  an  obstinate  fellow  he  is.  I  knew  I  was  right ;  and,  if  I 
hadn't  spoken  in  time,  '  pop,'  to  speak  lightly,  '  would  have  gone 
our  weasel,'  or.  rather,  our  wessel." 

WETHERBY  being  now  able  to  attend,  it  occurs  to  me  that  I  will 
observe,  for  the  third  time,  that  the  approach  to  Dartmouth  by  sea  is 
quite  Continental. 

WETHERBY  replies  shortly,  that  he  doesn't  see  anything  Con- 
tinental about  it. 

On  reconsidering  my  remark,  I  'am  inclined  to  agree  with  him. 
I  've  approached  several  places  abroad  from  the  sea  ;  viz.,  Antwerp, 
Boulogne,  Dieppe,  Havre,  Calais,  Ostend,  and  Dartmouth  isn't  a 
bit  like  any  of  these.  "  Yet  there 's  a  touch  of  Rhine  scenery  in 
it,"  I  say.  WETHERBY  replies,  "Eh!  What?"  and  is  keeping  a 
sharp  look-out.  On  reconsideration  there  is  not  a  touch  of  Rhine 
scenery  about  it. 

The  Houses  of  Dartmouth  on  either  side  of  the  river  seem  to  me  as 
if  they  had  all  been  coming  down  the  slopes  to  bathe,  but  had 
stopped  short,  at  various  distances  from  the  Drink,  to  deliberate  on 
the  next  step. 

Safe  at  the  landing-place  at  last.     , 
We  get  out.     BUNTER  retires  to  some  moorings  where  he  may  put 
coal  on,  or  leave  water  out,  or  unscrew  a  nut,  or  play  with  the 
donkey-engine,  or  do,  in  fact,  just  what  he  pleases,  as  ne  is  alone. 
LADY  WETHERBY  and  Miss  STBAITHMERE  are  on  the  quay. 
Two  gentlemen  are  talking  to  them.    One  is  tall  and  thin,  with  a 
blonde  moustache  and  cavalry  whiskers.    He  is  dressed  in  a  sort  of 
shooting  costume.     I  set  him  down  at  once  as  Captain  Somebody, 
of  the  Something  Hussars. 

The  other  is  a  little  round  tubby  man,  with  a  small  head. 
Flash  of  Simile. — Like  a  turtle  standing  upright. 
WETHERBY  had  expected  them,  it  appears,  but  had  been  uncer- 
tain, or  perhaps  the  excitement  of  the  Launch  had  put  them  out  of 
his  head.    There  are  also  two  lads  with  the  party,  of  about  ten  and 
twelve  years  of  age.    Behind  them  is  the  pony-carriage,  and  a  dog- 
cart and  small  groom,  new  to  me.    It  is  comparatively  early  in  the 
morning,  and  we  have  the  whole  day  before  us  for  our  excursion.  On 
the  whole,  glad  it 's  inland,  and  not  vachting. 

\\  i  niERUY  says,  "Ah!  there's  VICOMTE  MELLONO"  (or  some 
French  name,  something  like  that). 
I  wonder  which  is  the  Vicomte.    Little  Tubby  or  the  Hussar. 


The  Hussar  is  so  decidedly  English,  that  it  must  be  Tubby,  who  is 
in  a  sort  of  yachting  costume. 

Sudden  Flash  (while  tculkiiuj  up  totcardt  thcni). — Get  up  some 
French  for  the  Vioomte.  Take  care  to  have  something  ready  to  say 
to  him.  Excellent  thinj,'  to  practise  a  foreign  language  on  every 
opportunity.  Capital  thing,  too,  to  have  a  Viqorate  to  talk  to, 
because  it  makes  you  an  fait  at  how  to  put  a  title  gracefully  in 
French.  Wonder  if  WKTHKRBY  is  also  preparing  sentences. 

I  'xeful  F/n.th  of  1'hong/it  (nt'ire  pretence  of  mimf). — One  great  rule 
in  conversation  with  a  foreigner,  when  you  're  not  quite  easy  (to  put 
it  pleasantly)  in  the  language,  is  to  take  the  initiative  yourself.  In 
a  street  fight,  the  First  Blow  decides  the  battle.  The  question, 
IT /HI  'a  to  gii-e  it  t  is  the  one  you  must  always  decide  in  your  own 
favour,  and,  evidently,  before  it  occurs  to  the  other  fellow,  your 
opponent.  The  rule  is  simply  this:  you  tread  on  some 
or  insult  him  accidentally;  he  turns  upon  you  threateningly. 
Knock  him  (linen.  No  indecision:  knoek  nim  down.  Jton'i 
"  If  you  do  that  again,  I  'II,  \->-."  A  cabman  growls,  "  Why,  I  M 
punch  your 'ed  for  fourpence!"  Knock  him  dawn,  out  of  hand. 
And  so  on.  Same  in  conversation  in  a  foreign  language-^-say,  as  in 
this  case,  in  French.  Don't  wait  for  the  distinguished^ alien  to  open 
upon  you  with  the  hitherto  masked  battery  of  a  long  rattling  sen- 
tence, which  will  probably  blow  you  into  syllables,  but  fire  upon 
him,  with  a  sentence  to  which  the  answer,  if  it  requires  one,  can  be 
anticipated.  Then  yon  work  easily. 

Flash.  Wo  are  just  upon  them,  and  I  haven't  arranged  a  single 
phrase.  Stop  for  one  second  to  tie  my  shoe.  Gain  time.  What 
shall  I  say?  How  shall  1  put  it  ?  Let  me  see.  "  Est-ce  que  JV  ••»- 
tieur  IK  1'innit/t •  iiiim:  yachting  f"  On  this  might  follow,  "31.  le 
Vicomte, je  suis  rnrhantf  tic  fain-  ratreconnaissance,"  and  then  come 
out  with  the  question  about  yachting. 

If  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  I  can  adapt  commonplaces  thus  : 
"  II fait  beau  temps  ptmr  yachting,  n'cst-ce  pott" 

Also,  "  Est-ce  que  vous  etes  long-temps  en  Anglelcrre  f  " 

Mem.  (while  tying  >in/  shoe.)  Must  take  care  not  to  make  long- 
temps  sound  exactly  like  "Long  Tom."  Also  mind  my  "u"'s 
and"r"s. 

Also,  "  Est-ce  tine"  (always begin  with  "  est-ce qtit"  whenever  you 
possibly  can)  "  M.  le  Vicomte  aime  la  campagne  plus  que  la  tie  en 
ville  t  " 

Once  more.  "  Je  mis  enchantf  d'apprendre  que  M.  le  Vicomte 
viendra  avec  nous  pour  faire  un  pic-nic. 

And,  if  he  can't  come.  "  Ah  M.  le  Vicomte,  queje  suis  detoU  que 
roim  ne  pourez  pas  alter  avec  nous  pour  faire  un  pic-nic." 

Shoe-tie  settled.  I  am  prepared.  WETHERBY  calls.  They  are 
ready  to  start.  I  am  introduced  to  the  little  man  first.  I  am  pre- 
pared with  "Je  suis  enchant^,"  &c.  He  is  merely  MR.  DUKLEY, 
LIEUTENANT  DURLEY,  of  some  ship,  somewhere.  The  other  is  the 
Vicomte.  His  name  does  sound  like  MELLONO.  Wonder  how  it  is 
spelt.  I  bow  politely,  most  politely.  Always  like  to  impress  on 
foreigners  that  we  are  neither  Dears,  nor  shopkeepers.  [On  second 
thought,  shopkeepers  do  bow  most  politely,  In  fact,  shopkeepers 
are  always  bowing.]  Now  to  commence.  "Je  suis  enchantf."  .  .  . 

Whether  the  Vicomte  hears  this,  or  not,  I  don't  know :  but  while 
just  returning  my  salute,  he  says  to  WETHERBY,  in  the  plainest 
possible  English,  "  We  're  all  here,  now ;  how  shall  we  divide  the 
party?" 

Not  a  bit  of  a  Frenchman  about  him:  not  in  dress,  manne  , 
speech,  or  anything. 

The  two  boys  (they  are  LADY  WETHERBY'S,  whom  WETHKRIIY 
mentioned  to  me  when  I  first  arrived)  beg  to  go  on  the  Vicomte's 
dog-cart  (it's  A  is  dog-cart,  too,  and  his  groom;  all  as  English  as 
possible),  when  he  makes  himself  responsible  for  their  safety. 

"  Oh,  I  should  like  to  go  on  the  dog-cart,"  exclaims  Miss 
STRAITHMERE,  and  gives  the  Vicomte  "  one  in  his  eyes  with  hers. 

The  Vicomte  offers  to  take  her.  "  I  may  go,  mayn't  I  ? "  she 
asks,  in  a  playfully  entreating  manner,  of  LADY  WETHERBY  :  then 
she  adds,  I  won't  fall  off."  Then,  turning  to  me,  "  You  will  come, 
and  hold  me  on,  won't  you  ?  " 

I  reply,  that  this  arrangement  is  impossible,  as  the  dog-cart  won't 
hold  the  Vicomte,  her,  me,  two  boys,  and  a  groom.  Whereupon  she 
pouts,  and  says  to  ntf  (of  course  always  to  me,  and  before  the  tubby 
Lieutenant  and  the  Vicomte),  "  You  don't  want  to  come.  Why  t " 

Why  t    Upon  my 

LADY  WETHERBY,  smiling  good-humouredly,  thinks  that  JANTE 
had  better  go  with  her,  one  of  nerboys  with  M.  MELLOHO,  the  other 
with  WETHERBY,  and  the  tubby  Lieutenant  and  myself  in  the  two- 
horse  fly  with  BUNTER  on  the  box  beside  the  Coachman. 

BUNTEH,  WETHERBY  says,  had  better  come,  in  case  of  accidents. 
Why  BUNTER  is  chosen  as  being  mixed  up  with  accidents  (except 
on  account  of  his  conduct  on  board  the  Launch),  I  don't  know. 

"  You  see,"  explains  LADY  WETHEKBY,  "  M.  MELLONO  is  taking 
our  hampers,  so  that  it  would  not  be  fair  to  overload  his  trap.  And 
it 's  a  long  day  for  the  ponies ;  so  I  thought  that "  (with  a  pleasant 
smile)  "  as  the  fly  had  two  strong  horses,  the  heaviest  load  had  better 
go  in  it." 
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nd  it  may  possibly  be  new,  if  not  interesting,  to  many 
;her  people : — 

"  CATERPILLARS  IN  BELGIUM. — The  proyincial  council  of 
rabant  have  published  a  decree  to  the  effect  that,  as  the 
egular  annual  destruction  of  caterpillars  and  other  insects, 
hich  takes  place  in  February,  has  not  been  found  to  clear 
he  land  of  these  peets,  all  owners  and  occupiers  of  land  are 
n  joined  to  clear  their  trees,  shrubs,  hedges,  and  bushes,  of  cater- 
illars  during  the  month  of  November,  it  being  considered  that 
ood  results  will  be  attained  by  this  second  operation." 

A  state  of  things  may  arise  in  this  Island  rendering 
advantageous  for  British  Farmers  to  adopt  the  same 
way  of  getting  rid  of  noxious  insects  as  that  which  the 
elgian  agriculturists  are  obliged  to  practise.  There  are 
n  sale  at  druggists'  shops  various  powders  called  In- 
ecticide.  They  cost  only  about  8rf.  or  9(7.  an  ounce, 
nclusive  of  small  bellows  or  india-rubber  ball  whence  to 
low  them  out  on  bedding  and  furniture  now,  but  in 
ase  of  future  need,  on  the  hedges.  In  addition,  the 
nly  expense  then  necessary  will  be  the  hire  of  hands  in 
ufncient  number  to  apply  the  powders  extensively 
nough.  Thus  it  would  be  easy  to  create  useful  if  not 
emunerative  occupation  for  multitudes  of,  at  present, 
die  boys.  British  Farmers  have  only  to  go  on  encou- 
aging  the  institution  of  Sparrow  Clubs,  and  the  destruc- 
ion  of  all  the  small  birds  which  eat  up  the  caterpillars 
nd  other  vermin.  The  Farmers  get  those  vermin  de- 
troyed  for  nothing.  How  much  better  to  afford  profit- 
ble  employment  to  rustic  youth ! 


RUDIMENTS   OF    SCEPTICISM    AND    ORTHODOXY. 

TJie  Fret-Tliinl-ing  Lucy.    "Do  YOU  KNOW,  MAY,  SOMETIMES,  WHEN  I  HURT 

MYSELF,    THE  PLACE  GETS  WELL  WIVOUT  NOBODY  NEVER   KlSSIN'   IT." 

The  Faithful  May.  "  !  DON'T  BEYIEVE  YOU,  YUCY  !  " 


Meditations  after  this,  while  in  the  Fly.— The  heaviest  load  means  Tubby 
BTJNTEH,  and  me.  This  remark  saddens  me. 

Notes  for  a  Letter  to  my  Doctor.— 1  begin  to  foresee  my  fate.  Coming 
events  forecast  their  shadows.  The  coming  event,  for  me.  is  stoutness — stout- 
ness of  a  peculiar  kind.  I  used  to  have  fat  days,  now  I  have  fat  hours  an< 
fat  minutes.  I  have  had  change  of  air,  quiet,  rest,  walks,  Turkish  Baths,  sea- 
breezes,  sea-sickness,  yachting,  driving.  Still  I  don't  see  any  permanent  change 
for  the  better. 

Sometimes  in  the  morning  I  observe  with  satisfaction  that  I  can  buckle  nv_ 
waistband  tight,  and  like  it.    I  am  light,  airy,  can  walk  along  with  an  elastic 
step.    I  have  an  excellent  appetite.     I  partake  of  a  moderate  lunch.    Imme 
diately,  I  feel  myself  overburdened.    I  can  no  more  move  without  puffing,  thai 
a  steam-engine.      A  dulness  csmes  over  me.     Whatever  I  have   taken, 
seem  to  have  soused  myself  in  (so  to  express  myself,  my  dear  Doctor),  am 
absorbed  it,  like  a  sponge,  specially  if  it  has  gravy.    After  that  meal  I  am 
all  gravy. 

Do  you  know,  my  dear  Doctor,  what  it  is  to  tumble  into  ten  feet  of  sea 
water,  and  come  up  again  with  it  in  your  nose,  ears,  and  mouth?  Imagin 
the  same,  only  in  gravy.  Whatever  I  take  seems  to  cling  to  me.  My  dea 
Doctor,  what  does  all  this  mean  ?  Sneezing  is  a  relief  to  me,  and  my  sneeze 
are  painful  to  beholders  and  agonising  to  myself.  Sometimes  they  almos 
strangle  me,  and  my  nose  goes  off,  after  a  desperate  struggle,  like  the  report  o 
a  pistol.  After  a  sneeze,  I  detect  myself  wheezing ;  wheezing,  dear  Doctor 
absolutely  thai.  Do  send  me  your  advice.  My  own  idea  is  exercise,  bu 
now  ?  .  .  .  We  are  going  up  a  hill. 


CATERPILLARS  AND  CLOWNS. 

PERHAPS  many,  or  even  most,  British  Farmers  have  heard,  if  not  read,  of 
country  on  the  Continent  called  Belgium.    Some  of  them  may  even  know  some 
l'*iing  about  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  Belgians.    The  subjoined  extrae 
?Ui   a  contemporary,  however,   contains  some  special   information  on 
loyai.  whieh  ^u  probably  be  interesting  to  them  the  rather  because 


on  tha 

new 


A    COMYCKE    CL&SSICK. 


ARION : 
Or,  Ye  Musical  "Party." 

THESE  went  on  tour  through  Italy 

A  party  named  ARION, 
Who  was,  at  soirees  musicales, 

A  veritable  lion. 

A  "  party  "  limited  to  one, 

He  owned  no  entrepreneur  : 
Though  personally  singular, 

In  voice  he  was  a  tenor. 

And  also,  to  accompany 

His  high  artistic  twitter  ; 
He  played  upon  the  cithara — 

That 's  hodie  the  zither. 

He  'd  come  from  Corinth  over-seas, 

A  fact  which,  sure  enough, 
In  big  Corinthian  capitals, 

His  posters  used  to  puff. 

So  home  he  turned  from  starring  it, 

And  none  will  think  it  funny, 
That  like  another  SOTHERN  star, 

He  'd  made  a  pot  of  money. 

Thus  homeward  bound  he  'd  booked  his  place, 

With  all  his  ready  cash  ; 
"  At  Corinth,"  quoth  he.  "  you  shall  see 

If  I  don't  cut  a  dash.1' 

Cuivis  Corinthum — once  he  'd  learnt — 

Non  contigit  adire  :  — 
That  is,  swell  towns  for  singers  small 

Are  as  a  furnace  fiery. 

But  now  supplied  with  sterling  coin 

(He  put  no  faith  in  paper), 
He  'd  show  his  fellow-citizens 

The  true  Corinthian  caper. 

And  often,  on  the  voyage  home, 

Since  pride  he  hadn't  any, 
By  singing  to  his  cithara, 

He  'd  turn  an  honest  penny. 

He  'd  ditties  to  accommodate 

Of  every  one  the  wishes  ; 
To  suit  the  taste  of  men,  and  gods, 

And  even  little  fishes. 
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SCRUPULOUS. 

Shepherd.  "  0,  JIMP,  MCN  I    CAN  YK  NO  OIK  A  WHUSTLB  ON  THA  RAU'LIN'  BRUTE  o' 

DAY  IN  OOB  PARISH  !  !  " 


MINE  I      I   DAURNA  MY8EI/  ;     IT  '&  JOST  FAST- 


For  as  he  sang  upon  the  deck. 

The  dolphins— pretty  souls  I 
To  listen  to  his  minstrelsy, 

Followed  the  ship  in  shoals. 

Now  that  ship's  crew  (of  such  a  fact, 

I  grieve  to  De  the  penner ;) 
They  had  an  eye  for  £5  notes, 

But  they  'd  no  ear  for  tenor. 

They  formed  designs  upon  the  wealth 
Or  this  distinguished  rover  ; 

And,  as  he  sang  on  deck  one  night, 
They  gently  heaved  him  over. 

He  fell — not  in  the  hriny  deep, 
But  came  down  plump  and  smack  ; 

Still  singing  to  his  cithara, 
Upon  a  dolphin's  back. 

And  as  the  fishes  listened  still. 

Such  pluck  our  bard  had  in  him ; 
He  quavered  not,  and  made  no  pause, 

Not  e'en  a  single  minim. 

On  to  that  dolphin's  dorsal  fin, 
His  foes  beheld  him  clinging  ; 

Serenely  as  he  sailed  away, 
His  melodies  still  singing. 

He  reached  his  home  before  the  ship, 
And — righteous  retribution ! — 

Got  back  his  chink,  and  saw  the  crew 
Led  off  to  execution. 

And  when  folks  learnt  how  he  escaped, 
Holding  that  fish's  small  fin  ; 

The  Corinth  peerage  christened  him, 
ARION,  Lord  Go-Dolphin. 


And  when  he  died,  the  powers  above 

Decreed  canonisation  ; 
So  from  a  "  star  "  on  earth,  he  changed 

Into  a  constellation. 


A  RAID  ON  THE  NURSERY. 

PARIS  sells  all  the  Toys  of  the  little  PRINCE  IMPERIAL  !  Judging 
by  concurrent  reports  of  the  miserable  frivolity  which  has  again  set 
in,  the  toys  are  the  only  "childish  things"  which  Paris  "puts 
away."  Says  the  Telegraph's  correspondent,  on  the  Parisian  press  : — 

"  Let  any  one  look  through  the  immense  batch  of  daily  papers  of  yesterday, 
and  he  will  not  find— Bare,  perhaps,  in  the  litbats—a  single  serious  question, 
either  of  politics  or  social  improvement,  treated  or  discussed  in  any  one  para- 


possible.' 

Yes.  But  if  the  French  will  now  condescend  to  read  LA  FONTAUT E 
(we  fear  that  he  is  not  foolish  enough  for  the  present  race  of  French- 
men), they  will  find  that  some  uncommonly  cold  comfort  was  given 
to  a  miserable  creature  that  owned  it  had  sung  all  through  the 
summer  days : — 

"  Vous  chantiez  !    J'en  suis  fort  aise. 
Eh  Men!  dansez  maintenant." 


Economy  and  Extravagance. 

THE  Calculating  Machine  invented  by  MR.  BABBAGE'WOS  long  ago 
left  unfinished  for  want  of  pecuniary  help  from  Government.  To 
secure  the  completion  of  that  marvellous  instrument  would  have 
sufficed  how  small  a  proportion  of  the  money,  which,  since  the  pro- 
gress of  the  Calculating  Machine's  construction  was  stopped,  has 
been  squandered  through  Admiralty  mismanagement  ? 


186 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[NOVEMBER  4,  1871. 


OUR    NEW    NOVEL. 


A    TREBLE    TEMPTATION. 
CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  Preacher  had  vanished.  But  the  fire  of  her  words  remained, 
and  moved  statues. 

The  Cousins  quivered. 

Then  ROBEBT  spoke.    "  CHAWLES  .  .  .  .  " 

SIR  CHARLES  lifted  his  head  loftily,  but  there  was  a  tear  in  his 
right  eye,  unwiped. 

KOBERT  continued,  behind  his  hat,  "  CHAWLES  ....  I  have  been 
wrong.  I  am  sorry  we  are  enemies.  Good  morning." 

Then  SIB  CHARLES'S  Boy  ran  out,  and  ROBERT'S  Daughter  rushed 
into  his  arms. 

Thus  the  Children's  love  wore  out  their  fathers'  hate. 

LA  DORCHESTER  meeting  MOLLY  BOBNE  in  the  lane,  called  upon 
her  to  repent. 

"  Never !  "  answered  MOLLY. 
And  she  never  did ;  not  having,  as  she  said,  anything  to  repent  of. 

ROBERT  BUSSIT  one  evening  said  to  SNXFFKIN,  "Old  boy,  never 
hate  anybody." 

SNIFFKIN  bowed  coldly.  He  didn't  like  being  called  "  old  boy," 
and  never  spoke  to  ROBERT  again. 

SIR  CHABLES  and  LADY  BUSSIT  lead  a  peaceful  life.  They  both 
wear  their  own  hair  now,  and  it  is  quite  gray. 

Their  son  and  his  wife  often  come  to  dinner,  and  have  excellent 
appetites.  After  the  meal,  JCTF,  who  has  made  the  house  one  of  his 
homes,  reads  them  his  plays,  and  sings  little  compositions  of  his  own 
to  them,  playing  on  the  mandoline.  In  consequence,  they  go  to  bed 
early. 

You,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  who  read  this.be  firm,  and  if  you  've 
done  anything  wrong,  don't  be  misled  by  this  novel  into  doing  it 
again. 

Be  kind,  be  generous,  buy  JUFF'S  books,  and  read  all  JTIFF'S 
•writings. 

When  in  doubt,  ask  Jtrw. 
Never  consult  a  Solicitor,— go  to  JUPF. 

My  experience  is,  that  we  're,  all  of  us,  generally  very  nice  sort  of 
people,  except  the  nasty  ones. 

So  let  us  end  with  a  couplet  of  one  of  England's  greatest  writers : 
Where  is  the  man  of  truest  stuff— 
The  Best,  the  Greatest  ?  ...  It  is  JUFF. 

FINIS. 


APPENDIX. 

From  the  Editor  to  the  Author  of  "A  Treble  Temptation." 
MY  DEAR  OLD  JuFFT,—Your  Novel  is  excellent.     Of  course  I 
congratulate  you  upon  its  admirable  finish.     Permit  me  to  ask  you,  in 
consequence  of  various  inquiries  on  the  subject,  addressed  to  me  in  my 
editorial  capacity,  why  is  it  called  "A  Treble  Temptation  "f 

I  remain,  my  dear  old  JUFFY,  yours  most  Affectionately, 

THE  EDITOR. 

From  MB.  J.,  Author  of,  8fc.,  8,-c.,  to  the  Editor  of  P. 
DEAR  SIR,— May  not  a  father  christen  his  town  child  as  he  will  f 
I  choose  to  call  this  Novel  "  A  Treble  Temptation."     Don't  call  me 
Old  JUFFY."    Yours,  decidedly, 


From  the  Editor  to  ME.  J. 

Mr  DEAR  JUFF,— I  do  not  dispute  your  right  to  christen  your  own 
•hurimng  Novel.     But  how  does  the  title  apply  f 

I  remain,  yours,  dear  JUFF,  affectionately, 

Tas  EDITOR. 


From  MB.  J.  to  the  Editor. 

SIR, — I  can't  be  (Edipus  and  Sphinx.  It  is  a  Treble  Temptation, 
and  the  best  Novel  I've  ever  done.  Yours,  J. 

From  the  Editor  to  MB.  J. 

DEAR  MR.  Juvv, — You  are  perfectly  at  liberty  to  hold  your  own 
opinion  as  to  the  merits  of  the  Novel  in  question.  I  shall  not  dis- 
cuss that  point  with  you.  I  confess  I  do  not  see  what  the  temptation 
was,  or  why  it  was  treble.  Permit  me  to  add,  that  I  am  not  alone 
in  my  failure  of  perception. 

I  remain,  Sir,  yours  sincerely, 

THE  EDITOR. 

From  MR.  J.  to  the  Editor. 

SIR, — Quod  scripsi  scripsi.  What  I  hare  scribbled  I  have  scribbled. 
I  am  answerable  to  no  man.  Certainly  not  to  you.  You  have  been 
a  dramatic  author,  and  probably  are  acquainted  with  French.  If  so, 
mark  my  reply  to  your  question,  "  Peche  et  cherche  .' "  j 

From  the  Editor  of  P.  to  MB.  J. 

SIR, — You  are,  I  regret  to  say,  begging  the  question,  while  I  am 
begging  the  answer.  The  point  at  issue  between  yourself  and  the 
public,  which  I  now  editorially  represent,  is  the  exact  application  of 
the  title,  "  Treble  Temptation,"  bestowed  by  you  upon  your  Novel, 
Tale,  or  whatever  the  work  may  be  out  of  your  own  estimation. 
Oblige  me  with  a  satisfactory  answer.  Should  you  fail  to  comply 
with  my  request,  I  shall  certainly  publish  the  correspondence. 

Yours,  fyc.,  Sfc. 
From  MB.  J,  to  the  Editor. 

Publish  what  you  like.  The  name  of  the  Novel  is  "  The  Treble 
Temptation."  j 

[The  Editor  owes  it  to  himself  and  the  public,  to  inform  them 
that,  after  some  search,  he  has  discovered  that  the  trebleness  of  the 
Temptation  must  be  looked  for  in  the  three  reasons  for  ROBERT'S 
hatred  of  his  cousin  CHABLES.  These  will  be  found  in  the  First 
Chapter.  Our  readers  may  perhaps  have  formed  some  other  conclu- 
sion ;  but  at  all  events  they  will  agree  with  the  one  at  which  MB. 
JUFF  has  arrived,  namely,  the  conclusion  of  his  novel.  And  here 
let  the  Editor  explain,  that,  in  his  first  letter  to  the  author,  he  congra- 
tulated him  "upon  its  admirable  finish."  This  expression  might  be 
taken  as  applicable  to  the  style  :  it  is  not  to  be  so  taken.— ED.  P.] 


MARTYRS  THAT  MEAN  TO  BE. 

THE  Roman  Catholic  Bishops  of  Ireland  have  put  forward  a  very 
alarming  declaration.  They  proclaim  that  they  will  "  never  cease 
to  oppose  to  the  utmost  of  their  power  the  Model  Schools,  the 
Queen's  Colleges,  Trinity  College,  and  all  similar  Institutions 
dangerous  to  the  faith  and  morals  of  Catholics."  If  that  were  all 
they  said,  indeed,  there  would  be  little  to  fear  ;  for,  even  in  case 
they  proved  as  bad  as  their  word,  they  could  hardly  oppose  mixed 
education  more  violently  than  they  have  long  been  accustomed  to. 
But  they  moreover  declare  that  they  will  persevere  in  that  oppo- 
sition, "following  the  example  of  their  fathers,  who  sacrificed  all 
earthly  interests,  and  even  life  itself,  rather  than  imperil  their 
faith.  What  dp  they  mean  ?  How  do  they  contemplate  the  possi- 
bility of  sacrificing  life  ?  Nobody,  in  these  days,  can  sacrifice  his 
own  life  to  the  law  except  by  sacrificing  that  of  somebody  else. 
Should  the  POPE'S  Irish  Prelates,  in  their  opposition  to  the  Schools 
and  Colleges  which  they  dislike,  confine  themselves  to  merely 
preaching  rebellion,  they  would  not,  even  if  prosecuted  and  con- 
victed of  high  treason,  be  hanged.  After  a  brief  and  nominal  incar- 
ceration, they  would,  of  course,  be  released  by  the  Government  with 
an  abject  apology.  They  could  really  risk  their  necks  only  by  active 
complicity  m  political  assassination,  or  in  such  another  Gunpowder 
Plot  as  that  of  the  Fenians  in  Clerkenwell.  The  idea  that  a  hierarchy 
of  Christian,  though  Ultramontane,  bishops  can  be  capable  of  medi- 
tating such  acts  of  faith  as  those,  is  preposterous.  But  then  why  do 
presumably  most  grave  and  reverend  divines  and  dignitaries  publish 
nonsense  worthy  the  mouths  of  only  the  most  ridiculous  political 
mountebanks  in  Ireland— the  hollowest  of  all  the  Shams  in  the  Isle 
of  the  Shamrock  ? 


Souls  or  Shoulders  P 

M.  DAVILLIEE,  writing  from  Chiselhurst  to  the  Times,  says  that 
the  EMPEROR  NAPOLEON,  after  the  Battle  of  Woerth,  Confined  him- 
self to  sending  his  Ministers  this  message — "  Ilfaut  elever  nos  dmes 
a  la  hauteur  des  circonstances."  Is  M.  DAVILLIEH  quite  sure  that, 
in  the  original,  the  word  for  "  dmes  "  was  not  "tpaules  "  f 
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A    LITTLE    ROW   AT    RYDE. 

Youwe  JOURNAL  (perhaps 
it  may  consider  that  it  has 
cometoweeksof  discretion, 
having  attained  its  21st 
number)  called  the  Hyde 
I  'enti/atar,  is  somewhat  in- 
dignant with  an  inhabitant 
of  that  pleasant  town  for  ha- 
ying been  very  unpleasant 
in  the  way  of  language  used 
by  him  to  induce  a  couple 
of  itinerant  minstrels  to 
depart  from  a  narrow  tho- 
roughfare. The  remon- 
strances were  certainly 
conveyed  in  words  which 
were  not  open  to  the  charge 
of  obscurity,  as  the  remon- 
strator  described  the  objec- 
tionable harmony  as  a 
"  row,"  and  a  "  nuisance," 
and,  as  we  infer,  in  other 
terms  in  which  commina- 
tion  was  not  forgotten. 
The  eloquence  proving  a 
failure,  a  policeman  was 
thought  of.  Marvellous  to 
say — and  the  marvel  is 
Mr.  Punch's  reason  for  re- 
ferring to  the  subject — not  only  was  a  policeman  found,  but  he  con- 
curred with  the  inhabitant  in  describing  the  performance  as  a 
"  nuisance,"  and  actually  put  a  stop  to  it.  Would  COLONEL  II  Kxnr.it- 
SON  oblige  us  by  getting  that  right-minded  Bobby  into  the  London 
force  ?  Of  course  the  mob  protested,  and  yet  the  faithful  officer  did 
his  duty.  0  for  a  few  such  bold  and  conscientious  fellows,  to  deal 
with  the  metropolitan  GIACOMETTI  BANDILEGGO  !  All  the  same,  Mr 
Punch  reprobates  the  coarser  part  of  the  language  ascribed  to  the 
incensed  inhabitant,  who  should  have  called  the  Bobby  at  first.  Lei 
him  line  himself  a  shilling  for  each  improper  expression,  and  hanc 
the  money  to  the  Hyde  Lite-Boat  fund. 


ow  standing  to  MK.  DAWDKR,  U.A.,  for  a  full-length  portrait  in 

lickcrbockers. 

The  letters  of  JFNIUS  have  been  translated  into  very  Low  Dutch. 

We  are  given  to  understand  that  a  Copyright  Treaty  has  been 

eluded  with  Madagascar,  and  signed  by  the  plenipotentiaries. 

he  treaty  with  the  United  States  is  postponed  ad  lib.  nne  die,  ad 

ti/iitum,  &C. 

It  is  whispered  that  preparations  are  being  made  for  a  Monster 

Mammoth  Musical  Festival,  to  embrace  100,000  vocalists,  a  band  of 

0,000  instrumental  performers,  the  Park  and  Tower  guns,  broadsides 

rom  vessels  of  war  in  the  Thames,  and  the  bells  of  all  the  churches 

in  the  Metropolis.     It  will  be  held  somewhere  near  the  K»\v. 

The  Coliseum  is  to  be  converted  into  a  Council  Hall  for  the  London 
School  Board.  The  decorations  will  be  carried  out  by  the  Mctro- 

ilitun  Board  of  Works,  under  the  superintendence  of  MB. 
VTHTON,  M.P. 

Tin  House  that  Jack  Built  is  now  for  sale.  It  contains  a  fresco 
y  FKA  GIOVANNI  HOUNF.KIO  and  many  other  authentic  relics  of  the 
)ld  Masters.  America  is  in  the  field  negotiating  for  its  purchase. 

MESSRS.  VOLLEY  AND  BEKRT  have  in  the  press  a  magnificent  pic- 
orial  work  which  will  present  Christmas  under  an  entirely  new 

pect.    We  have  reason  for  believing  that  it  will  be  illustrated  by 

e  chromotintotypophotolithomythoxylo/incogranliiu  process. 

The  researches  of  one  of  our  most  distinguished  sarnns  have  at 
ast  been  crowned  with  success  by  the  discovery  of  a  hitherto  un- 

nown  fossil  snail  in  the  Weald,  under  the  blue  lia».    It  will  be 

lown  at  the  next  meeting  of  the  British  Association. 


LITERATURE,  SCIENCE,  AND  ART. 

CREPE-FRISE,  the  eminent  Parisian  coiffeur,  is  about  to  leave  the 
Capital  of  France,  and  make  London  his  head-quarters. 

The  Etymological  Museum  has  purchased  MR.  SOLOMON  Dl 
lIorxsnYTcnu's  well-known  collection  of  ancient  vestments  an< 
curious  head-coverings,  at  a  fabulous  price. 

The  Author  of  Poems  and  Verses,  is  at  present  staying  at  Wap 
ping,  where  he  has  gone  to  collect  materials  for  his  forthcoming  new 
work —  Son  nets. 

MK.  POMPILIUS  CLAY,  the  distinguished  American  sculptor  s 
long  resident  at  Rome,  has  just  completed  his  equestrian  grou 
(tint( •(!)  —  I/iiiiiii/nil  Crossing  the  Alps  on  horseback  to  inspect  th 
Mont  Cents  Tunnel. 

The  rumour  gains  ground  that  MADEMOISELLE  TAMBOROWSKI 
who  created  such  a  furore  this  last  season  at  St.  Petersburg  by  he 
performances  on  the  big  drum,  will  bo  heard  at  Covent  Garden  i 
the  Spring. 

The  Alhambra  Company  have  postponed  the  publication  of  their 
long-promised  monograph — Spain  and  the  Spaniards. 
Coal  has  been  discovered  at  Newcastle  in  large  quantities. 
A  company  ("  The  Unlimited  Credulity  ")  is  m  course  of  formatio 
for  the  joint  object  of  converting  the  Irish  peasantry  and  reclaimin 
the  Irish  bo^s. 

That  too  little  known  author.  J.  0.  H.  N.  SMITH,  is  suffering  from 
an  attack  of  impecuniosity,  followed  by  creditors.    He  is  staying  a 
home. 

Tobacco  is  now  extensively  raised  by  machinery  on  the  banks 
Virginia  Water. 

Great  preparations  are  being  made  by  the  Fishmongers'  Compan 
for  the  celeoration  of  the  approaching  centenary  of  the  birth  o 
CHABBE. 

New  Burlesques  will  be  produced  at  the  Theatres  on  the  26th  . 
December  next.      The  subjects  will  be  impartially  selected  from 
Heathen  Mythology,  Fairy  Lore,   Nursery  Legends,  and  Englis 
History. 

A  dramatic  version  of  Tristram  Shandy  will  shortly  be  brougl 
out  on  the  London  Stage,  interspersed  with  appropriate  dances. 
His  Imperial  Highness  the  CBOWN  PRINCE  OF  SWITZERLAND 


PHRENOLOGICAL  TRIUMPH. 

Ma.  PUNCH  has  received  a  handsome  book  on  the  subject  of  Phre- 
nology.   It  is  illustrated  with  portraits,  below  which  are  phreno- 
ogical  descriptions  of  the  individuals  whose  features  are  portrayed. 
t  is  perfectly  wonderful  to  read   how  accurately  the  persons  are 
Lescribed.    For  instance,  this  is  said  of  our  beloved  Leah  : — 

"  Miss  BATEMAN. — This  engraving  represent*  an  excellent  phrenological 
onfiguration,  indicating  quickness  of  perception,  a  good  memory  for  words, 
individuals,  colours,  and  localities.  Power  of  pathos,  ease  of  delivery,  and 
legance  of  diction  are  also  distinctly  observable.  'Ihe  physiognomy  i» 
narked  by  intelligence  and  sweetness  of  expression.  The  organs  of  Language, 
?orm,  Size,  Locality,  Eventuality,  Graveness,  Imitation,  and  Wonder  are 
well  developed." 

Now,  Mr.  Punch  has  said  the  same  thing  often,  except  that  he 
never  accused  Miss  BATEMAN  of  Eventuality,  because  he  does  not 
mow  what  that  may  be.  A 11  the  rest  is  literally  true.  But  is  it  not 
wonderful  that  a  phrenologist,  who.  of  course,  knows  nothing  of  a 
ady  except  her  phrenological  developments,  and  never  heard  that 
jhe*was  a  distinguished  and  delightful  actress,  should  be  able  to  hit 
out  a  character  so  accurately  ?  Why.  if  he  had  known  who  Miss 
BATEMAN  was,  and  how  she  excels  in  her  art,  and  how  Mr.  Punch 
admires  her,  he  couldn't  have  been  nearer  the  mark.  Who  shall 
say  that  there  is  nothing  in  phrenology  ? 


EUPHEMISMS  FOR  EXPORTATION. 
To  being  called  a  Spade,  if  Spades  had  feelings,  a  Sn 


would  not"object.  Nor  would  the  Ace  of  Spades  mind  being  called 
the  Ace  of  Spades.  Very  likely,  however,  the  Knave  of  Spades 
might  prefer  the  denomination  of  Jack  to  that  of  Knave. 

American  Publishers,  accustomed  to  appropriate  for  sale  the  works 
of  British  Authors  without  payment,  protest  against  the  term, 
applied  to  that  appropriation,  of  "  Piracy."  The  reserved,  in  so  far 
perhaps  the  wise,  might  call  it  "  Conveyance."  Mistakes,  however, 
would  perhaps  be  occasioned  by  styling  an  invader  of  authorship  a 
Conveyancer.  Yet  "Pirate"  is  not  a  pretty  word.  Conrad  the 
Pirate  is  a  title  which,  to  readers  of  refinement,  would  not  have 
recommended  BYRON'S  poem.  Would  the  Transatlantic  Rovers  of 
Literature  be  satisfied  if  they  were  named  Corsairs  ? 


The  Police  and  the  Piggeries. 

THE  Police,  assisted  by  labourers  armed  with  crowbars,  have  been 
making  forcible  entry  at  Kensington  on  premises  where  pigs  were 
kept  by  people,  some  three  hundred  of  whose  friends,  men  and  women, 
mobbed  and  hooted  the  invaders.  They  were  moreover  opposed  by 
numerous  pig-owners,  "armed  with  pokers,  or  other  iron  imple- 
ments." Brave  swineherds  of  Kensington !  The  domestic  altar  in 
their  dwellings  was  invaded  together  with  the  adjoining  pigstye. 
They  fought  pro  aris  et  porcii. 


THE  BOOK  OF  NATURE. — Autumn  Leaves. 
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THE    NEW    HOUSE    AGAIN. 

THERE  is  decidedly  something  wrong  with  the  Drains.  "  This,"  says  MATERFAMILIAS.  "must  be  attended  to  at  once  I "  So  she  sends 
for  the  Builder  and  his  men,  and  writes  to  the  Landlord,  whom  she  naturally  holds  responsible  in  such  a  case  as  this. 

As  there  is  some  difficulty  in  getting  at  the  root  of  the  evil,  the  whole  Garden  (PATERFAMILIAS'S  pride)  has  to  be  dug  up.  Meanwhile, 
the  Landlord,  a  courteous  clerical  gentleman,  politely  calls  in  person.  He  informs  PATERFAMILIAS  that  the  rectification  of  such  little 
matters  as  this  is  entirely  the  tenant's  affair.  With  many  expressions  of  concern,  he  strongly  recommends  PATERFAMILIAS  to  take  the 
children  out  of  town  until  the  Drain  question  is  satisfactorily  settled  ;  and  after  a  gentle  reminder  that  quarter-day  has  just  gone  by,  and 
that  a  cheque,  if  convenient— er,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.,  he  bids  PATERFAMILIAS  a  hasty  farewell. 


"WAITING  FOR  THE  VERDICT." 

THE  Tichborne  infliction  recommences  forthwith.  Mr.  Punch 
invites  the  attention  of  the  LOBD  CHIEF  JUSTICE,  and  the  rest  of  the 
universe,  to  the  fact  that  he,  Mr.  Punch,  though  bound  by  no  law 
but  that  of  his  own  righteous  will,  has  complied  with  judicial 
suggestion,  and  has  abstained,  during  the  recess,  from  aU  Tieh- 
bornism.  Not  so  have  sundry  persons  acted.  Country  journals 
have  been  studded  with  little  paragraphs  designed  to  keep  up  an 
interest  in  "  the  Claimant,"  whose  movements  have  been  recorded 
as  carefully  as  if  he  had  been  already  declared  a  member  of  the 
fashionable  world  of  which  he  aspires  to  become  the  grace  and 
ornament,  and  in  which  he  can  display  all  his  admitted  virtues.  Yet 
hath  Mr.  Punch  been  silent.  If  CHIEF-JUSTICE  BOVTLL  has  not  a 
polite  word  for  him,  in  return,  Astrtea  may  retain  her  place  on  the 
British  Bench,  but  All  the  Gentler  Morals,  such  as  play  Thro'  life's 
more  tutored  walks  and  charm  the  way,  They,  far  dispersed  on 
timorous  pinions  fly,  Or,  not  to  put  too  nne  a  point  on  the  matter- 
have  hooked  it. 


Temperance  at  a  Penny-a-Iane. 

A  GENTLEMAN  lately  died  at  Margate,  where  he  had  led  a  long 
life  of  extraordinary  beneficence  exercised  in  acts  of  public  and 
private  charity.  A  reporter,  in  a  contemporary,  heads  a  brief 
obituary  of  his  career  with  "  Death  of  a  Good  Samaritan."  Why 
Samaritan  ?  The  deceased  philanthropist  was  by  trade  a  Brewer. 
As  Samaritan  is  to  Jew,  so  is  Brewer  to— what  Denomination  ? — 
Teetotaller  possibly,  as  the  Teetotallers  have  no  dealings  with  the 
Brewers. 


THE  ECLIPSE  PARTY. 

"  The  Government  Eclipse  expedition,  in  the  Mirzapore,  left  Southampton 
on  the  24th  October." 

STAHGAZERS  are  off  in  their  glory  (the  ship 's 
Under  LOCKTER'S  direction)  to  see  the  Eclipse. 
Good  luck  to  their  telescopes,  big  and  small  bore, 
And  a  Vision  sublime  greet  the  brave  Mirzapore  ! 
Absit  omen — no  frivolous  fancy  deters  a 
Wise  man — but  who  spoke  of  the  Vision  of  Mirza  f 
Some  foe  to  the  "  Government  "—some  one  who  knew 
How  certain  folks  "  get  into  holes,  and  fall  through." 
Away  with  your  omen,  be  courage  restored, 
There  is  not  one  Admiralty  laggard  on  board. 


Intelligent  Jury. 

AT  an  inquest  held  the  other  day  at  the  College  Arms,  Camden 
Town,  on  the  body  of  an  infant  whose  death  had  resulted  from  the 
effects  of  small-pox,  the  jury  returned  a  verdict  of  "  Death  by  small- 
pox, accelerated  by  neglect  of  vaccination."  Accelerated — good 
word.  Of  course,  neglected  vaccination  hastened  death.  If  vac- 
cination had  been  performed,  the  patient  would  not  have  died  so 


"  Them  There  Cadgers." 

THE  Republican  Working  Men,  and  others  who  meet  to  conspire 
against  the  Monarchy,  have  as  yet  approached  no  nearer  to  High 
Treason  than  by  spouting  something  like  it  in  Trafalgar  Square  and 
Hyde  Park.  Guilty,  however,  as  they  are  of  murdering  the  Queen  s 
Language,  they  may  be  described  as  "  The  Bad  English  Party.' 


PUNCH   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— NOVEMBER  4.  1871. 


d 

WITH  SHf!IMPS 


"WILLIE,    WE   HAVE   MISSED   YOU." 

Miss  GREENWICH.  "  GLAD  TO  SEE  YOU  AT  LAST,  SIR.     PLENTY  OF  HOT  WATER,   SIR ! " 
Mi.  GL-DST-NE.  "MY  DEAR  YOUNG  FRIEND,  PRAY  DON'T  TALK  TO  ME  OF  HOT   WATER  ;   I  CAME  HERE 
TO  GET  OUT  OF  IT!" 
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BURGOYNE-MURCHISON-BABBAQE. 


(BORN  1782-17»2.        DIED  OCT.,  1871.) 


THREE  more  old  landmarks,  reared  four-square  and  strong, 
Upon  the  bank  of  Time's  fast-flowing:  river, 

Sunk  in  the  flood,  that  mirrored  them  so  long:, 
It  seemed  they  might  have  stood,  might  stand,  for  ever ! 

Landmarks  of  Science  and  of  War — whose  date 
Runs  back  to  the  grey  twilight  time,  behind 

The  glare  when,  Mtcnad,  Pythoness,  and  Fate, 
France  waved  her  torch,  to  beacon  and  to  blind. 

Landmarks,  that  seemed  to  point  the  course  which  leads 
From  an  old  world  of  other  works  and  days, 

To  tliis,  wherein  are  shaped  our  words  and  deeds — 
Landmarks,  with  lights  to  guide  through  darkling  ways. 

Less  wise  and  strong  henceforth  our  England  shows, 
For  BURGOTNE,  MtntcursoN,  and  BABBAOE  lost; 

Science  may  reckon  all  to  these  she  owes : 
A  Captain's  place  is  empty  in  our  host. 

Of  all  our  Captains,  braver,  wiser,  none 

Added  such  long  experience  of  deed 
To  such  ripe  gravity  of  thought :  he  shone 

A  lamp  full  fed,  unttickering,  clear  at  need. 

A  Captain  such  as  England,  honouring,  loves 
More  than  rewards ;  content  his  time  to  bide, 

Unquerulous,  as  knowing  patience  proves 
True  mettle :  taking  duty  for  sole  guide. 

Too  proud  to  sue  for  place,  or  stoop  for  praise ; 

Fit  to  command,  as  ready  to  obey  ; 
Sagacious,  open-minded,  prompt  to  praise, 

Although  from  Truth's  plumo-line  unapt  to  sway. 

With  the  first  Captains  that  our  age  has  known 

As  equal  he  shared  counsel,  nor  from  time 
Drew  weakness  :  gnarled  and  grey,  not  feeble,  grown, 

Like  an  old  oak  he  stretched  a  hoary  prime. 

Till  a  blight  fell  upon  him  with  the  stroke 

Of  sorrow's  levin-bolt  out  of  the  cloud, 
And  strength  that  time  defied  bereavement  broke, 

The  strong  limbs  gave,  and  the  grey  head  was  bowed ! 

Like  an  old  oak  he  fell  to  that  sharp  gust, 
When  men  for  shade  and  shelter  sought  him  still ; 

Within  the  Tower  he  guarded  sleeps  his  dust ; 
His  record  on  Fame's  roll  large  space  shall  fill. 

***** 

Soldier  ere  he  was  student,  of  the  three, 
The  Second  bore  the  flag  on  foughten  field, 

Nor  till  Peace  came,  of  war's  stern  service  free, 
Set  him  the  hammer  for  the  sword  to  wield, 

To  push  the  still  sap  of  Earth's  surface  on. 
That  wins  for  Knowledge  holds  of  the  Unknown ; 

And  plant  the  flag,  which  tells  of  tracts  so  won, 
On  outworks  ever  on  and  onward  thrown. 

Till  he  left,  mapped  and  mastered,  what  he  found 
Unread  or  mis-translated  in  Earth's  book ; 
irst  learnt,  then  taught  the  lesson  of  the  ground, 
Alike  from  proudest  height  and  deepest  nook. 

He  brought  the  soldier's  gay  and  gallant  mood 
To  his  campaign  with  Nature :  won  the  day 

In  Courts  as  erst  in  camps  ;  men's  loves  subdued, 
As  through  Silurian  slates  he  clove  his  way, 

And  gathered  favour  from  all  hands,  and  led 

A  bright  and  busy  and  successful  life ; 
The  honours  that  he  loved  crowned  his  grey  head : 

He  made  no  foes,  and  spent  no  strength  in  strife  : 

Had  he  but  lived  to  see  the  friend  he  loved 

Keturned  to  us  from  Afric's  central  sea ! 
Unfortunate  in  that  alone  he  proved  ; 

In  all  else  Fortune's  favourite  was  he. 

***** 

Not  so  his  brother  sage.     Under  the  dark 
Of  Destiny  CHARLES  BAUBAGE  seemed  to  stand — 


True  servant  still  to  Science,  yet  a  mark 
For  fewer  boons  than  buffets  at  her  hand. 

In  no  scant  measure  these  were  dealt  to  him, 
From  far-off  days,  when  ho  was  first  to  range 

Lone  analytic  heights,  through  pathways  dim, 
By  lettered  sign  and  symbol  quaint  and  strange. 

If  he  was  given  grudged  means  and  room  confined 
To  prosecute  his  task  of  making  wheel 

And  crank  and  lever  ply  the  toil  of  mind, 
Until  dead  iron  seemed  to  think  and  feel, 

'Twas  much  in  minds  as  impotent  to  gauge, 
As  do,  his  work,  which  to  them  seemed  a  toy, 

Wondrous  but  worthless,  till  his  heart  in  rage 
The  sage  was  fain  to  eat,  and  fierce  :u 

And  those  who  could  not  measure  what  he  knew 
Nor  understand  his  aims,  could  blame  his  mood  : 

Till  back  into  himself  the  master  drew, 
And  was  content  to  pass  for  rough  and  rude, 

And  vain  and  querulous,  and  lived  a  life 
Scarce  noted  by  the  crowd,  or  now  and  then 

Recalled  to  them  by  some  sharp  stir  of  strife, 
That  shot  its  hot  bolt,  and  was  gone  again. 

But  let  not  those  who  helped  to  blow  the  chaff 
About  his  wrath  at  the  distracting  grind 

Of  blatant  organs,  pride  them  on  the  laugh 
Called  forth  by  trouble  of  a  labouring  mind. 

Still  brave,  if  sore,  the  strong  brain  warred  for  truth, 
Sworn  soldier  of  stern  Science,  to  her  best 

Submissive,  though  the  great  dreams  of  his  youth 
Were  laid  up,  unachieved,  in  brain  and  breast. 

Doubt  not  he  also  has  his  late  reward, 
And  tastes  it  now  in  that  calm  sphere  above, 

Where  Statesman,  Sage,  Philosopher,  and  Bard 
Drink  freely  at  the  fount  of  Truth  and  Love. 


AN  AWKWARD  COMPLIMENT. 

THE  "People's  WILLIAM"  has  been  invested  by  the  Collective 
Democracy  and  Republicanism  of  London  with  an  honour  which 
must  have  much  more  vexed  than  flattered  him.  At  a  meeting  of 
the  officers  and  delegates  of  the  various  Republican  and  Democratic 
working-men's  societies,  convened  by  the  London  Patriotic  Society, 
in  the  Club-room  of  the  "  Hole-in-the-Wall,"  Kirbv  Street,  Hatton 
Garden,  for  the  purpose  of  discussing  the  acts  of  WILLIAM  and  his 
colleagues  during  the  late  .Session  of  Parliament,  the  following 
resolution  was  voted  with  a  generally  declared  understanding  "  that 
it  expressed  confidence  in"  WILLIAM  "personally,  and  not  in  hia 
Governm  ent  generally  "  :— 

"  That  this  meeting,  looking  at  the  vicious  and  obrtructive  policy  punued 
by  the  Tory  leaden  in  the  last  Session  of  Parliament,  and  the  earnest  and 
honest  effort  made  by  the  Government  to  carry  the  Ballot  Bill  and  to  give 
education  to  the  whole  people,  accords  to  the  PHEMIBE  it*  hearty  confidence, 
in  the  full  hope  that  he  will  still  more  on  in  the  path  of  progreu,  and  entirely 
throw  himself  on  the  sympathies  of  the  people  at  large." 

It  must  be  very  vexatious  to  a  Statesman  who,  while  Liberal  to 
the  backbone,  is  likewise  Conservative  to  the  spinal  marrow,  seeking 
by  the  reform  of  our  institutions  to  perpetuate  them,  to  be  aspersed 
with  the  homage  of  Republicans  who  meet  in  a  public-house  to  con- 
spire against  the  Crown.  Suppose  all  the  thieves  in  London  were  to 
assemble  at  their  Hole-in-the-Wall,  or  any  other  the  like  den,  and 
vote  the  PREMIER  a  testimonial  manufactured  out  of  stolen  plate, 
who  cannot  imagine  how  greatly  annoyed  MR.  GLADSTONE  would  be 
by  the  compliment  ?  There  is  little  to  choose  between  actual  thieves 
and  traitors  at  heart. 


Short  Theme. 

GREAT  are  the  marvels  of  Electricity,  wonderful  are  the  triumphs 
of  Telegraphy!  The  magic  wire  that  encircles  the  globe,  that 
stretches  beneath  the  sea,  that  crowns  the  lofty  summit  and  spans 
the  airy  void,  carrying  its  chequered  messages  to  every  home  and 
every  clime,  and  influencing  the  destinies  of  Empires  and  the  price 
of  stocks  in  a  single  instant  of  time,  has  achieved  another  victory 
over  the  Impossible,  has  borne  a  golden  burden  across  the  Wild  Sea 
Waters—  "£10,000  was  remitted  to  New  York  on  Wednesday  by 
Atlantic  Cable."  Who  now  can  doubt  that  this  generation,  or  at 
the  latest,  the  next,  will  travel  by  Telegraph  ? 
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BriglUon,  Oct.  1871. 


HAT— A   COVERING    FOR   THE    HEAD." 

DR.  Jonysos. 


NOT  LIKE   THOSE   FOEEIGNEES. 

THE  following  description  of  the  attitude  of  the  British  multitude 
towards  the  adjuncts  of  what  reporters  style  a  Tragedy  was  given 
in  due  course,  but  Mr.  Punch  prefers  to  wait  until  sensation" 
shall  have  subsided,  before  dealing  with  its  topics.  Note  this. 

"  A  considerable  number  of  people  had  congregated  about  the  locality,  in 
order  to  see  the  funeral  procession  take  its  departure,  while  a  good  many  per- 
sons had  gathered  in  front  of  the  house — in  order  to  obtain  a  glimpse  of 
the  coffin  when  being  removed  from  the  house  and  placed  in  the  hearse. 

Hermits  and  monks,  in  various  paintings  by  the  old  masters,  are 
represented  in  postures  of  ecstatic  attention,  contemplating  some 
image  or  other  memorial  relative  to  their  creed,  whose  sight  inspires 
them  with  devotion.  In  some  Continental  Cathedrals  persons  may 
be  seen  gazing  in  the  same  way  at  pictures  or  shrines,  and  so  forth. 
Crowds  of  such  people  will  stand  with  their  eyes  fixed  in  rapture  on 
a  holy  coat,  or  any  other  relic  exposed  by  their  priests  to  their 
veneration.  The  British  populace  is  happily  exempt  from  the 
degrading  superstition  which  renders  those  toreigners  capable  of 
imagining  sanctity  in  material  objects ;  on  the  contrary  we  see,  as  in 
the  instance  above  cited,  that  those  which  have  a  peculiar  fasci- 
nation for  them  are  objects  physically  associated  with  enormous 
crime. 


NO  END  OF  CONTROVERSY. 

THE  KINO  OF  BAVARIA  has  issued  a  placet,  confirming  BE.  DO'L- 
LINGEH  in  an  ecclesiastical  appointment,  of  which,  but  for  that  royal 
interference,  he  would  have  been  deprived  by  the  excommunication 
pronounced  against  him  for  denying  Papal  Infallibility.  The  "  Old 
Catholic  "  party  at  large  are  in  the  same  boat  with  DB.  DO'LLINGER, 
yet,  in  the  Bavarian  Government's  judgment,  not  out  of  the  Bark  of 
Peter.  Bavaria  regards  them  as  not  having  ceased  to  be  Catholics, 
although  as  against  the  Infallibility  dogma  they  are  Protestants. 
Thus  the  definition  of  the  POPE'S  Infallibility  has  not  only  raised 
the  question,  "Who  is  a  Catholic?"  but  got  it  answered  by  the 
Bavarian  State  in  a  sense  which  reject*  Infallibility.  The  same 
question  will  be  raised  in  all  Catholic,  and  perhaps  in  some  Pro- 
testant, countries.  Who  knows  that  it  will  not  even  come  before 


the  British  Judicial  Committee  of  Privy  Council  ?  Infallible  or  not, 
the  POPE,  when  he  got  himself  so  pronounced,  and  the  Council  in 
pronouncing  him,  evidently  did  not  know  what  they  were  about. 
They  did  not  know  what  a  question  they  were  about  to  raise. 


WHAT  EVERYBODY  KNOWS. 

EVERYBODY  knows  the  story  of  Andrbcles  and  the  Lion. 

Everybody  knows  the  composition  of  sulphuretted  hydrogen. 

Everybody  knows  the  plays  of  SHAKSPEARE. 

Everybody  knows  the  meaning  of  the  Balance  of  Power. 

Everybody  knows  the  old  English  ballads. 

Everybody  knows  where  HOGARTH,  DRYDEN,  SIR  JOSHUA  REY- 
NOLDS, and  DR.  JOHNSON  lived  in  London. 

Everybody  knows  how  the  electric  telegraph  is  worked. 

Everybody  knows  where  black  pepper  comes  from. 

Everybody  knows  the  topography  of  Asia  Minor. 

Everybody  knows  what  the  Silurian  System  is. 

Everybody  knows  all  about  our  glorious  British  Constitution. 

Everybody  knows  the  difference  between  an  acid  and  an  alkali. 

Everybody  knows  the  derivation  of  "  biscuit,"  "  saunterer," 
"currant,"  "Jerusalem  artichoke,"  "desultory,"  and 
"cambric." 

Everybody  knows  the  History  of  England. 

Everybody  knows  who  was  Prime  Minister  when  the  QUEEN  came 
to  the  throne. 

Everybody  knows  The  Pilgrim's  Progress  and  The  Fairy  Queen. 

Everybody  knows  the  changes  a  butterfly  goes  through. 

Everybody  knows  the  construction  of  a  watch. 

Everybody  knows  the  course  of  the  Danube. 

Everybody  knows  the  Rule  of  Three. 

Everybody  knows  French. 

Everybody  knows  that  Napoleon  entered  Berlin  in  1806. 

Everybody  knows  what  is  going  to  happen  when  the  Bank  of 
England  raises  the  rate  of  discount. 

("  Ha .'  hare  toe  touched  anybody  nearly  ?  ") 


A  CASE  OF  CONSCIENCE. 

AT  Worship  Street,  the  other  day— 

"  FRANCIS  FULLER,  19,  described  as  a  labourer,  living  in  Dorset  Street, 
Spitalfields,  was  charged  before  MR.  BUSHBY  with  having  stolen  from  the 
person  of  SAMUEL  LEWIS,  a  tobacco-cutter,  of  Crown  Street,  lloxton,  a  silver 
watch  and  gold  chain,  value  £7." 

The  prosecutor  in  this  case,  on  entering  the  witness-box,  objected 
to  be  sworn  on  the  ground  that  he  was  an  Atheist ;  had  been  so  ever 
since  he  was  eight  years  of  age  :  was  apparently  between  fifty  and 
sixty.  On  consideration,  however,  his  evidence  was  admitted  by 
the  Magistrate.  His  Worship  probably  concluded  that  a  man  who 
scrupled  to  take  an  oath  even  in  his  own  cause,  must,  in  calling 
himself  an  Atheist,  have  misdescribed  himself.  The  idea  of  an 
Atheist  affording  to  keep  a  conscience,  doubtless  appeared  to  ME. 
BUSHBY  inconceivable.  The  Hoxton  ^Tobacco-cutter,  however, 
affords  an  example  of  outspokenness,  which  some  of  the  more  impu- 
dent of  the  South  London  tradesmen,  accustomed  to  use  false 
weights  and  measures,  might,  one  thinks,  out  of  bravado,  take  an 
opportunity  to  imitate— if  they  were  capable  of  telling  the  truth. 
What  he  said  he  was,  those  rogues  might  profess  themselves  at  least 
with  consistency.  He,  on  the  contrary,  must  be  supposed  to  be  not 
such  a  fool  as  to  have  said  in  his  heart  that  which  he  was  fool  enough 
to  think  he  thought  in  his  head. 


Creatures  of  Impulse. 

THE  instinct  which  drives  the  moth  and  the  daddy-longlegs  to  fly 
into  the  light  of  a  candle,  is  perhaps  an  impulse  engendered  in  such 
insects  under  a  natural  law  tending  to  make  them  limit  their  own 
numbers.  Does  a  similar  impulse  actuate  the  crowds  of  people  who 
always  rush  frantically  to  the  scene  of  a  fire,  and  necessitate,  from  a_ 
humane  point  of  view,  the  exertions  of  the  Police  to  keep  them  oft' 
the  flames  ? 

"  Just  as  High  as  my  Heart." 

At  You  Liks  It. 

ME.  HENRY  JAMES,  M.P.,  in  a  capital  speech  at  Taunton,  stood  to 


."gentleman  can't.      For  Woman's  place 
heart.    Now,  then,  say  a  prettier  thing  than  that ! 
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COCKNEY    CUB-HUNTING. 

WHEN  THK  HOUNDS  ARE  NEAR,  MR.  MARCHARE  AND  HIS  FRIENDS  AMUSE  THEMSELVES,  BEFORE  GOING  TO  TOWN  IN  THE  MORNING, 
BY  GALLOPING  ABOUT  THE  COUNTRY,  FANCYING  THEY  ARE  CUB-HUNTINO.  BUT  TO  MARCHARE'S  HEAVY  MAN  IT  is  NO  JOKE  TO  UK 
JOLTED  OVER  THE  MOLEHILLS,  IN  TIGHTEST  OF  BELTS,  ON  THE  TANDEM  MARE,  AFTER  THEM  !  HOWEVER,  THE  END  OF  BIS  AFFLIC- 
TIONS HAS  NOW  COME. 


"A  PIPE  OF  TOBACCO." 


"  PBIZK  EPIORAMS.— The  Proprietors  of  •  *  •  *  *  •  invite  smokers  to 
contribute  Original  Versified  Inscriptions  or  Epigrams,  not  exceeding  eight 
linen,  suitable  to  be  inscribed  on  a  Tobacco  Jar.  It  i»  intended  to  give  Three 
Prizes,"  &c. 

How  can  a  smoker  express  all  he  feels  about  Tobacco  in  eight 
lines  ?  An  Epic  might  bo  written  upon  it.  A  poem  of  ten  books, 
each  book  a  thousand  lines  long1,  would  not  exhaust  the  charms,  the 
spe.  \  the  visions,  the  fancies,  the  comforts,  the  qualms  of  the 
frienuly,  fragrant,  cheering,  soothing,  narcotic  plant,  introduced 
into  this  country  by  the  courtly  RALEIGH  in  the  reign  of  ELIZABETH, 
and  now  one  of  the  most  flourishing  branches  of  the  public 
Revenue. 

Hexameters,  heroics,  elegiacs,  alcaics,  sapphics,  Alexandrines — all 
measures  and  metres  would  feel  honoured  by  being  married  to  such 
a  glowing  theme  as  a  Pipe  of  Tobacco !  But  there  is  not  space  for 
any  lengthy  effusion  of  genius  and  gratitude  on  the  outer  surface  of 
a  Tobacco  Jar,  so  eight  brief  octosyllabic  lines  must  condense  the 
fumes  of  a  life,  and  embalm  the  humble,  but  sincere,  tribute  of  a 
Tobacconist  of  many  years'  standing  :— 

Tobacco  is  my  chief est  joy, 

Tobacco  shall  my  Muse  employ, 

Tobacco  tempts  the  venturous  boy, 

Tobacco  lures  the  maiden  cov, 

Tobacco's  charms  have  no  alloy, 

Tobacco's  pleasures  never  cloy, 

Tobacco  soothes  when  cares  annoy, 

Tobacco  insects  doth  destroy. 

ISAAC  HAWKINS  BROWNE  THE  YOUNG  EH. 


Nice  New  Book. 

A  COMPANION  Volume  to  Insects  at  Home  is  on  the  eve  of  publi- 
cation.   It  will  be  entitled  Insects  Abroad,  by  a  Constant  Sufferer. 


WAR  AND  WOMAN. 

A  FEW  days  ago  Miss  BECKER,  in  a  speech  addressed  to  a  meeting 
at  Manchester,  assigned  several  reasons  why  women  ought  to  have 
the  elective  franchise.  All  these  reasons,  with  one  exception,  are 
unquestionable  by  anyone  who  thinks  it  right  for  the  representatives 
of  ,the  nation  to  be  elected  by  the  majority  of  male  householders,  of 
whom  many,  if  not  most,  are  ignorant  and  stupid.  That  one  excep- 
tion is  this : — 

"  There  was  also  the  great  question  of  peace,  the  solution  of  which,  she 
thought,  would  not  be  brought  about  so  long  as  political  power  was  denied  to 
the  non-combatant  sex." 

The  sex  which  Miss  BECKER  adorns  may  be  non-combatant,  but 
who  can  deny  the  Horatian  position  that,  philosophically  considered, 
it  constituted,  before  the  time  of  MRS.  MENELAUS  even,  a  particu- 
larly powerful  cause  of  war  P 


BENEDETTI  v.  BISMARCK. 

DIPLOMATISTS  should  have  good  memories.  But  even  then,  in 
hazarding  certain  statements,  they  may  make  mistakes.  The  memory 
of  M.  BENEDETTI  is  doubtless  retentive.  That,  however,  has  not 
prevented  us  from  reading  the  subjoined  telegram  in  the  Times : — 

"  COUNT  BENEDETTI  is  reported  to  be  very  much  provoked  against  the 
members  of  the  former  Government  who  left  him  ignorant  of  the  fact  that  the 
documents  produced  to  refute  his  statements  were  in  the  hands  of  the  German 
Government." 

Very  naturally.  Of  course  COUNT  BENEDETTI  would  never  have 
made  statements  imputing  unveracity  to  PRINCE  BISMARCK  had  he 
suspected  that  documents  producible  to  refute  them  were  in  BIS- 
MARCK'S hands.  His  colleagues,  who,  being  aware  of  that  fact,  left 
him  ignorant  of  it,  are,  he  has  discovered,  not  persons  on  whom  he 
can  rely. 
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'WHAT  CAN'T  BE  CURED,  MUST  BE  ENDURED. 


The  Incorrigible  Street  Boy. 

A  LITTLE  COVE  UNDERNEATH  ; 


'  0,  MY  EVE!    'ERE'S  A  'ELMET  !     AND  THERE'S 
I  CAN  JUST  SEE  HIS  LEGS  !  !" 
[Short  Grenadier  has  need  o/  all  his  Self-Possession. 


OUR  SHIPS  AND  SAILOKS. 

THERE  's  a  great  many  people  much  troubled  with  fears 

Of  invasion  from  Prussia  or  France, 
Taking  thought  how  to  meet  the  Mossoos  and  Mynheers, 

On  London  in  ease  they  advance. 
For  a  Battle  of  Dorking  in  time  to  prepare 

Is  no  more  than  what  Government  ought ; 
But,  did  certain  land  lubbers  but  take  the  right  care, 

That  battle  would  never  be  fought. 

Hearts  of  oak  we  rely  on  no  more  as  of  old, 

Ironsides  are  our  ships  ;  but  what  then  ? 
The  same  stuff  within  they  continue  to  hold ; 

Jolly  Tars  still,  as  e'er,  are  our  men. 
If  you  did  but  make  sure  that  your  Ships  were  all  right, 

And  worthy  the  crews  they  contain, 
Then  come  forth  against  you  what  foreigners  might, 

They  'd  try  to  get  at  you  in  vain. 

To  grief  the  Mcgrrra  came,  sent  by  a  lot 

Of  incapable  duffers  to  sea  ; 
Her  plates  were  all  rotten,  and  holes  she  had  got 

Underneath,  where  they  oughtn't  to  be. 
Her  crazy  old  carcase  to  beach  on  a  rock 

Gallant  THRUPP  was  obliged,  life  to  save. 
But  her  seamen  soon  showed,  like  the  old  English  stock, 

In  a  strait  they  knew  how  to  behave. 

And  ready  and  steady  in  action,  as  wreck, 

Such  fellows  will  ever  be  found. 
They  '11  give  any  force  of  an  enemy  check, 

And  keep  the  foe  off  British  ground. 
But  then,  on  your  Navy  if  you  're  to  depend, 

You'll  stand  no  unsea worthy  boat. 
And,  my  Lords,  'tis  poor  saving  Blue  Jackets  to  send 

Aboard  craft  that  won't  keep  'em  afloat. 


Clerical  and  Theatrical. 

THE  Judge  in  Divorce  would  like  to  resign,  'tis 
said,  and  the  ATTORNEY-GENERAL  would  like  to  succeed 
dim.  But  each  learned  person  has  a  learned  clerk,  who 
las  aided  him  long  and  well,  and  each  wishes  his  clerk 
;o  be  in  place.  Quite  theatrical.  Our  Clerks  is  played 
Defore  the  School  for  Scandal,  or  How  She  Loves  Him. 


NOTES  BY  A  COCKNEY  NATUEALIST. 

THERE  are  various  kinds  of  Larks  to  be  observed  by  Cockney 
naturalists,  which  are  more  or  less,  and  rather  less  than  more, 
indigenous  to  London.  There  is  first  of  all  the  Cage  Lark  (Alauda 
Muerrima)  which  is  chiefly  found  on  grass-plats  measuring  about 
two  inches  square,  and  may  be  heard  singing  plaintively  in  many  a 
back  slum.  Then  there  is  the  Mud  Lark  (Alauda  Greemcichiensis), 
which  is  principally  seen  towards  nightfall  on  the  shores  of  the 
river,  when  the  whitebait  is  in  season.  This  little  lark  is  a  migra- 
tory bird,  and  flits  from  place  to  place  in  quest  of  anything  worth 
picking  up  that  may  happen  to  be  thrown  to  it.  Finally,  there  is 
the  Street  Lark  (Alauda  Nocturna},  which  is  known  to  most  police- 
men in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Haymarket,  and  the  like  nocturnal 
haunts. 

As  a  gratifying  proof  of  our  progressing  civilisation,  there  has 
been  of  recent  years  a  very  marked  decrease  in  the  number  of  white 
nice,  and  monkeys  dressed  as  soldiers,  exhibited  by  organ-grinders 
^n  the  London  streets.  Trained  dogs  appear,  however,  decidedly 
more  numerous,  and  performing  canaries  may  be  met  with  not 
infrequently  in  the  squares  of  the  West  End.  The  naturalist  should 
note,  moreover,  that  the  Learned  British  Pig  (Porctis  Sapiens  Jiri- 
tannicus)  which,  within  the  memory  of  men  who  are  still  living, 
used  commonly  to  infest  the  fairs  near  the  metropolis,  has  recently 
well  nigh  completely  disappeared,  and  is  believed  by  sundry  natu- 
ralists to  be  utterly  extinct. 

The  Rum  Shrub  (Shritbbus  Curiosus)  which,  although  deserving 
of  close  investigation  has  somehow  escaped  mention  in  the  pages  of 
LJNN^US,  found  in  great  profusion  in  the  purlieus  of  Whitechapel, 
as  well  as  other  parts  of  London  where  dram-drinkers  do  congregate. 
[t  may  be  generally  discovered  in  proximity  to  the  Pot- tree  (Arbor 
Pewteriferens),  which  may  readily  be  recognised  by  its  metallic 
:ruit. 

The  Common  Cat  of  the  Metropolis  ( Felis  Catterwaulans)  is  re- 
markable, especially  for  the  exceeding  frequency  and  shrillness  of 


its  cries  when  it  goes  upon  the  tiles,  or  proceeds  to  other  spots  of 
feline  popular  resort.  Sleep  becomes  impossible  within  earshot  of 
its  yellmgs,  and  the  injury  they  cause  to  property  as  well  as  human 
temper  is  immense.  It  has,  indeed,  been  roughly  estimated  that 
thirty  thousand  water-jugs  are  annually  sacrificed,  within  a  circuit 
of  not  more  than  six  miles  from  St.  Paul's,  by  being  hurled  from 
bedroom  windows  with  the  aim  to  stop  these  squalling  feline 
"  Voices  of  the  night." 

A  certain  proof  that  Oysters  are  amphibious  may  be  noted  in  the 
fact  that  they  always  build  their  grottoes  in  the  courts  and  the  back 
streets  of  the  Metropolis,  where,  in  the  month  of  August,  with  extra- 
vagant profusion,  their  shells  are  yearly  cast. 

The  Scarlet-coated  Lobster  (Le  Hiimard  Militaire,  CUTIEH)  has 
been  frequently  discovered  on  the  shores  of  the  Serpentine,  or  bask- 
ing by  the  margin  of  the  water  in  St.  James's  Park.  This  crustacean, 
when  treated  well,  will  drink  like  a  fish,  excepting  that,  unlike  a  fish, 
he  does  not  confine  himself  to  water  for  his  drink.  His  shell  (jacket) 
is  of  a  bright  red  colour,  which  is  not  produced  as  in  the  lobster 
species  generally,  by  the  agency  of  the  caloric  in  the  act  of  being 
boiled.  The  scarlet-coated  lobster  leads,  while  in  London,  a  very 
peaceful  life,  notwithstanding  his  presumed  propensities  for  fighting. 

If  we  may  credit  the  statistics  which,  with  no  slight  labour,  have 
been  recently  collected,  no  fewer  than  five  million  and  eleven  blue- 
bottles are  annually  slaughtered  in  the  butcher's  shops  of  London, 
before  depositing  their  ova  in  the  primest  joints  of  meat.  The 
number  of  the  smaller  flies  which,  merely  in  the  City^  are  every 
year  destroyed,  for  buzzing  round  the  bald  heads  of  irritable  bank 
clerks,  amounts,  it  has  been  calculated,  to  one  million  three  hundred 
thousand  and  thirteen. 


Cremorne. 

THE  wearer  of  this  name,  at  last, 
May  learn  what  pace  to  go : 

Chelsea's  Cremorne  was  much  too  fast, 
Newmarket's  much  too  slow. 
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LETTER  FROM  MR.  WHALLEY. 

DEAB  PUNCH, 

You  have  not  infrequently  ridiculed  me,  but 
never  mind  that.  I  don't,  and  the  electors  of  Peter- 
borough don't. 

But  will  you  longer  deny  that  MB.  GLADSTONE  ii  a 
Papist  ?  Have  you  got  one  of  the  new  Sovereigns,  one 
of  the  new  coinage,  I  mean  ? 

He  has  put  a  POPISH  SAINT  upon  it,  in  place  o/  the 
Shield  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

It  is  clear  to  me  that  he  is  a  Papist  and  a  Traitor. 
If  it  is  not  clear  to  you,  I  pity  you.  There,  you  have 
lived  to  be  pitied  by 

Your  triumphant 

G.   H.   WHALLJ5T. 


REMINISCENCES. 

Governess.   "  SHOW  MB.  SMITHKRS  TOUR  NEW  DOLL,  ADA." 
Old  Rustic.  "  AH— LOR'— DEARY  ME,  MOM,  IF  IT  AIN'T  THB  VERT  MORAL  OF 
MY  OLD  WOMAN  WHEN  SHE  WAS  IN  HKR  PHIMF.  !  ! " 


STAMPS  IN  LETTERS. 

IT  seems  that  Post-Men,  evil  scamps, 
Steal,  because  they  can  smell,  our  stamps  : 
Therefore,  when  sending  them,  you  'd  better 
(A  lady  writes)  perfume  your  letter : 
And  with  the  profit  be  content ; 
'Twill  be  a  case  of  tent  per  scent. 


Good  Company. 

MEMBERS  of  Parliament  have  been  making  Vacation 
speeches  at  Shrewsbury.  The  occasion  was  the  Quar- 
terly Dinner  of  a  Club  in  that  borough,  bearing  the  very 
suggestive  name  of  The  Old  Gullttt  Club.  It  was  not 
so  stated  by  the  public  press,  but  we  have  reason  for 
believing  that  the  Young  Gullett  Club  were,  at  the  same 
time,  regaling  themselves  with  Shrewsbury  cakes,  and 
other  cates  suitable  for  fresh  and  vigorous  digestions. 


Another  Branch  of  Art. 

IN  his  Greenwich  speech,  ME.  GLADSTONE  introduced 
the  name  of  BtwicK,who,  he  said,  was  "  a  famous  wood- 
cutter." The  Dockyard  labourers  would,  probably,  have 
gone  away  with  no  very  exalted  notion  of  what  BEWICK'S 
occupation  was,  if  the  PKIME  MINISTER  had  not 
prudently  added— "  and  also  an  artist  of  great  celebrity." 


AUTUMN  FLOWERS  OF  FASHION. 

ONE  of  the  Fashions  for  November  will  at  least  combine  economy 
with  cleanliness.  Le  Follet  announces  that  "  Out-of-door  skirts  will 
be  worn  a  trifle  shorter  than  in  the  autumn."  To  this  announce- 
ment is  added  a  remark  which  indicates  an  expanding  germ  of 
reflection : — 

"We  have  the  enow  and  the  mud  t»  guard  against,  and  nothing  is  more 
inconvenient  than  a  dress  which  requires  holding  up  for  walking  wear." 

The  foregoing  observation  enunciates  a  discovery  at  which  the 
female  mind  has  arrived  at  last,  after  considerable  experience.  It 
is  one  whose  practical  importance  would  have  rendered  it  a  compara- 
tively valuable  contribution  on  the  part  of  any  strong-minded  lady 
to  the  amount  of  useful  knowledge  lately  exhibited  before  the  Social 
Science  Congress. 

Descending  from  the  pinnacle  of  intellect  whence  it  contemplated 
short  dresses,  Le  Follet  drops  to  an  alarming  discourse  of  bonnets : — 

"  Bonnets  are,  as  were  promised,  decidedly  a  trifle  larger ;  but  they  are  still 
worn  so  very  high  and  thoroughly  on  the  top  of  the  hair  as  to  present  almost 
the  appearance  of  a  helmet— in  fact  the  hats  are  much  quieter  looking." 

Quieter  P  We  should  think  so,  when  the  bonnets  present  almost 
the  appearance  of  a  helmet !  Why,  in  that  case,  the  wearer  must 
present  almost  the  appearance  of  Bellona,  Goddess  of  War,  or  Tha- 
lestris,  Queen  of  the  Amazons.  Call  you  that  quiet  ?  Even  Minerva, 
in  her  helmet,  could  hardly  have  looked  quiet.  To  adopt  the  style 
ot  Minerva,  by  the  way,  the  wearer  of  the  helmet-bonnet  would, 
of  course,  have  it  surmounted  with  a  stuffed  screech-owl ;  a  fashion- 
able ornament,  and  the  emblem  of  wisdom. 


A  PRETTY  IDEA. 

THE  Morning  Post  is  a  paper  not  likely  to  let  itself  be  hoaxed  in 
any  particular  concerning  the  fashions.  Otherwise,  one  would.say 
that  the  following  announcement  requires  confirmation : — 

"TUB  NEW  BONNET  IN  PARIS. — The  fashionable  bonnet  for  ladies  in  Paris 
this  winter  is  called  '  Paris-Brule.'  It  is  of  velvet,  ornamented  with  flowers 
or  feathers,  and  having  on  it  a  considerable  amount  of  scarlet,  to  imitate 
flames." 

But,  after  all,  the  taste  of  calling  a  bonnet  "  Paris-Brute "  is 
j  much  the  same  as  that  of  denominating  a  dress-colour  "  Magenta," 
or  applying  the  similar  name  of  some  sanguinary  battle-field  to  a 
|  quadrille  or  a  waltz.  Monkeys,  if  they  could  invent  dresses  and 
dances,  and  were  endowed  with  speech,  would  doubtless  call  them 
by  the  same  kind  of  names  ;  regarding  scenes  of  carnage  and  con- 
flagration with  interest  unmodified  by  moral  feeling  and  reflective 
intellect.  Certain  partial  cleverness  is  associated  with  deficiency  of 
higher  faculties  in  many  human  beings  whose  mental  development 
has  been  arrested ;  and  probably  the  design  and  nomenclature  of  the 
fashions,  suitably  to  the  ideas  of  their  lightsome  followers,  would 
form  pursuits  whose  cultivation  would  constitute  eligible  employ- 
ment for  the  inmates  of  Earlswood  and  other  such  Asylums. 


Name  after  Nature. 

THF.  morrow  of  All  Souls,  alias  the  first  of  November,  alias  the 
legal  New  Year's  Day,  is  known  in  the  Profession  as  Crastino  ani- 
miinim.  Considering  the  law's  delay,  shouldn't  it  be  re-christened 
"  Pro-craslino  t " 


Official  Triumph. 

THE  Peninsular  and  Oriental  steamer,  Rangoon,  has  been  lost  on 
a  rock.  All  hands  saved.  The  Admiralty  was.  of  course,  illumi- 
nated on  the  night  of  the  arrival  of  the  news.  It  proved,  triumph- 
antly, that  it  is  in  the  nature  of  ships  to  be  lost,  and  that  the 
Admiralty,  in  making  a  practice  of  losing  them,  is  out  conforming 
to  natural  laws. 


"  TABLE-BAITING. "— After  a  Public  Dinner. 


TOL.   LIT. 
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DARWINIAN    SPIRITUALISM. 

IR,  ME.  PUNCH, 

THE  Report  of  the  Dia- 
lectical Society  on  Spi- 
ritualism has  been  derided 
by  many  critics  and  others, 
who  either  believe,  or  at 
least  seriously  entertain, 
MB.  DARWIN'S  theory  of 
the  Descent  of  Man.  The 
Darwinists,  indeed,  gene- 
rally despise  the  Spiritu- 
alists. 1,  who  am  both  a 
Spiritualist  and  a  Darwin- 
ist, see  no  reason  at  all  why 
they  should.  On  the  con- 
trary, I  see  very  much  rea- 
son why  they  should  not. 
Darwinism  and  Spiritual- 
ism, Sir,  rightly  regarded, 
illustrate  and  confirm  each 
other. 

Darwinists,  who  hold  the 
derivation  of  mankind  from 
the  Marine  Ascidian,  inter- 
mediately     through      the 
Anthropoid     Apes,    argue 
that    if,    as    asserted    by 
Spiritualists,     disembodied 
human    spirits  exist,    dis- 
embodied    simious     spirits 
should  also   exist.     There 
ought  to  be  spirits  of  apes  and  monkeys.    Well,  I  say,  so  there  are. 
The  undignified  and  absurd  nature  of  some  spiritual  communica- 
tions is  often  alleged  as  proving  their  unreality.    These  communi- 
cations proceed  from  the  spirits  of  deceased  apes. 

Messages  are  often  received  at  "  circles  "  purporting  to  come  from 
BACON,  FRANKLIN,  BYRON,  or  some  other  departed  personage  of 
genius  or  intellect,  which  they  are  far  from  being  examples  of, 
being,  on  the  contrary,  nonsense  or  twaddle.  In  these  cases  the 
spirit  of  an  Orang-outang,  Chimpanzee,  Gorilla,  or  some  other  des- 
cription of  jackanapes,  actuated  by  the  imitative  instinct  charac- 
teristic of  the  monkey  tribes,  personates  the  poet,  philosopher,  or 
man  of  science,  and  mimics  his  utterances  with  imperfection  cor- 
responding to  that  which  we  see  exhibited,  in  playing  the  part  of 
humanity,  by  a  performing  monkey.  The  Ape-spirit  imitates  numan 
speech,  being  in  a  state  of  Darwinian  development,  which  is  as 
possible  for  a  monkey  in  the  spheres  as  in  this  world. 

The  levitatioii  of  MR.  HOME  and  others,  the  transference  of  "that 
gentleman  in  and  out  of  a  drawing-room  window  seventy  feet  from 
the  ground,  the  transportation  of  Mediums  through  the  air  and  the 
walls  or  ceiling  of  a  room,  the  dancing  of  tables,  the  picking  of 
pockets,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  ludicrous  incidents  common  at 
stances,  are  the  monkeys'  tricks  of  tricksy  spirits,  the  spirits  of 
monkeys. 

Having  said  thus  much,  Sir,  shall  I  be  asked  to  prove  it  ?  Not  by 
you.  You  are  up  to  the  philosophy  of  the  times.  Proof,  you  know, 
is  now  an  anachronism  in  science.  We  are  to  accept  MR.  DARWIN'S 
theory,  provisionally,  because  it  is  the  best  we  have  to  account  for 
facts.  Mine,  I  am  sure,  has  an  equal  claim  to  acceptance.  It  is  the 
best  out,  and  it  squares  with  his.  The  Descent  of  Man  is  no  reason 
against  his  Destiny,  and  his  Destiny  does  not  disprove  his  Descent ; 
on  the  contrary  is,  as  I  have  asserted,  that  is,  shown,  associated  with 
evidences  which  prove  it.  Therefore  don't  tell  me  that  I  am  an  ass, 
and  that  Darwinism  and  Spiritualism,  respectively,  are  but  opposite 
poles  of  scientific  and  superstitious  credulity.  Write  me  down 
whatever  you  may,  I  subscribe  myself  Yours  truly, 

PYTHAGORAS  PUGS. 

P.S.  Of  course  there  are  also  spirits  of  Marine  Ascidians.  Why 
not  ?  Did  not  BLAKE  (till  lately  pictnr  ignotus)  once  actually  paint 
from  life  (spirit-life)  the  Ghost  of  a  Flea  ? 


"Hail,  Columbia!" 

ConnrniA  Market  has  been  transferred  by  the  munificent  BARONESS 
BURDETT  COUTTS  to  the  Corporation  of  London.  In  accordance  with 
long  established  custom,  there  was  a  dejeuner  in  honour  of  the  occa- 
sion. The  arrangements  for  the  meal  were  made  by  the  Markets 
Committee  of  the  Common  Council.  The  Chairman  of  this  Committee 
is  MR.  BONTEMS.  There  was  an  unaccountable  omission  in  the 
arrangements;  when  MR.  BONTEMS  entered  the  Hall  where  the 
dejeuner  was  given,  a  band  of  music  ought  to  have  struck  up, 
"  There  's  a  Good  Time  Coming." 


PEARLS  FROM  THE  FRENCH  PRESS. 

FOREIGNERS  in  France,  and  especially  Great  Britons,  may  be  often 
found  to  growl  and  grumble  at  French  newspapers,  wherein  they 
say  they  can  find  naught  but  foolish  novels  and  false  news.  For 
ourselves,  we  find  French  journals  extremely  entertaining,  and  we 
regret  that  the  Times,  Telegraph,  Daily  News,  and  Standard  do  not 
occupy  nearly  half  their  space  with  a  bad  novel,  and  fill  up  the 
rest  as  follows. 

The  other  evening  a  chiffonnier,  one  named  PIERRE  GITENILLIARD, 
residing  Rue  des  Sales  Visages,  numero  39,  was  patiently  engaged 
upon  his  interesting  trade,  when,  amid  a  heap  of  rubbish,  ejected 
from  a  shop-door  in  the  Rue  des  Vielles  Hardes,  he  picked  up  the 
torn  half  of  a  fifty-pound  bank-note.  With  the  aid  of  the  police, 
the  good  Citizen  was  enabled  to  find  out  the  rightful  owner,  an 
eccentric  English  noble,  my  lord  Baronet  SIR  BROWN  ;  who,  after 
pouring  out  a  pinte  of  porterr-stout  by  way  of  pourboire,  kindly 
gave  the  honest  fellow  the  two  halves  of  the  note. 

An  astounding  phenomenon  was  observed,  we  are  informed,  on 
Monday  after-midday  in  the  Boulevart  des  Flaneurs.  MONSIEUR 

X ,  the  well-known  Bonapartist,  who  was  decorated  last  year  by 

the  horrid  Man  of  Sedan,  and  is  now  the  member  for  L'Arrondisse- 
ment  des  Niais,  was  positively  discovered  sipping  absinthe  at  a  cafe 
—with  his  wife ! 

We  learn  that  DOCTEUB  ODO  RITSSEL,  the  celebrated  journalist,  has 
been  appointed  the  ambassador  of  Great  Britain  at  Berlin.  See  here 
another  proof  how  perfide  Albion  is  plotting  for  the  ruin  of  our 
France  !  Correspondent  of  the  Times  during  the  recent  war,  the 
DOCTEUR  ODO  RUSSEL  always  did  his  very  best  to  please  his  base 
compatriots,  by  his  praise  of  the  rile  GUILLAUME,  the  flinty-hearted 
MOLTKE,  and  the  savage-hearted  BISSMARQUE.  Now  for  his  reward 
he  is  sent  to  their  foul  court ;  a  fact  which  plainly  shows  that 
England  has  not  varied  in  her  sympathies  for  Prussia. 

Le  nomine  GUSTAVE  VAURIEN,  a  millionnaire  by  birth,  but  who  in 
these  sad  times,  has  been  reduced  to  earn  a  living  by  colouring 
tobacco-pipes,  met  with  a  happy  stroke  of  fortune  upon  Sunday 
evening  last.  Being  harmlessly  engaged  at  ecarte  with  a  stranger, 
who  appeared  to  be  provincial,  or  "  country-fresh,"  as  say  the 
Cocknies,  he  succeeded  twelve  times  following  in  turning  up  the 
King,  and  rose  finally  a  winner  of  eleven  francs  five  centimes,  and 
a  double-bladed  knife. 

Our  beloved  collaborator  AUGUSTE  LEON  GOBEMOUCHE,  being  on  a 
voyage  all  recently  in  England,  had  the  good  luck  to  assist  at  a 
wife-auction  in  Smitfield.  He  reports  that  the  price  current, 
varying  with  age  and  personal  attractions,  ranged  from  250  to  700 
francs.  All  the  ladies  were  decorees  with  a  halter  round  their  necks, 
and  were  each  of  them  presented,  at  the  close  of  the  proceedings, 
with  a  pretty  little  bouledogue  and  a  pinte  of  Irish  gin. 

"  I,  a  liberal !  0,  no  !  "  said  deputy  to  his  friend.  "  But  you  love 
liberty,  at  least?"  "  Yes,  assuredly,  my  faith!  but  one  may  lore 
an  omelette,  without  being  a  cook." 

MLLE.  ANGELIQUE,  the  charming  debutante,  has  achieved  a  start- 
ling triumph  in  her  character  of  Mimi,  in  La  Chatte  Boiteuse. 
Every  evening  she  receives  fifteen  calls  before  the  curtain  and 
twenty-five  bouquets.  Her  purring  is  regarded  as  a  miracle  of  art ; 
and  she  mews  and  catterwauls  with  such  truthfulness  to  nature, 
that  all  the  mice  have  left  the  theatre  since  she  came  upon  its  stage. 

The  Man  of  Sedan  says  that,  like  the  man  of  HORACE,  he  wraps 
himself  up  in  his  virtue.  Truly  we  advise  him  for  the  winter  to  get 
some  better  clothing,  particularly  now  that,  since  his  residence  at 
Chitslehurts,  he  suffers  so  from  gout. 

An  eminent  statistician,  who  also  is  a  journalist,  as  well  as  a 
cigar-dealer,  while  dining  lately  at  a  restaurant  in  the  Palais 
(cidevant)  Royal,  observed  by  careful  counting  that,  of  two  and 
twenty  gentlemen  who  were  there  assembled,  there  were,  himself 
included,  nineteen  who  were  decores. — Yet  there  are  imbeciles  who 
talk  of  the  decadence  of  France ! 

A  pretty,  rich,  young  widow,  who,  to  add  to  her  attractions,  is  a 
genuine  republican,  was  regarding  herself  lately  at  a  mirror  in  her 
chamber,  while  for  the  first  time  trying  on  her  widow's  cap. 
"  Behold,  then!  "  she  exclaimed,  with  a  certain  tone  of  triumph, 
"  This  is  what  I  call  the  real  Cap  of  Liberty  !  " 

The  named  HARY  BROWNS,  a  famous  British  boxerre,  comes  to 
arrive  this  week  in  Paris  to  teach  the  noble  science  of  the  glove  and 
the  manly  game  of  cricketsmatch.  He  also  brings  with  him  a  pack 
of  bouledogues  for  the  "  ratting,"  a  sport  which  is  much  followed  in 
the  English  Parliament,  and  which  every  man  of  politics  knows  well 
how  to  pursue. 

Terrible  consternation  at  the  prison  of  Toulouse !  Some  Com- 
munists confined  there  have  applied  for  leave  to  wash !  Mischief 
must  be  brewing,  when  such  miscreants  have  clean  hands. 

Our  friend,  ALPHONSE  DE  B.,  who  is  an  intrepid  "  sportman," 
has  had  a  marvellous  success  this  season  in  the  chace.  For  example, 
in  a  march  of  only  seven  hours,  this  formidable  chasseur,  being 
armed  with  a  new  "  breaohloddere,"  contrived  to  bag  two  black- 
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birds,  three  sparrows,  one  lark,  one  savage  rabbit,  and  a  couple  of 
torn-tits. 

Again  we  find  a  good  word  of  the  infants  terrible.  A  gentleman 
of  ripe  age  was  courting  a  rich  widow.  "See,  mama,"  said  her 
small  son.  who  was  playing  in  the  room,  "  this  poor  M.  HONHOMME 
has  lost  all  his  back  nair.  Won't  you  give  him  some  of  yours  which 
you  bought  with  me  to-day  F  " 

Here  is  a  fragment  overheard  at  the  theatre  last  night.  "  My 
Jove !  how  flir  is  pretty,  that  young  lady  there  ! '  "  Kh,  my  faith, 
I  used  to  think  so,  four  or  five  weeks  since." — "  Truly,  but  you 
think  so  now  too  '< "-  •"  Kh,  well,  1  hardly  know.  1  was  her  lover 
then,  and  now  she  is  my  wife  !  " 

Behold  then  a  splendid  marriage  in  "hihg  life."    SIR  SMITH  DE 
It  vie  i  iiT-hvAY,  the  eldest  son  and  htir  apparent  of  EABL  VISCOIWT 
DrKK  OK  KdiiKii.KsniRE,  comes  to  espouse  the  LADY  HONIH 
SALLY  MOLLEY  SUKEY  JONES,   the  charming  second  daughter  of 
LOBD  PUNCH,  of  Obun  111,  the  Torie  Deputy  for  Middlesexe.    The 


Club  Tarlton,  and,  being  a  fast  ra/seuse,  has  been  immensely  courted 
by  the  Court  of  City  Aldermens,  the  habitues  of  Mansions-ouse,  and 
the  famous  balls  of  Guildall. 


THE    PEOPLE'S    WILLIAM    AND    WILLIAM'S 
PEOPLE. 

TIIKY  said  the  People's  WILLIAM  was  the  People's  disappointment, 
That  his  People  to  show  its  WILLIAM'S  nose  alarmingly  out  of  joint 

meant : 
That  the  People's  WILLIAM  was  to  taste  the   rough  side  of  the 

People's  tongue, 
And  have  the  People's  'long-shore  chaff,  if  not  worse  things,  at  him 

Hong. 

But  the  day  has  come,  and  the  day  has  gone,  and  the  People's 
WILLIAM  has  spoken 

And  the  People's  WILLIAM'S  head  has  not  by  the  People's  hands 
been  broken : 

Though  WILLIAM  has  told  the  People,  after  some  judicious  but- 
tering, 

Some  truths  we  were  glad  to  hear  WILLIAM  to  his  People  from  that 
place  uttering. 

For  WILLIAM  told  the  People  that  in  snobbish  love'of  a  Lord 

The  "  Representative  Working-Man  "  with  his  uppers  was  in  accord : 


That  in  the  new  dissolving  .view  of  SCOTT  RUSSELL  between  two 

stools, 
On  the  whole  it  is  not  the  Upper  House  turns  out  the  darn'dest 

fools. 

And  WILLIAM  reminded  the  People  what  in  the  last  thirty  years 
Had  been  done  for  them  by  lawmaking,  in  which  Commons  were 

helped  by  Peers, 
The  pressure  of  tax  on  working-men's  backs  to  make  ever  lighter 

and  lighter, 
To  bring  down  his  bread,  and  bring  up  his  schools,  and  make  hib 

way  broader  and  brighter. 

To  give  him  leisure— but  not  in  the  tap  or  gutter  to  spend,  'tis 
clear : 

A  vote—  but  not  meant  to  be  traflicked  for  tin,  or  bartered  away  for 
beer: 

A  cheap  Press— but  not  meant  to  be  nasty  with  sedition  and  sensa- 
tion : 

The  right  of  combining  and  striking — but  not  of  ratten-intimidation. 

He  told  them,  too,  this  bold  WILLIAM— though  his  peculiar  People, 
With  votes  to  be  used  within  a  mile  of  Greenwich  Park  and  ehureli 

steeple — 
How  more  than  hopes  hatched  out  of  pigeon-holes,  or  red  taped  on 

office  shelves, 
Are  the  hopes  that  spring  'ncath  the  People's  wing,  who  've  a  mind 

to  help  themselves : 

How  the  secret  lies  not  in  Reform  Bills,  nor  in  householders'  votes, 

nor  lodt- 
Nor  in  Peoples'  Williams  or  Benjamins,  or  Bradlaughs,  Potters,  or 

Odgers ; 
How  with  the  worst  tools  that  ever  were  good  workmen  will  make 

good  work ; 
How  'tis  useless  to  put  the  best  into  hands  that  hard  labour  scamp 

and  shirk : 

How  by  coating  to  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths  to  steal  their 

brains, 
How  by  looking  ahead  before  they  wed,  and  weighing  outgoings 

with  gains ; 
By  ceasing  to  swear  and  talk  foully,  and  knock  their  "  old  women  " 

about, 
Spending  more  time  at  home  and  in  the  shop,  and  fewer  Saint 

Mondays  out : 

Bringing  wages  to  wives,  judging  men  by  their  lives — by  perform- 
ance testing  professions, 

Not  gauging  substances  by  shows,  and  class-pleasures  by  class- 
possessions  ; 

Facing  facts  without  blinking,  and  truth  without  winking,  and 
wheat  from  chaff  out-sifting, 

Bringing  blust'rers  to  book,  taking  trouble  to  look  in  what  direction 
they  're  drifting : 

How  by  a  few  simple  arts  like  these — I  needn't  pause  longer  to  score 

them — 
WILLIAM'S  People  can  do  more  for  themselves  than  all  the  Williams 

for  them  ; 

And  how.  till  WILLIAM'S  People — for  WILLIAM  scorns  to  flatter- 
Take  to  doing  these  things  for  themselves,  what  else  may  be  done 

for  'em  don't  much  matter. 

So  wound  up  the  People's  WILLIAM,  and  by  this  plain  peroration 

Redeemed  a  good  deal  of  balderdash  less  worthy  the  occasion ; 

For  though  "  fustian  cant  for  fustian  coats  "  be  the  usual  hustings 

rule, 
Let's  hope  that  isn't  a  copy-head  in  the  People's  WILLIAM'S  school. 


A  Parallelogram. 
WE  hope  the  new  Lord  Mayor 

Came  to  Town 
With  half-a-crown, 

or  some  such  small  sum  in  his  pocket :  for  then  we  should  have  a 
companion  to  GIBBON'S  Decline  and  Fall  in  GIBBONS'  Rise  and 
Elevation. 

A  NEGLECTED  ACCOMPLISHMENT. 

THE  Women  who  are  clamouring  to  be  taught  Anatomy,  had  far 
better  learn  how  to  Carve. 
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"THOUGHT  is  FREE." 

The  Tempest. 
Miss  Minerva  Bristlington  (fiercely).  "  ' HoxouR  AND  Oesr,'    INDEED  !    HA!    HA!     I  SHOULD  JPST  LIKE  TO  SEE  A  MAN  ASK  its 

TO    'ffOXOUR  AND    OBSY'   HIM!" 

["  I've  no  doubt  you'd  like  to  see  him  very  much  indeed  ! "  thought  the  two  Miss  Marigolds — out  they  didn't  say  so. 


"  EIGHT  ABOUT— FACE !  " 

No  more  rats  and  fancy-terriers, 

No  more  of  the  Jewish  gent 
Who  the  blood  of  youthful  warriors 

Slowly  sucks  at  "  shent  per  shent." 
No  more  taps  from  touting  tailors, 

Liberal  of  trust  and  till, 
From  police-cell  ready  bailers, 

Ready  doers  of  the  bill. 
No  more  years  of  country  quarters 

Drowned  by  Subs,  in  S.  and  B., 
Till  to  worse  drain  they  fall  martyrs, 

Thorough  drain  of  £  s.  d. 
All  such  innocent  enjoyments 

By  Queen's  Warrant  are  put  out : 
For  more  serious  employments, 

Hark  the  order,  "  Right  About ! " 

To  the  universal  leveller 

Lo,  the  Army  knuckles  down, 
On  the  unlettered  mess-room  reveller 

Competition  bends  her  frown  ! 
The  stern  mill  that  clerks  civilian 

Grinds  with  indiscriminate  wheel, 
Now  set  up  in  Mars'  pavilion, 

Has  to  bolt  its  martial  meal. 
Books  and  blackboard,  globes  and  grinder, 

Order  of  the  day — my  eye ! 
Who  "  the  Devil  take  the  hinder- 
Most  ! "  e'er  thought  our  Subs,  would  cry  ? 
Unto  cram  lest  competition 

Doors  may  open  we  've  a  doubt : 
En  attendant— vwe  tuition  ! 

To  your  books,  boys,  "  Right  About !  " 

For  all  mixed  up  in  this  matter, 
Punch,  meantime,  will  breathe  his  prayer, 


Don't  our  noble  selves  let 's  flatter 

Fools  will  henceforth  be  more  rare. 
But  why  must  we  drive  the  asses 

From  the  Army,  RYLANDS,  say, 
More  than  from  the  other  grasses 

Where  they  now  graze  life  away  ? 
Fancy  from  the  House,  my  RYLANDS, 

From  the  City,  Church,  and  Bar, 
To  some  common  in  the  Highlands, 

All  the  asses  driven  afar  I 
Think  how  such  a  move,  my  RYLANDS, 

House,  Church,  Bar,  and  City  clears ; 
On  that  common  in  the  Highlands, 

What  a  dense  array  of  ears ! 
Taught  by  such  a  demonstration 

Of  fools'  av'rage  strength,  I  doubt, 
To  competitive  examination, 

If  we  'd  not  say,  "  Right  About ! " 


FRANKNESS  IN  EXCELSIS. 

IT  is  not  always  that  a  member  of  a  Debating  or  Administrative 
body  is  so  frank  in  the  description  of  his  colleagues,  as  was  MB. 
SYMOUS,  if  his  speech  at  a  recent  dinner  be  correctly  reported  by 
the  West  Middlesex  Advertiser : — 

"  He  (Ma.  S  YMONS)  was  also  a  member  of  the  Metropolitan  Asylum  District 
Board,  containing  1600  imbeciles,  collected  from  the  London  houses  to  their 
own  comfort  and  that  of  the  inmates  left  behind  (cheers')." 

The  number  is  large,  no  doubt.  But  there  are  many  assemblies 
and  associations,  of  which,  in  a  modified  way,  their  more  intelligent 
members  might  like  to  speak  thus,  if  they  dared. 


Prospect  of  Place. 

WHY  does  a  man,  with  a  Situation  in  his  eye,  look  like  a  fool  ? 
Because  he  is  gazing  at  Vacancy. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

BAH    MlSS    STRATTir- 

MERE,  sitting  near, 
asks,  "Why  don't 
you  talk?"  Then, 
seeing  me  writing 
my  notes,  "Are  you 
writing  something 
nice  about  me  ?  /)" 
let  me  see  it— won't 
you?"  I  tell  her 
that  it's  nothing  for 
her  to  see.  She  re- 
i  plies,"  Why?  Why 
mayn't  I  see  it?'1 
Thensuddenly.  "0, 
LADT  WETIIERBY, 
do  look  what  //<•<»/- 
ttfiil"  ("beau"  is 
a  low  note,  "ti"  is 
one  note  higher, 
and  "  ful "  is  raised 
a  little,  but  drop- 
ped immediately) 
flowers.  Aren't 
they  too  lowly  ? 
0 1'1  ecstatically, '"I 
should  like  to  have 
some  of  those ! " 
with  a  look  at  me. 

Flash  of  Intelligence. — She  wants  me  to  get  out,  rush  up  the  bank, 
five  feet  at  least,  almost  perpendicular,  a  wall  of  brambles  and 

grickles,  and  make  a  dash  at  these  idiotic  flowers.  I  won't  take  the 
int.  Tubby  may.  I  won't.  The  Fly  is  now  walking  up  a  hill. 
She  cries  out  suddenly,  "  0 !  what  lovely  flowers !  0 !  I  must  have 
some."  I  can  only  see  a  few  daisies  running  to  seed,  a  cluster  of 
bright  yellow,  coarse-looking  flowers,  and  some  few  very  common 
ferns.  A  farthing  for  the  lot  would  be  dear. 

LIEUTENANT  DURLEY  smiles.  She  has  impressed  him.  He  is 
young,  and  fat. 

Note. — There  is  some  consolation  to  me  in  seeing  him.  He 's  a 
Lieutenant :  a  sailor.  Therefore,  he  must  have  to  get  up  ropes,  and 
be  engaged  on  "  active  service."  How  can  he,  being  so  fat  ?  Yet  if 
he  can,  I  can.  On  inspection,  I  should  describe  him  as — as — ha ! 
A  Flash  (of  description).  Pulpy.  Yes,  I  should  certainly  call  him 
more  "  pulpy  "  than  fat.  The  latter  implies  weight  and  a  certain 
amount  of  solidity  :  the  other  doesn't. 

Miss  STRAITHMERE  begs  the  coachman  to  stop.  She  will  jump 
out,  climb  the  banks,  and  get  them  herself.  The  Lieutenant  in 
evident  admiration.  LADY  WETHERBY  thinks  that  perhaps  it  would 
be  as  well  if  we  walked  going  up  the  hill.  BUNTER  is  already  down. 
So  is  the  driver.  We  all  descend  except  LADY  WETHERBY,  who 
regards  us  placidly,  as  much  as  to  say,  ."I  hope  you're  enjoying 
yourselves;  /am. 

Note  for  Doctor. — Now  I  notice  my  wheeziness.  Up  a  hill.  Miss 
STRAITHMERE  flops  down  by  the  roadside,  and  begins  tearing  up 
handf  uls  of  flowers ;  then  she  sees  some  up  above,  and  addresses  me 
appealingly,  "  Won't  you  get  those  for  me  f  Only  just  a  little 
flower  ?  Why  won't  you  ?  " 

(Heal  Answer. — Because  I'm  wheezy,  and  can't  scramble.) 
Answer  for  all  practical  purposes,  "I  don't  think  they're  worth 
getting." 

"  But,"  she  says,  appealingly.  "  If  /  want  them.  Won't  you  ?  " 
Pause.  "  Why  won't  you  ?  r> 

LIEUTENANT  DURLEY  has  craftily  stopped  behind.  He  comes  up 
now  radiant  with  a  whole  handful  of  flowers  for  her.  "  Oh,  how 
bf'fmtiful !  Oh,  thank  you  so  much !  Oh,  I  must  wear  this  in  my 
hair !  "  Then  she  runs  after  the  carriage,  and  cries  out  to  LADY 
WETHERBY,  with  an  arch  look  over  her  shoulder  at  me,  "  Isn't  it 
kind  of  LIEUTENANT  DURLEY  ?  Look— aren't  these  beautiful  ?  Aren't 
they  too  lovely!  Do  have  some,  LADY  WETHERBY,  won't  you? 
Oh,  do ! " 

LADY  WETHERBY,  who  has  seen  daisies,  ferns,  and  buttercups 
before  in  her  life  (I  am  bitter,  I  feel  it,  over  this  egregious  folly ; 
and  then  for  MR.  DURLEY,  a  Lieutenant  in  the  Navy,  to  be  taken 
in  ...  bah  !),  selects  two,  smiling  cheerfully,  as  if  taking  them  is 
part  of  some  game. 

"You  "11  have  one  ?"  she  says  to  me.  The  Lieutenant  looks  glum. 
I  decline  to  receive  it. 

"  Not  if  /  give  you  one  ?"  shot  at  me  from  under  her  eyelashes. 
Almost  at  the  same  time,  she,  somehow,  manages  to  fire  another 
barrel  at  the  Lieutenant,  who  receives  his  wound  gratefully. 

Flash  of  Idea. — Her  eyes  are  Straithmere  revolvers.  Always 
loaded — eye-lashes,  hair  trigger?. 


No  answer.     "  Why — why  won't  you  ?  " 

"Because,"  pettishly— I  feel  it's  pettish,  but  I  can't  help  it, 
specially  going  up  hill — "I  can't  put  it  in  my  button-hole.  Give 
it,"  I  suggest,  somewhat  maliciously,  "  to  LIEUTENANT  DURLKY." 

I  mean  by  this,  "  Farewell  for  ever,  Coquette.  Go  to  your  DURLEY, 
or  to  whomsoever  you  like  to  victimise." 

BUNTKR  comes  up,  and  offers  her  flowers,  shyly.  His  Eye  says, 
"  Here 's  a  lark !  I  see  through  it,  you  know !  Fancy  me  a 
hoft'erin'  flowers  to  a  gal.  Luncheon 's  comin' !  Hooray  for 
WKTHKKISY!  " 

She  thanks  him  enthusiastically.  Then  we  re-seat  ourselves  in 
our  vehicle.  We  are  the  last  of  the  party  on  the  road.  More  flowers. 
More  ejaculations  of  delight.  LIEUTENANT  DCRLBY  gets  down,  and 
scales  a  hedge  to  procure  a  thing  like  a  convolvulus.  "  0,  thank 
you !  "  she  cries,  thanking  him,  but  shooting  a  glance  at  me,  as 
much  as  to  say,  "See  what  some  people  will  do  for  me."  Then  look- 
ing up  at  the  other  bank,  she  cries  to  me,  "  0,  do  get  me  that,  won't 
von?  Or  help  me  up,  and  I'll  get  it?  ,May  I,  LADY  WETHKUIIY  ? 
LADY.WKTHKKIIY  replies,  that]  if  the  flower  is  necessary  to  her 
existence,  that  she  had  better  let  me  get  it  for  hir.  Let  me !  I'd 
never  offered. 

"  If  you  '11  only  get  that  one,"  says  Miss  STRAITHMERK,  leaning 
well  forward  at  me,  "  I  '11  promise  I  11  never  ask  you  again." 

LADY  WETHERBY  smiles.  I  fancy,  from  her  hint  just  now,  she  is 
beginning  to  think  me  disagreeable.  Perhaps  she  is  comparing  me 
with  DURLEY,  who  jumps  down  and  jumps  up,  and  picks  flowers  for 
anybody.  She  doesn't  know  how  I  am  being  soured  by  the  state  of 
my  health  and  Miss  JANIE'S  enfantillage.  But  I  see  an  opportunity 
now  to  show  how  obliginglmy  real  nature  is. 

"  Never  ?  "  I  inquire. 

"  Never  !  "  she  answers. 

A  bargain.  I  '11  do  it.  It 's  only  a  dandelion,  I  know,  and  the 
bank  is,  perhaps,  not  so  difficult  as  it  looks.  It  looks  a  wall  of 
blackberry  bushes,  brambles,  and  wild  somethings  which  catch  hold 
of  your  clothes  and  stop  you  while  other  wild  somethings  scratch 
you. 

I  have  a  great  mind  to  seize  the  opportunity,  and  say,  "  Look 
here,  promise  me  you  '11  never  say  '  Why '  again,  and  I  "II  get  any- 
thing you  want  for  you." 

I  get  down.  The  middle  'of  the  hill.  DURLEY  is  on  the  other 
side  of  the  carriage.  BUNTER  is  on  a-head.  I  am  alone. 

I  make  a  dash  at  the  bank.  I  stop  short  of  it,  and  consider.  Hope 
no  one  saw  me  make  this  abortive  dash. 

I  look  at  the  bank,  to  see  where 's  the  best  place  to  begin  climbing. 
Confound  her,  what  nonsense  this"  is.  If.it  hadn't  been  for  LADY 
WETHERBY  I  wouldn't  have  got  down.  No,  I'd  have  said,  "If 
you  want  'em,  get  'em  yourself." 

I  do  not  see  ho w  to  get  up  this  bank. '  Five  feet  high— it 's  ten  feet, 
if  an  inch.  And  not  meant  to  be  climbed  up.  Wish  I  'd  got  gloves 
with  me.  I  have.  In  my  pocket.  Just  the  pair.  Old. 

I  try  to  beat  down  some  brambles  with  my  feet,  then  by  laying 
hold  of  others  with  my  hands  I  shall  gradually  arrive  at  the  stupid 
idiot  of  a  wild  flower. 

Flash.— Can't  do  it  in  cold  blood.  Do  it  in  hot.  I  mean,  take 
a  run  from  the  other  side  of  the  road,  and  crash  into  it.  The 
carriage  has  reached  the  top  of  the  hill,  and  they  are  waiting  for  me. 
Everybody  is  looking.  A  country  boy  with  a  pudding  face,  and  a 
mouth  large  enough  to  swallow  his  own  head  stands  to  gawk  at  me. 
One  minute.  I  make  my  run,  and  jump  at  the  bank :  on  it,  exactly 
where  I  was  before,  without  the  slightest  impetus. 

Some  prickly  things  [exactly  as  1  had  expected]  catch  hold  of  my 
coat  affectionately.  I  try  to  pull  away  from  them.  I  see  something 
just  beyond  me,  a  little  higher  up,  which  apparently  has  no  thorns. 
That  might  assist  me.  I  grasp  it.  Ah ! ! 

It  startles  me  so  (being  studded  with  strong  thorns,  like  hard 
nails,  point  outwards)  that  I  lose  my  balance.  Staggering  down- 
wards, somehow  I  am  slightly  'stopped  by  a  family  of  brambles, 
which  are  so  unwilling  to  part  with  me  (as  if  they  hadn't  seen  me  for 
years),  that  jumping  violently  on  to  my  feet  into  the  road  (an  inspi- 
ration which  saves  me  from  falling  on  my  head),  I  bring  most  of  the 
members  of  the  bramble  family  with  me.  The  idiot  plough-boy 

frins,  and  says  something  which  sounds  like  "  Yer  garnt  gurr-gurr. 
ask  him  "  What?"  sharply,  and  he  replies,  "  Yer  garnt  gurr- 
gurr,"  much  the  same  as  before.    I  fancy  he  is  giving  me  advice. 

Flash  of  Ingenuity. — To  return  to  the  carriage  and  say  I  would 
have  got  the  flower,  but  the  boy  told  me  I  was  trespassing.  Perhaps 
he  it  saying  that. 

My  coat  is  quite  roughed  by  thorns.  Threads  out,  all  over  it.  I 
stop  to  pick  sharp  points  out  of  my  trousers,  and  find  that  my 
gloves  have  not  been  much  protection. 

BUNTER  comes  down  the  hill  from  the  carriage,  and  says,  "  LADY 
W  ET  n  KKBY'S  compliments,  Sir,  and  would  you  mind  coming  on  as 
quickly  as  possible,  as  they  can't  stop  any  longer." 

No,  I  don't  try  any  more  wild-flower  hunting  again  for  Miss 
STKAITHMKKE.  To  day's  Pic-nic  is  the  last  of  her,  for  me,  and 
then Ah !  Kranton  Castle  in  view,  where  we  're  going  to  pic-nic. 
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THE    PROVINCIAL    GREEN-ROOM. 

Polonius.  "  WELL,  SIR,  IN  iir  'AMLET  DAYS  I  USED  TO  READ  IT  '  A  'AWK  FROM  A  'ANDSAWR  ; '  AND  I  THINK  THAT  's  CORRECT." 
Hamlet.  "  WHAT  DO  PRANCES  KNOW  OF  HAND-SAWS?     I  THAWT,  FROM  YER  POLOSIVS,  YE  FOROAT  THE  FACT  THAT  IfAWMLXTViAS 

A  PRANCE — I  NAVER  DO.    WHAT  DO  YE  THINK  SHOULD  BE  THE  READING,  MR.  HICKS  ? " 

First  Grave-Digger.  "  DON'T  KNOW,  AND  DON'T  CARE.     NEVER  LIKED  THE  PIECE.     IT  's  PERNICIOUS  SLOW.     AND  WHAT  COMIC 

BUSINESS  THERE  is,  COMES  ON  so  LATE  THAT  THE  'OusE  is  TIRED." 


GAME  LAWS  FOB,  THE  NEW  LANDLORDS. 

AN  idea  for  the  improvement  of  the  Game  Laws  of  late  years 
occasionally  ventilated  in  journals  circulating  chiefly  among  the 
opulent  classes,  is  thus  afresh  propounded  by  the  Edinburgh 
Review : — 

"Let  us  make  game  property,  and  the  poacher  a  thief.  Abolish  game  cer- 
tificates, but  not  game  licences,  and  the  list  of  game  might  be  extended  to 
animals  not  now  considered  as  game." 

To  this  proposal  a  Farmer's  organ,  the  Chamber  of  Agriculture 
Journal,  points  out,  as  follows,  a  certain  slight  objection : — 

"It  appears  to  us  that  such  a  change  might  very  easily  make  matters 
worse.  We  do  not  believe  that  the  innate  love  of  sport  among  '  the  lower 
orders '  would  just  be  quietly  snuffed  out  in  meek  submission  to  a  newr  Act  of 
Parliament  for  classing  hares  with  sheep  and  pheasants  with  chickens.  And, 
certainly,  both  proprietors  and  tenants  would  have  to  be  specially  careful  in 
their  rambles  with  dog  and  gun,  lest  they  should  unwittingly  commit  a 
felony,  and  be  conducted  before  the  magistrates  in  petty  sessions  for  knocking 
over  a  bird  on  the  wrong  side  of  a  fence." 

Perhaps  this  difficulty  might  be  surmounted  by  exempting  landed 
proprietors,  of  a  certain  rental,  and  their  tenants,  from  the  opera- 
tion of  the  law  which  would  "  make  game  property,  and  the  poacher 
a  thief."  It  must  be  remembered  that  the  landowners  of  the 
United  Kingdom  are  no  longer  mostly  a  set  of  haughty  aristocrats 
having  coats-of-arms  as  well  as  estates  which  they  inherited  from 
their  fathers  before  them.  Very  much  of  the  landed  property  of 
this  country  has  passed  into  the  hands  of  men  of  popular  ante- 
cedents who,  many  of  them,  do  not  so  much  as  know  who  their 
grandfathers  were ;  but  they  have  made  money,  and  bought  the 
proud  old  nobility  and  gentry  out.  They  are  commercial  men, 
successful  contractors  and  others,  who  having  acquired  wealth  by 
speculation,  have  purchased  estates  out  of  the  reward  of  their 
enterprise.  As  for  any  feudal  ideas  about  game,  of  course  they 
laugh  all  such  nonsense  to  scorn  ;  they  see  no  ground  of  distinction 
between  pheasants  and  barn-door  fowls.  They  take  the  same  plain 
poulterer  s  view  of  both.  There  just  lies  the  difference  between  the 


antiquated  territorial  aristocracy  and  themselves,  sensible  men  of 
business.  That  difference  would  be  a  perfectly  sound  reason  for  re- 
enacting,  at  their  demand,  the  old  Game  Laws,  with  an  increase  of 
severity  of  which,  if,  a  generation  or  so  back,  it  had  been  supposed 
to  be  dreamt  of  even  by  the  lords  and  'squires,  the  mere  suspicion 
would  have  aroused  against  those  bloated  miscreants  a  merited  and 
general  yell  of  execration. 


CHICAGO  REDIVIVA. 

CHICAGO  's  been  burnt  down  in  timber  to-day, 
Chicago  '11  be  built  up  in  marble  to-morrow ; 

Chicago  has  capital  losses  to  pay, 
Or  Chicago  has  credit  her  losses  to  borrow. 

No  fabulous  Phoenix  with  flames  circled'thick 
Give  us  henceforth,  as  swift  resurrection's  imago ; 

In  its  stead  paint  up,  heralds,  an  Illinois  Chick, 
With  the  legend  in  gold  letters  tacked  to  it—"  Ago." 

For  this  Illinois  Chick  from  her  circlet  of  flame 
Looks  calmly  and  coolly,  victorious  o'er  ruin, 

And  this  word  has  a  right  to,  in  more  than  in  name, 
For  ago 's  "  I  do,"  and  Chicago  is  doing. 


"  Some  Eight-penny  Matter." 

Shakespeare. 

IN  a  column  of  miscellaneous  news,  lately,  appeared  an  announce- 
ment of  what  some  people  will  perhaps  consider  a  sentence  not  too 
lenient : — 

"  The  Liverpool  Recorder  yesterday  sentenced  a  policeman,  named  DAVIES, 
to  penal  servitude  for  five  yearn  for  robbing  a  shoeblack  of  8rf." 

But  eightpence  is  no  small  sum  for  a  shoeblack  to  lose,  and,  when 
stolen  by  a  policeman,  eightpence  must,  moreover,  be  considered  in 
reference  to  one  Bob. 


NOVEMBER  11,  1871.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


203 


RATHER    INCONSIDERATE! 

Policeman  (suddenly,  to  Street  Performer).  "  Now,  THEN  !  jr/sr  YOU  MOVE  os, 

WILL  YERf" 


CUKIOUS   COINCIDENCE. 

"In  tho  Tichbome  case,  CAPTAIX  ANOEL,  before  starting 
for  Australia,  has  been  examined  by  Matter  AIKET.  HU  exa- 
minatiou  U1U  2iS  folios."— Law  Riport. 

IN  a  cause  as  sciilirrux  as  eflebrt 

About  tho  unlikeliest  feature 
To  cheer  up  the  jury's  long  labour, 

Seemed  to  be  a  celestial  creature. 

But  lo,  here 's  an  angel,  per  mare, 
While  some  supernatural  fitness, 

Finds  a  Master-in- Chancery  AiRBr 
To  examine  the  heavenly  witnes* ! 


MORE  LAST  DAYS  OF  POMPEII. 

MB.  PCNCH  reads  that  a  drama,  founded  on  Lrmn 
LTTTOJT'S  Last  Dai/*  af  Pnmpeii,  is  about  to  be  placed  on 
the  stage.  The  work  is  in  skilful  hands,  and* it  is  said 
that  the  author  of  the  fine  romance  will  supervise  the 
production.  Ha !  "Who  remembers  the  first  theatrical 
version  of  the  book  ?  This  was  at  the  Adelphi  Mit. 
VATKS  was  the  Arlxices,  MR.  HEMMIV;  tin:  Oloueut, 
MR.O.  SMITH  the  Witch  t>fth<>  Alps.  Ma.  JOHN  KKKVK 
the  Strattmice,  MR.  BUCKSTONI:  the  SaUust,  MRS.  HONKV 
the  lone,  and  MBS.  KEBLEY  the  Nydia  f  Some  of  us, 
my  brethren,  have  grey  hair,  and  can  hardly  be  dragged 
to  the  play,  who  were  then  only  top  eager  to  crush 
into  the  Adelphi,  yea,  into  the  very  pit.  May  the  Post 
.\'nti  enjoy  the  revival  as  we  enjoyed  the  production ! 
We  fear  that  the  tremendous  last  scene  will  not  be  so 
effective  now  as  it  was  then.  For  delicate  critics  will 
say  that  it  was  too  realistic  and  shocking  to  burn  the 
poor  Mountain  in  the  presence  of  the  public. 


A  Long-Winded  Business. 

THE  Hampstead  Hospital  Inquiry  has  dragged  its 
slow  length  to  an  end  at  last.  There  has  been  a  great 
deal  of  talk  about  "  clods  and  stockings"  in  the  course 
of  it;  but  if  the  diet  was  ten  times  as  bad  as  MR. 
COLLINS  wants  to  make  out,  there  never  could  have 
been  half  the  "  stickings  "  in  the  pantry  that  there  have 
Been  in  the  witness-box. 


LE  DERNIER  CRI  DE  M.  VICTOR  HUGO. 

(Eipreisly  Translated  for  3fr.  Punch.) 

THEY  are  gone,  these  Germans!  Or  they  are  going,  for  their 
hoofs  yet  cling  to  the  sacred  soil  of  Holy  France,  and  their  un- 
clean hands  are  still  held  out  to  clutch  at  her  gold.  Give  them 
the  gold,  and  let  them  relieve  our  eyes  of  the  sight  of  their  coarse 
features  —  we  will  reclaim  the  money  with  steel  when  the  hour 
shall  strike.  Let  them  go.  But  let  them  take  also  the  scoff  and 
derision  of  France,  the  Holy  Artist,  the  Missionary  of  the  World. 
For  if  I  could  hate  them  more  than  I  do,  it  is  because  they  have  not 
dared  to  rob  us  of  our  art-treasures.  Fools,  we  might  have  mourned 
the  loss  of  pictures  and  statues,  but  we  should  have  had  the  consola- 
tion of  feeling  that  they  were  gone  to  civilise  a  barbarous  race,  to 
teach  Germany  lessons  in  morality  and  humanity.  Their  dull  eyes 
saw  nothing,  their  base  hands  clutched  nothing.  They  have  taken 
from  us  neither  statue  nor  picture,  though  the  glories  of  France  were 
in  their  power,  the  low,  the  miserable  Teutons !  Not  so  with  Holy 
France,  when  she  swept  Europe  of  treasures  that  were  fit  only  to  be 
shrined  over  the  altar  of  her  Divinity,  treasures,  alas,  wrenched 
from  her  by  the  cold  flat  of  the  English  Lords,  who  prated  of  their 
pedantic  justice  and  restitution,  and  gave  back  the  Pearls  to  the 
Swine.  No,  Germany  might  half  have  atoned  for  her  wrongs  to  the 
great  nurse  of  piety,  chanty,  morality,  and  light,  by  letting  us  see 
her  take  our  art-treasures,  and  resolve  to  worship  them  as  we  have 
done.  We  should  have  cherished  the  philanthropic  hope  that  one 
day  she  might  become,  a  far  paler  star  than  France,  no  doubt,  for 
there  is  but  one  Sun  and  one  France,  but  a  planet  whose  rays,  caught 
from  us,  might  have  spread  around  mild  effulgence.  They  dared 
not  grasp  at  what  lay  before  them,  and  they  return,  for  the  moment, 
brutally  victorious,  but  morally  abased,  and  when  we  have  used  the 
sword  upon  them,  and  brought  them  to  the  attitude  of  learners,  we 
shall  have  to  begin  their  education  anew.  I  spit  at,  I  spurn  the 
Teutons  that  they  dared  not  seize  the  Torches  of  Love  and  Light, 
the  art-glories  of  Holy  France. 


HOME  RULE  IN  A  NUTSHELL. 

WHAT  advantage  will  Ireland  derive  from  Home  Role  ? 
None  at  all,  every  Irishman  knows,  but  a  fool ; 
No  advantage  whatever,  but  Och,  what  delight 
Will  be  ours,  while  it  lasts,  in  the  triumph  of  spite ! 

Dismembered  the  big  British  Empire  to  see 
(Ourselves  first  dismembered  would  once  have  been  we). 
That 's  all  the  advantage  to  Ireland  we  mean 
By  Home  Rule,  for  the  joke  of  it,  under  the 

With  foreigners  we  '11  beneath  Home  Rule  conspire 
To  thrample  proud  England  right  under  the  mire  ; 
When  that  mighty  end 's  gained  we  '11  no  longer  combine, 
But  the  rest  to  the  What-do-ye-call-him  resign. 


PliDILUVE  DE   ST.  PE'RAY. 

THE  Members  of  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance  might,  if  they 
would  read,  learn  wisdom  from  a  series  of  articles  in  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette,  written  by  a  philosopher  who  has  been  pursuing  pleasant 
researches  in  France,  ''  among  the  Vines  and  Wines  of  the  South." 
To  peruse  is  almost  to  realise  his  experiences ;  and  his  account  of 
"  Saint  Peray  "  is  so  alluring,  on  the  whole,  that  only  a  momentary 
repugnance  is  suggested  by  the  passage  following : — 

"  Through  open  doorway*,  and  in  all  manner  of  dim  recesses,  we  cansht 
sight  of  sturdy  men  energetically  trampling  the  gushing  grapes  under  thi-ir 
bare  feet,  and  of  huge  creaking  wine-presses  reeking  with  the  purple  juice." 

Certainly,  if  Saint  Peray  came  under  one's  chin,  one  would  be 
glad  to  hear  that  wine-presses  had  exclusively  been  used  in  making 
it.  Could  not  the  producers  of  Saint  Peray  at  least  oblige  their 
men  to  wear  sabots '(  There  is  a  sense  in  which  you  would  prefer 
wine  from  the  wood. 
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THESEUS    AND    ARIADNE. 

Emily  the  Elder.  "I  CAN'T  THINK  WHY  WILLIAM  WANTED  TO  TAKE  ARCHIE  OUT  BABBIT-SHOOTING  IN  SUCH  HORRID  WEATHER. 
— (Cousin  Archie,  who  is  evidently  smitten  in  this  quarter,  waves  an  adieu  with  his  Bonnet.) — A  REGULAR  SCOTCH  MIST,  I  DECLARE  ! " 
Maria  the  Younger.   "  YES,  DEAR,  AND— (mischievously) — SOMEBODY  DOESN'T  LIKE  MISSING  A  SCOTCHMAN  !  !" 

[Emily  goes  in  with  a  toss  of  her  head,  and  plays  "  Tullochgorum  "furiously  on  the  piano. 


SUIT  AND  SERVICE  EOR  THE  CITY. 

THE  grave  City  Solicitor,  right  learned  in  the  law, 

And  SHERIFF  CHOSLET,  worshipful  as  e'er  the  Livery  saw, 

And  the  Lord  Mayor's  stout  Remembrancer,  they  wended  them,  all 

three, 
To  the  Queen's  Remembrancer's  Office  in  the  Lane  of  Chancerye. 

On  Monday  thitherward  they  hied,  three  loyal  men  and  true, 
There,  as  by  ancient  custom  bound,  to  render  homage  due, 
From  year  to  year  for  ever,  from  the  City  to  the  Crown, 
For  certain  lands,  in  lieu  of  rent  or  fee  paid  stumpy  down. 

"  Good  morrow,  good  Sir,"  the  Sheriff  said,  with  courtesy  and  with 
cheer ; 

"  Good  Sirs,"  quoth  the  Queen's  Remembrancer,  "  ye  be  right  wel- 
come here." 

Then  the  good  Lord  Mayor's  Remembrancer  made  answer, 
"Gramercye!  " 

"  Now  let  us,"  said  the  Solicitor,  "to  our  tomfoolerye." 

"Tenants  and  occupiers  come  forth,  suit  and  service  do  for  land, 
The  Moors  in  Salop,  and  the  Forge  in  St.  Clement  Danes,  the  Strand." 
Forth  came  the  City  Solicitor,  by  the  Crier  as  being  bid, 
And  suit  and  service  on  behalf  of  his  clients  deftly  did. 

He  took  a  faggot  and  an  axe ;  the  sticks  in  twain  he  cleft, 
And  he  chopped  another  with  a  bill,  and  halved  it  right  and  left ; 
And  then  he  counted  horse-shoes  six,  and  hob-nails  sixty-one. 
'  Good  number,"  the  Queen's  Remembrancer  said,  when  that  he  had 
done. 

A  goodly  custom  'tis,  in  sooth,  a  reverend  and  an  old, 
The  faggot-sticks  chopped  solemnly,  and  the  nails  and  horse-shoes 
told; 


But  now  'tis  by  attorney  done,  not  in  pomp  as  'twas  of  yore, 

By  the  Sheriffs  in  the  Exchequer  Court,  the  Barons  wigged  before. 

A  change,  my  masters,  for  the  worse,  a  sorry  change  I  trow, 
That  the  Sheriffs  now  no  longer  use  themselves  in  their  wits  to  show, 
But  wood  to  chop,  and  numbers  count,  their  lawyer's  help  they  need : 
Werry  grievous  to  be  thought  upon,  'tis,  my  masters,  'tis  indeed ! 


GREAT  EM'LY. 

ODD  creatures,  the  "  Affectionate  People."  They  crowd  into  a 
menagerie,  at  Emly,  and  force  a  child  against  the  bars  of  a 
jaguar's  cage.  The  wild  beast,  naturally,  bites  off  the  poor  child's 
arm.  Ireland  rises  to  arms,  and  a  riot,  and  after  much  gun-firing, 
the  owner  of  the  jaguar  leaves  it  to  its  fate.  The  four-legged  beast 
is  killed.  The  four-legged  beast  is  bisected,  and  from  its  interior  is 
removed  what  is  supposed  to  be  the  arm.  Then  Ireland  makes  a 
procession,  and  buries  the  recovered  limb  in  consecrated  ground. 
MB.  GLADSTONE  justly  remarked,  at  Greenwich,  "  thit  it  would  be 
premature  to  predict  the  result  of  remedial  legislation  upon  such  a 
people."  But  the  hiatus  in  the  menagerie  might  well  be  supplied 
by  any  actor  in  that  remarkable  scene. 


Metuenda  Corolla  Draconis. 

YOUNG  people  never  talk  slang  now,  and  we  are  glad  of  it.  We 
talked  a  little  in  our  youth,  and  getting  hold  of  money  was  called 
"  collaring  the  dragons."  You  don't  know  why  ?  Look  at  the  new 
sovereigns,  on  which  is  revived  the  image  which  dictated  this  bit 
of  antiquated  smartness.  The  above  famous  Latin  motto  was  trans- 
lated bv  Du.  MAGINN,  Mr.  Punch's  contributor.  "I  fear  I  shan't 
collar  the  dragons."  After  which  information  you  may  go  away. 


"  *!"  P*rUh  of  8t'  '*""*•  Olerkenwell,  in  the  Cmmr  of  Middles.,  >t  the  Printing  Office,  of  M<M«n.  Wr.dbi.r7,  Br»n  ,.  *  Oo  .  Lo-nb 
i  of  London,  and  PablUhed  by  him  »t  No.»,  Fi«»t  Street,  la  the  rarith  of  St.  Bride,  Oitj  of  London.-SitouJii,  NOT  rnDer  11, 1871. 
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A  RELIEF  TO  CHEAPSIDE. 

FKOM  a  crowd  in  Cheapside  there 's  a  handy  retreat. 

1  beg  to  move  this  resolution  : 
llt-Mil vi-d  that  the  thoroughfare,  New  Cannon  Street, 

In  the  City 's  a  great  Institution. 

A  crowd  of  my  kind  east  and  west  barred  approach, 
Outside  SiiKitiKP  HK.VNKIT'S  collect*  <1. 

With  eyes  and  mouths  open  the  Sheriffs  new  coach, 
And  Hue  lluukeys,  they  stood  and  inspected. 

I'M  ing  westward  debarred  from  directing  my  feet; 

To  the  left,  by  a  flank  evolution, 
Turiiinpr  down,  then  I  marched  on  through  New 

Cumum  Stivrt. 
That  new  street  is  a  great  Institution. 


MANNERS." 

Pedestrian  (blandly).  "COULD  YOU  DIRECT  MB  THE  NEAREST  WAT  TO  SOUTH 
KENSINGTON  ? " 

Cabman  (who  sees  at  a  glance  the  Party  does  not  "mean  business").   "  IF  YOU 

WANTS  TO   BE    DRUV    THERE,    1  'it    BOUND    TO    TAKE    YEK.      OTHERWISE,    I  *M  NOT 
BOUND  TO  SUPPLY   GENERAL  INFORMATION  TO  THE  PUBLIC." 


AGES  OF  PERSECUTION. 

Is  the  course  of  an  appeal  to  a  congregation  at  Isling- 
ton on  behalf  of  certain  Denominational  Schools,  tin- 
other  Sunday,  the  Most  Reverend  ARCHBISHOP  MANNING 
is  reported  to  have  said  : — 

"  If  any  Catholic  child  U  forced  into  secular  school*,  I  shall 
cause  the  question  to  be  tried  at  law,  without  any  eipensc  to  the 
pour.  Do  not  Irt  penal  laws  be  revived  so  aa  to  renew  the  iron 
age  of  persecution." 

Yes,  "iron  age  of  persecution."  Iron.  No  misprint 
or  mistake.  ARCHBISHOP  MANNING  of  course  said  Iron, 
and  meant  what  he  said.  What  age,  then,  does  he  mean 
by  the  "  Iron  age  of  Persecution  ?  That  in  which  the 
Legislature  of  England  enacted  the  statute  IJe  Harretico 
Comburendot  Jiot,  surely,  with  the  Syllabus  before 
his  eyes.  Of  course  he  means  the  age  when  Priests 
were  executed  for  siding  with  the  POPE  against  the 
Sovereign  and  People.  That  was  the  Iron  Age.  Tin- 
age  wherein  Parliament  passed  the  Act  to  burn  heretics 
was  the  Golden  Age  of  Persecution. 


Unmeasured  Nuisance. 

TEE  United  Kingdom  Alliance  against  the  personal 
liberty  of  the  subject  in  point  of  beverage  have  proclaimed 
that  they  are  not  to  be  satisfied  with  any  measure  for 
the  mere  regulation  of  the  Liquor  Trade.  Nothing  short 
of  a  measure  for  its  total  destruction  will  satisfy  them. 
They  have  resolved  to  acquiesce  in  no  half-and-half 
measures,  or  any  pots  of  any  beer  whatsoever. 


RESCUED  FROM  THE  RING. 

"  The  elections  show  large  Republican  gains  in  all  the  States  where  they 
have  been  held.  PRESIDENT  GRANT'S  re-election  next  year  i»  assured  by  a 
majority  of  at  least  three-fourths  on  the  electoral  vote,  and  probably  600,000 
on  the  popular  vote. 

"  The  Republicans  carry  New  York  State  by  30,000  majority — a  Repub- 
lican gain  of  60,000 ;  also  the  New  York  Legislature  by  a  large  majority. 

"The  Republicans  and  Reform  Democrats  have  completely  broken  the 
Tammany  Ring,  carrying  New  York  City  by  26.000  majority,  and  defeating 
all  the  Tammany  candidates  except  TWEED."— Amtrican  Telegraph  Intelli- 
gence. 

.   THE  Republicans  triumph  the  Union  through, 
And  the  Democrat  leaders  look  bitter  and  blue : 
Of  the  White  House  the  PRESIDENT  takes  a  new  lease, 
Office-nests  for  four  years  may  be  feathered  in  peace : 
But  better  than  all,  let  Columbia  sing — 
New  York  has  got  loose  from  the  Tammany  King ! 

If  hut  our  American  Cousin  could  know 

What  a  shade  on  her  "scutcheon  that  Ring  serves  to  throw  ; 

To  the  flingers  of  mud  what  a  handle  it  lends  ; 

What  delight  to  her  foes,  and  what  shame  to  her  friends ; 

Jo  P<rans  !  she  'd  shout,  Jubilates  she  'd  sing, 

Now  New  York  has  flung  over  the  Tammany  Ring. 

Then  our  Cousin  can  turn  on  crime,  cunning,  and  craft  ? 
'Twas  not  true  that  to  scorn  truth  and  honour  she  laught  ? 
To  those  who  bid  highest  her  Bench  was  not  sold  ? 
She  did  own  black  sheep  in  JAMES  FISK  and  JAY  GOULD  ? 
She  did  not  mean  rogues  to  have  always  their  fling, 
Nor  herself  tied  for  fife  to  the  Tammany  Ring '( 

VOL.  MI. 


In  old  times  symbolical  weddings,  I  ween, 

Of  an  order  and  nation  world-famous  have  been  : 

In  wedlock  with  poverty  FRANCIS  was  tied  : 

The  DOGE  took  the  fair  Adriatic  for  bride. 

But  'twas  left  to  New  York  to  dishonour  to  cling, 

With  roguery  wed  by  her  Tammany  Ring. 

Thanks,  Cousin — from  friends  and  from  well-wishers  here — 
Now  your  stripes  show  more  straight,  and  your  stars  'gin  to 

clear; 

But  hold  on  to  the  end  the  good  work  you  've  begun, 
Till  this  great  cloud  of  rascaldom  rolls  from  your  sun  ; 
Till  the  foul  things  Corruption  has  hatched  have  ta'en  wing, 
And  your  hand  has  lost  e'en  the  black  mark  of  that  Ring ! 


CASE  OF  SILVER  CRADLE. 

A  MARE'S  Nest  is  a  thing  to  be  found,  not  seen ;  but  something 
that  might  be  so  described,  with  incorrect  pronunciation,  is  the 
silver  cradle  wont  to  be  presented  to  the  Mayoress  who  has  presented 
her  Mayor  with  an  addition  to  his  domestic  happiness  during  his 
mayoralty.  A  presentation  of  this  kind,  occasioned  by  one  of  the 
other,  took  place  somewhere  the  other  day,  when  an  Alderman,  one 
of  the  donors,  proposed,  as  a  local  paper  puts  it,  "  the  health  of  the 
little  stranger  who  is  now  six  months  old."  A  baby  at  six  months 
old  may  be  a  little  dear,  a  little  duck,  a  little  chickabiddy,  a  little 
angel,  or,  from  old  MB.  SCRUDGE'S  point  of  view,  a  little  goblin ;  but, 
by  the  time  it  has  attained  to  that  age,  people  have  got  used  to  it, 
and  in  what  character  soever  it  was  welcomed  at  its  first  arrival,  at 
the  end  of  half  a  year,  to  everybody  but  a  writer  who  is  paid  by  the 
line,  it  has  ceased  to  be  a  "  little  stranger." 
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MR.    PEPYS    AT    GUILDHALL. 

November  9,  1871.—  Did  note,  yesterday,  in  the  news- 
pers (which  be  duly  taken  down  here  in  Elysium,  and 
led  in  Asphodel  Mead,  over  against  Amaranthine  Bower) 
that  this  day  was  Lord  Mayor's  Day,  and  methought  1 
should  care  to  revisit  Guildhall,  where  I  did  dine  on 
29th  October,  1663.  So  to  my  LOUD  RHADAMANTHUS, 
and  prayed  exeat,  which  he  was  pleased  to  grant  cour- 
teously>  yet  saying  (which  was  none  of  his  business)  that 
I  was  as  curious  a  fool  as  ever.  So  to  Guildhall,  into 
which  I  entered  readily,  not  being  visible,  v  .'  ;h  did 
trouble  me,  as  I  would  fain  have  been  seen  b>  sundry. 
But.  Lord,  the  changes  !  When  I  dined  there,  we  had 
neither  napkins  nor  knives,  save  for  the  MATCH  and  the 
Lords  of  the  Privy  Council,  nor  change  of  trenchers,  and 
we  did  drink  out  of  earthen  pitchers  and  ate  off  wooden 
dishes.  Now  every  lady  and  every  man  had  a  napkin 
and  two  or  three  knives,  and  also  forks  of  silver  or 
some  white  metal,  and  several  glasses,  and  clean  China 
plates  were  handed  constantly,  nay,  more  speedily  than 
was  need.  Methought  the  Hall  looked  noble,  which  I 
hear  is  the  work  of  MB.  HORACE  JOKES,  an  architect, 
and  it  pleased  me  to  see  that  the  lights,  (which  MR. 
EVELYN  says  be  of  some  essence  got  subtly  out  of  coals,) 
were  most  bright,  and  by  a  pretty  device,  some  were 
placed  outside  the  painted  windows,  so  the  colours 
showed  heavenly.  Did  note  two  foolish  great  idols 
called  Gog  and  Magog,  which  were  set  up  some  five 
years  after  I  came  hither,  and  which  seemed  to  me  most 
barbarous  and  silly,  fit  for  some  fair.  I  did  wander 
through  the  chambers,  and  mark  the  presentations  to  my 
Lord  Mayor,  MJa.  GIBBONS  ;  the  Sheriffs,  MR.  BENNETT 
(the  great  horologer),  and  MR.  TETJSCOTT,  beside  him,  all 
mighty  affable,  but  methinks  the  most  part  of  those 
which  came  up  did  bow  as  if  they  were  not  used  to 
perform  such  reverence,  and  did  the  same  ill  enough, 
and  not  as  in  the  time  of  His  Sacred,  Majesty  KINS 
CHARLES  THE  SECOND,  when  you  should  know  a  gentle- 
man by  his  manner  of  bowing,  in  which  I  was  thought 
to  do  well.  Did  see  many  fair  young  faces,  also  comely 
matrons,  and  their  diamonds  did  shine  most  glorious. 
The  hour  was  six  of  the  clock,  but  the  great  Minister 
of  State,  MR.  GLADSTONE,  came  not  until  a  quarter  past 
seven,  when  we  straightway  trooped  into  the  Hall,  to 
the  sound  of  divine  music.  The  crowd  was  long  of 
seating,  being  great,  near  on  eight  hundred,  but  I  kept 
me  among  those  of  worship  (as  any  wise  man  will  do  if 
that  he  may)  and  'twas  excellent  to  see  every  man's 
name  on  a  ticket  in  his  plate,  so  there  were  no  conten- 
tions. Much  good  turtle  soup,  of  two  kinds,  was 
consumed,  also  there  were  sundry  hot  viands,  but  the 
chief  was  cold,  but  most  delicate,  and  the  wines  served 
without  stint  or  sparing  ;  nevertheless  I  saw  no  excess, 
and  praise  Heaven  that  base  way  of  pleasure  is  not 
followed  save  by  the  lower  sort.  But  I  was  glad  that 
the  Loving  Cup  went  round,  and  was  put  to  the  lips  of 
many  pretty  ladies,  who  smiled  thereat,  to  my  heart's 
content,  for  I  did  ever  love  them  well.  Methinks  I  read 
in  more  smiles  than  one  that  the  love  was  not  all  for  my 
Lord  Mayor,  but  some  might  be  for  him  who  handed  the 
cup,  which  being  in  all  honour,  was  pretty  to  behold. 
After  which  came  the  orations,  but  I  cared  not  much  for 
them,  save  that  my  Lord  Mayor  spoke  handsomely,  and 
the  Ambassador  from  the  Plantations,  which  is  now  a 
Republic,  and  mighty  prosperous,  did  say  many  most 
friendly  words,  and  did  neartily  thank  this  nation  that 
it  had  sent  relief  by  reason  of  a  great  fire,  that  did  mind 
me  of  the  awful  and  horrible  days  I  saw  in  London. 
The  great  Minister  spake,  but  methought  had  not  much 
to  say  to  us,  nevertheless  the  words  were  noble,  and 
came  forth  with  strange  ease  ;  but,  Lord,  who  can  be 
heard  in  that  vast  hall,  and  the  plebeian  sort  behind  the 
barrier  did  continue  to  talk  and  chatter,  which  was  most 
base,  and  ungrateful  to  those  who  had  set  out  that 
liberal  entertainment.  When  we  departed,  all  was 
extreme  decorous,  no  man  pressing  on  his  neighbour, 
and  albeit  much  wine  had  been  consumed,  no  offence  was 
given  to  the  ladies,  nor  rude  gallantry  offered,  as  in  the 
days  of  His  Sacred  Majesty,  but  I  noted  great  lighting 
of  tobacco  at  the  porches,  and  some  men  did  abuse,  but 
merrily,  that  they  had  been  kept  so  long  a  time  from  the 
same,  which  they  fitly  called  weed  (as  in  truth  it  is), 
and  did  say  they  hoped  some  day  for  a  Mayor  which 
should  send  round  the  Loving  Pipe,  a  good  jest  me- 


thought, and  a  pretty  young  lady  laughed  thereat  until  her  mother  did  chide 
her  mirth,  yet  in  such  sort  that  one  might  see  her  anger  was  feigned,  and  I  did 
think  to  kiss  them  both,  but  being  a  ghost,  knew  not  how  it  would  be  taken. 
So  back  to  Elysium,  much  content,  and  did  repay  the  scoff  of  my  LORD  RUAIU- 
MANTHUS,  telling  him  mankind  had  greatly  improved,  and  that  he  would  have 
for  the  future  to  give  fewer  stern  judgments,  in  which  he  delighteth.  _^I  pray 
that  the  outside  of  the  dish  and  the  platter  be  not  alone  washed. 


LORD  MAYOR'S  BANQUET,  November  9th,  *871. 

RECOLLECTIONS    OP    SOME  PARTICULARLY  FAVOURED.^GUESTS. 


KAIL  WAY  INSUEANCE? 

THE  prevention  of  Railway  Accidents  is  not  mxich  helped  by  the  practice  of 
Coroners'  Juries  to  return  against  engineers,  guards,  pointsmen,  and  other 
railway  servants  by  whose  inadvertent  act  of  omission  fatal  casualties  have 
occurred,  verdicts  of  manslaughter  which  intelligent  Common  Juries,  under 
the  direction  of  upright  Judges  who  know  the  law,  dp  not  confirm.  Whether, 
if  Coroners  were  to  instruct  their  juries  to  send  Railway  Directors,  through 
whose  economy  incompetent  servants  are  employed,  or  competent  ones  over- 
worked to  stupefaction,  for  trial  on  a  charge  of  felony,  that  course  would  be 
more  effectual,  is  a  question  that  might  be  considered.  It  is,  however,  one 
of  which,  [very  likely,  the  discussion  will  be  superseded  by  compliance,  on  the 
part  of  the  parties  appealed  to,  with  the  request  agreed  upon  at  a  meeting  of 
about  700  railway  guards,  shunters,  •  breaksmen,  engine-drivers,  and  firemen 
connected  with  the  London  and  North- Western,  Lancashire  and  Yorkshire, 
and  Manchester,  Sheffield,  and  Lincolnshire  Companies,  held  on  Sunday  last 
week  in  the  Free'  Trade  Hall,  Manchester,  for  the  purpose  of  agitating  for 
shorter  hours  of  labour,  and  advance  of  wages,  when : — 

"  A  resolution  was  unanimously  passed,  recommending  a  day  of  ten  hours,  and  overtime 
at  the  rate  of  eight  hours  a  week,  with  a  general  advance  of  Is.  6d.  per  weefc  in  the 
amount  of  wages." 

Can  Railway  Companies  generally  afford  to  grant  those  terms  without 
raising  their  fares  ?  If  they  cannot,  shall  we,  the  British  Public,  submit  to 
a  slight  increase  of  our  travelling  expenses,  attended  with  greatly  increased 
security,  or  shall  we  insist  on  continuing  to  travel  on  the  cheap  and  dangerous 
system  in  peril  of  our  lives  and  limbs  ? 


Working  Man's  Advice. 

STICK:  to  the  Nine  Hours  of  Labour  Movement,  and  then  you  will  never  let 
yourself  in  for  the  Six  Months  of  Hard  Labour  Movement. 
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A    COMMODIOUS    TRUCK    SYSTEM. 

BY  and  fancy  the  horror  with 
which  SIR  WILFRID  LAWSON 
and  the  HKV.  DAWSON  BURNS 
must,  if  readers  of  the 
Scotsman,  have  perused  the 
following  statement  in  an 
account  of  a  trial  of  certain 
trucks  for  the  easy  transport 
of  cattlo  on  long  journeys 
by  rail,  recently  instituted 
in  Hungary  by  the  Austrian 
Government : — 

"M.  GOLDENBERO,  of  Bojan, 
hod  selected  30  IIIMC!  of  Bew- 
arabic  fat  cattle,  for  the  experi- 
ment, from  among  the  300  fat 
oxen  in  his  fattening-stall  at 
Bojan.  M.  (JUI.DKHBKIIO  feeds 
his  fat  cattle  with  hay,  barley- 
groats,  and  chopped  clover, 
equally  mixed,  with  u  little  salt 
and  brandy-mash." 

If,  at  least,  the  two  Tee- 
totallers above-named  are 
not  also  Vegetarian*,  and 
if  they  are  aware  that  certain 
Austrian  cattle  are  fed  in 
part  on  brandy-mash,  they 
cannot  but  shudder  to  think 
that  some  of  those  cattle  may  have  been  imported  into  England  and, 
that  they  themselves  even  may  possibly  have  partaken  of  the  brandied 
flesh  of  one  or  more  of  those  animals.  Dreadful  thought  for  mem- 
bers of  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance,  as  many  as  eat  beef !  Liquor 
LAWSON,  and  the  other  Claimant  of  a  Liquor  Law,  may  also  well  be 
vexed  to  find  experience  showing  that  brandy  is  good  for  cattle,  and 
not  only  so,  but  likewise  conducive  to  the  improvement  of  the  quality 
of  their  flesh  considered  as  meat,  and  that  meet  for  human  food. 
Perhaps  we  shall  have  some  of  them  asserting  that  the  rinderpest  is 
caused  by  giving  cattle  brandy.  But,  on  the  contrary,  it  may  be 
affirmed  that  brandy  averts  the  cattle-plague.  Of  course  the  brandy 
is  administered  to  tne  cattle  in  moderation,  so  that  those  animals  are 
not  incited  to  make  in  anywise  worse  than  prize  beasts  of  themselves. 
To  the  foregoing  remarks  may  be  added  the  observation,  that  the 
new  trucks,  whose  comparative  serviceableness  for  the  conveyance 
of  cattle  were  tested  by  the  Austrian  Government  Commission,  were 
those  respectively  invented  by  BABON  WEBER,  and  by  MR.  REED,  of 
Granton,  and  that  the  Commission  reported  very  favourably  on  the 
Reed  • .  uck,  thus  confirming  a  judgment  pronounced  six  years  ago 
by  jjj.  Punch  in  a  bucolic  essay  on  "  A  Real  Blessing  to  Graziers." 
Coincidences  of  this  kind  are  always  happening. 


WHAT  A  LIBEL  TO  SAY  SO! 

"  The  Cambridge  Examiners  report  that  the  ladies  do  not  manifest  much 
exactitude  of  information,  but  are  inclined  to  be  discursive  upon  a  question 
instead  of  exhaustive." 


State,  in  round  numbers,  the  population  of  London. 

Lady.  0,  millions. 

Examiner.  A  little  more  precisely. 

Lady.  Well,  one  can't  say  precisely,  because  I  don't  know  what 
you  call  London.  Some  persons  would  estimate  only  the  civilised 
parts  of  it.  the  West  End  you  know,  and  others  would  throw  in 
that  horrid  City,  where  I  never  go  without  being  frightened  out  of 
my  life  of  being  run  over  by  those  dreadful  Vans,  wnich  ought  to 
be  put  down,  or  at  least  made  to  go  in  the  night,  or  when  no  respect- 
able people  are  about.  It  is  quite  dreadful  the  way  they  crush 
against  a  brougham,  as  Mamma  and  I  found  when  we  were  going 
down  to  the  Crystal  Palace  the  other  day,  and  we  thought  that  we 
would  go  through  the  City  that  we  might  get  some  turtle  at  BIRCH'S 
for  Papa,  who  has  got  it  into  his  head  that  none  is  good  except  what 
comes  from  there,  though  we  had  some  from  GTTNTER'S  that  quite 
satisfied  our  guests  last  Christmas  Day,  and,  indeed,  COLONEL  CAP- 
SICUM, who  has  been  in  the  East  Indies,  and  ought  to  know  what 
turtles  are—  of  course  I  know  they  come  from  the  West  Indies,  but 
anybody  who  has  travelled  understands  these  things,  especially 
military  men  who  are  obliged  to  make  such  good  use  of  their  eyes, 
and  I  have  heard  that  some  of  the  cleverest  sketches  in  the  Illus- 
tnitud  News  are  sent  home  by  officers,  which  is  a  great  credit  to 
them,  and  MR.  GLADSTONE  ana  Ma.  CABDWELL  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  themselves  for  imputing  any  want  of  information  to  the  officers 
of  our  Army,  which  may  not  be  so  large  as  that  of  France  and 
Prussia,  because  we  do  not  care  to  pay  so  much  taxes,  and  goodness 


knows  Papa  makes  fuss  enough  about  what  he  has  to  pay,  and 
declares  that  wo  shall  have  a  revolution,  which  would  be  the  most 
shocking  thing  in  the  world,  for  though  the  dear  (IDEEN  is  not  well 
enough  to  be  about  much,  and  the  PKISCE  OF  WALES,  who  is  a  gen- 
tleman, may  not  care  to  put  himself  forward  in  a  prominent  manner, 
we  are  none  of  us  Republicans,  and  a  pretty  state  of  things  Repub- 
licanism has  brought  France  to,  and  they  had  much  better  have  Kept 
to  the  dear  old  KMPKKOK,  who  might  have  had  his  faults,  but  who 
knew  how  to  keep  the  French  people  in  order,  though  of  all  the 
restless,  monkeyish 

Examiner.  I  regret  to  be  unable  to  connect  all  these  details  with 
the  question  I  had  the  honour  to  propose. 

Lady.  0,  you  are  a  bother !  [Pastes. 


BELLEVILLE  AND  CLERKENWELL. 

ACCORDING  to  the  Special  Correspondent  of  the  Times  at  Paris, 
there  are  two  ways  of  exploring  the  slums  of  Belleville.  One  is  that 
of  going  in  the  disguise  of  a  dirty  workman ;  which  evokes  sym- 
pathy. But  would  you  prefer  to  provoke  antipathy,  then — 

"  The  other  way  is  to  beguile  an  aristocratic  friend  to  take  you  in  a  coro- 
netted  carriage,  drawn  by  uigh-steppin;;  lionet.  Let  any  one  trv  this  experi- 
ment if  he  desires  to  see  the  pansion.i  of  a  whole  population  bubbling  into 
their  countenance*  ;  the  cye«  of  a  mad  bull  in  front  of  a  red  flag  are  tweet 
and  amiable  in  comparison  to  the  eyes  of  some  women  I  nave  seen  under 
these  circumstances." 

How  different  would  be  the  behaviour  of  our  humbler  classes, 
even  in  those  quarters  of  London  where  the  Odgerites  live  mostly  ! 
Drive  through  Clerkenwell,  for  instance,  on  a  four-in-hand,  and  the 
men  and  women  will  stand  and  stare  at  you  with  simple  admiration, 
whilst  every  lot  of  street-boys  you  pass  will  cheer  you  with  all  their 
might,  and  ran  after  you  snouting  only— "  Please,  Sir,  give  us  a 
ape-ny ! "  ___^_________ 

OUR  NEW  MAYORS. 

SOME  choice  Mayors  were  elected  on  Thursday,  the  Ninth. 

Almack  's  Beverley's  fancy  :  Beverley  will  have  balls  this  winter. 
Birmingham,  staunch  to  one  of  its  branches  of  trade,  has  selected  a 
Sadler.  Bristol  and  Portsmouth  are  both  humble-minded,  being 
satisfied  with  a  Baker.  Brighton  is  a  rapidly  increasing  town,  and 
all  the  rabbits  have  long  since  been  scared  away,  yet  it  has  Burrows. 
Cambridge  again  leans  on  a  Reed.  Derby  no  doubt  possesses  Cor- 
poration plate,  and  Derby's  Mayor  is  Leech — ergo,  Derby  is  both 
cupped  and  leeched.  Happy  Devonport !  there  it  will  be  May  all 
the  year  round.  Ipswich  for  the  fourth  time  is  strong  in  Sampson  ; 
but  Ipswich  this  year  has  a  rival  in  Lynn,  whose  Mayor  is  all  Thew. 
At  Gloucester  his  Worship  is  a  Knight  already.  Lancaster  ought  to 
transfer  Blades  to  Sheffield,  but  Sheffield  seems  Moore  and  Moore 
content  to  make  no  change.  Newcastle-under-Lyme,  Oswestry,  and 
Norwich  are  Mayorless,  and  make  shift  with  two  Bayleys  and  a 
Chamberlain.  Oxford — "  J.  R.  Card,  third  time" — good  Card  this, 
no  doubt :  his  Worship  and  MB.  CAJRDWBH  are  sure  to  meet  at 
the  Druids'  dinner.  Our  fine  old  Martyrs  are  well  represented  with 
Latimer  at  Plymouth  and  Hooper  at  Tamworth.  Stamford  com- 
bines Law  and  justice  in  the  person  of  its  Chief  Magistrate.  Tiverton 
has  Wells,  Wisbeach  and  Wolverhampton  each  a  Ford,  and  Swansea 
a  remarkable  natural  curiosity  in  a  Glasbrooke. 

So  far  as  our  observation  at  present  extends,  the  Roll  of  Mayors 
for  1871-2  is  not  graced  by  a  Smith.  The  oldest  Town-Crier  cannot 
remember  such  an  untoward  circumstance  ever  happening  before. 


Creeping  Things. 

A  ITEW  work  is  advertised  under  the  title  of  "  Insects  at  Home." 
Most  homes  are  more  or  less  infested  by  insects,  which  also  have 
various  ways  of  making  themselves  at  home,  many  of  them  very, 
and  some  unspeakably  unpleasant.  Cockroaches,  black-beetles,  ear- 
wigs, and  a  variety  of  domestic  nuisances,  are  contemplated  by 
Fancy  under  the  idea  of  "Insects  at  Home."  and  the  volume  so 
named  may  be  imagined  to  have  been  written  by  some  literary  Bed- 
fellow Destroyer.  But  no.  It  is  a  book,  no  doubt  highly  inte- 
resting, on  British  Entomology  in  general ;  and  its  author  is  a 
Clergyman  and  a  Naturalist,  the  REV.  J.  G.  WOOD. 

Spiritualism  for  Schools. 

A  MEMBEB  of  a  Society  of  Spiritualists,  writing  to  a  Spiritualist 
newspaper,  speaks  of  certain  of  his  associates  as  "Tipping 
Mediums."  The  rising  generation  may  not  be  aware  that  there 
are  Mediums  of  that  description.  If  any  of  our  youth  come  to  know 
that  such  exist,  they  will  perhaps  be  desirous  that  any  close-fisted 
Uncles  or  Aunts  they  may  have  should  become  members  of  a 
Spiritualist  Circle,  so  as,  if  possible,  to  be  "developed"  into 
"tipping  Mediums." 
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EXASPERATING    ACCURACY! 

"  HEMS  !    Hi !    CONDUCTOR  !    CON-FOUND  AND  DASH  IT  ALL  !— is  THIS  OMNIBUS  GOING  ON  2 " 
"WELL,  SIR,  No,  SIR!    IT'S  A  STANDING  PERFECTLY  STILL!" 


THE  NEW  HOUSES  AND  THE  OLD  'UN. 

WHAT  a  many  new  taps  trying  hard  for  the  call — 
There 's  the  Tooley-Street  Tailors,  the  Hole-in-the  Wall, 
The  Comtist,  the  Communist,  Karl  Marx's  Head, 
The  Old  Mother  Red-Cap,  with  new  coat  of  red. 
The  Working-man's  Arms— but  that  sign  if  you  seek, 
It 's  one  thing  to-day  and  another  next  week  ; 
And  they  're  always  a  changing  their  barmen  and  pot-men, 
Which  shows  they  don't  very  well  know  when  they  've  got  men 
That  can  safely  be  trusted  with  money  and  beer, 
And  to  see  that  the  tap-room  of  roughs  is  kept  clear. 

There 's  the  Cordwainers'  'All,  with  its  weekly  harmonic, 
And  its  meetings  mysterious  and  watchwords  masonic  ; 
Where  the  chair  on  Saint  Mondays  is  taken  by  ODOEE, 
With  BRADLAUGH  as  Vice-Chair  to  face  the  old  codger. 
And  now  here 's  young  DILKE,  that  I  thought  had  more  nous, 
Has  gone  on  the  tout  for  the  very  same  house. 
Now  CHARLES  he  has  bellows,  and  CHARLES  he  has  brass, 
And  don't  care  in  how  large  hand  he  writes  himself  ass, 
But  though  with  his  chaff  CHARLES  can  bring  the  roughs  down, 
I  don't  think  he 's  the  man  to  shut  up  the  Old  Crown. 

Yes,  your  BRADLAUGHS  may  'splain,  and  your  ODGEBS  may 

spout, 

And  swear  they  mean  turning  the  old  tenants  out : 
And  that  after  this  landlady's  long  lease  is  done, 
They  don't  mean  to  have  it  renewed  to  her  son — 
But  loud  though  your  BRADLAUGHS  and  ODGERS  may  bawl, 
The  smallest  pin's  prick  makes  a  big  wind-bag  small ; 
And  the  day 's  not  come  yet,  and  let 's  hope  is  not  near, 
When  JOHN  BULL  will  to  BRADLAUGHS  and  ODGERS  deign  ear — 
Nor  yet  to  the  DILKES,  for  all  CHARLES  strut  and  frown, 
And  proclaim  that  his  custom 's  withdrawn  from  the  Crown ! 


SEE, 


ONE  FOR  MR.  WHALLEY. 


MR.  WHALLET  has  no  great  right  to  complain  that  MR. 
GLADSTONE  has  placed  the  effigy  of  a  Catholic  saint  on  the  new 
coinage. 

Sir,  MR.  WHALLET  and  his  friends  are  also  fully  represented  on 
the  coins.  Look,  Sir,  at  the  furious  and  discomfited  Dragon. 

That  the  savage  monster  is  being  impaled  on  the  spear  of  the 
glorious  Cappadocian,  may,  I  admit,  be  a  grievance  for  MR. 
WHALLET,  but  it  is  a  triumph  for  Truth,  and  for 

Yours  obediently, 

My  Day.  GUIDO  FAWKES. 

MR.  PUNCH'S  CHEER. 

"  A  lady,  wife  of  one  of  the  Eton  Masters,  was  walking  the  other  day  near 
the  Thames,  with  two  children,  when  one  of  them,  a  little  boy,  slipped  into 
the  river.  An  Eton  boy,  named  AKTHUB  CKABBB,  happened  to  be  near,  ana 
instantly  dashed  into  the  water,  and  landed  the  child  in  safety.' 

EXPERIENCE  gallant  ARTHUR  may  have  had 
That  "  catching  jolly  crabs  "  makes  fate  look  grim, 

But  fate  or  fortune  smiled  upon  the  lad 
With  luck  to  let  a  jolly  CRABBE  catch  him. 

Let  the  above  be  turned  into  Latin  Verse  by  an  Eton  Boy,  and  the 
best  translation  shall  earn  the  maker  a  copy  of  Punch  s  Pocket- Jiook 

for  1872>  — 

A  Bad  Look  Out  for  Victoria. 

DILKE  has  declared  against  Royalty.    With  BRADLAUGH  against 
the  Crown,  its  chance  was  but  a  poor  one ;  but  with  BRADLAUGH  and 
DILKE  together,  the  Lion  and  the  Unicorn  may  as  well  come  down ! 
But  0,  SIR  CHABLES,  what  would  your  father— the  nrst  bar  n 
have  said  ? 
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THE    OLD   MAN   OF   THE    SEA." 


(as  representing  the  British  Public).  "I  CAN'T  BE  EXPECTED  TO  ATTEND  TO  ANY  OF   YOU,  WITH  THIS 
'  INTERESTING  TOPIC  '  ON  MY  SHOULDERS  !  " 
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MY    HEALTH. 

0  !  KRANTON  CASTLE.— A  mag- 
nificent ruin.  About  ten 
minutes'  walk  from  this  is 
the  celebrated  Fishing  Lake. 
HIM  KK  now  appears  with  three 
sorts  of  rods  ,  and  several  kinds 
of  lines.  The  boy,  too,  with 
nets.  \VKTHKRBYsays,  eagerly, 
"We'll  go  down  to  the  Lake 
first,  and  then  come  back  to  the 
Castle." 

We  are  to  catch  something 
tremendous  in  the  way  of  fish, 
and  to  return  triumphant.  Is 
BCNTKK  sure  that  he  's  got  the 
reel  all  right?  and  the  line- 
No.  2  ?  and  the  double-bait  '- 

BCNTEB'S  Eye  winks  in  reply, 
as  much  as  to  say,  "  Do  you 
think  this  'ere 's  the  fust  time 
as  I  've  been  out  fresh-water 
lishin'  ?  I  've  got  'em  all  right. 
We  'U  catch  'em,  and  eat  'em. 
Hooray  for  WKTH  KKIIY  !  " 

A  melancholy  looking  place, 
the  Lake.  The  greater  part 
being  taken  up  by  reeds  and 
rushes. 

LADY  WKTHERBY  and  Miss 
STKAITHJLKBE  walk  down  with 
us.  That  is.  LADY  WETHEHBY 
ini/ks,  and  Miss  STRAITHMEKE 

alternates  between  a  slide,  a  skip,  and  a  pounce.  Theslide  takes  her 
along  with  a  sort  of  skating  action.  As  she  does  this,  she  seems  to 
be  looking  round  archly  at  LIEUTENANT  DUBI-EY  and  myself,  and 
saying,  "Am  I  not  swan-like  P  am  I  not  a  sylph?  Isn't  it  what 
you  naughty,  naughty  boys  call  '  fetching,'  to  see  me  sail  before 
you  like  this  ?  Don't  you  feel  like  following  me  Anywhere  ?  Can 
you  fust  catch  a  twinkle  of  a  provoking  pair  of  boots  ?  Can  you  ? 
O !  fie !  Don't  I  know  how  to  manage  a  parasol,  so  that  from  under 
its  shelter  I  can  tire  my  eye-revolvers  with  killing  effect  ?  I  'm 
aware  that  you  're  observing  my  glove  too,  my  right-hand  one, 
that's  nipping  the  parasol-handle  ....  doesn't  it  look  as  if  it 

small 

skittish  young  thing  (f 've  been  so'  some  time,  perhaps)  frisking 
about  by  the  side  of  my  chaperon,  LADY  WETHERBY." 

I  don't  think  these  are  my  friend  Tubby's  ideas.  By  "  Tubby 
mean  LIEUTENANT  DURLEY.  He  seems  to  be  lost  in  genuine  admira- 
tion of  Miss  JANIE.  She  has  insisted  upon  coming  out  fishing  with 
us,  and  she  has  caught  the  largest  and  the  fattest  here.  Tubby 's 
hooked.  No  snake,  charmed  by  the  charmer's  song,  ever  looked  half 
so  stupid  as  Tubby  does  now.  He  is  walking  about,  mesmerised. 

Flash  of  Thought  as  we  Walk  by  the  Lake.— When  I  first  saw  the 
charmer,  was  I  like  this  ?  Did  I  suddenly  appear,  to  observant  folks, 
as  if  my  faculties  had  been  suddenly  dulled  ?  In  short,  did  I  wear 
the  same  stupid,  heavy  look  as  now  distinguishes  (or  extinguishes) 
Tubby  the  Fascinated  ?  If  so  ...  if  I  looked  like  this  .  .  .  I'll 
never  be  caught  again.  This  I  swear  to  myself,  mentally,  in  the 
presence  of  two  pigs  foraging,  an  old  hen  excited  about  her  adopted 
ducklings,  and  a  small  dog,  by  the  side  of  the  Lake,  standing  medi- 
tatively alone,  our  party  being  several  yards  ahead  of  me. 

WETHERBT  "  Hi  1  hi !  's  "  to  me.  I  come  up  with  the  parly.  The 
rods  and  nets  are  all  ready.  There  is  no  boat,  and  no  one  of  whom 
to  inquire  about  one. 

The  Boy  spies  a  man  in  the  distance.  Boy  sent  on  to  fetch  him. 
WETHEBBY  and  BUNTER  commence  arranging  tackle.  They  've  gol 
enough,  apparently,  to  catch  all  the  fish  in  several  lakes,  with  hooks 
nearly  as  big  as  those  used  in  butchers'  shops,  where  they  look  as  iJ 
they  'd  been  baited,  fresh  that  morning,  to  take  any  strong  sharks 
that  might  be  about  the  streets. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  catch  ?"  I  ask. 

"  Hey !  what  ?  "  asks  WETHERBT.  Then,  in  reply  to  a  repetition 
of  my  question,  he  says,  "  Pike." 

I  ask  of  anybody  who  likes  to  answer  me,  "  Are  pike  gooc 
to  eat  ?  " 

I  receive  no  answer  except  from  BUNTER'S  Eye,  which,  being 
towards  me  in  profile,  says,  with  the  air  of  a  gourmet,  "  0,  ain'l 
they,  just !  WETHERIIY  won't  eat  'em !  I  will.  Baked  and  stuffed  ' 
Hooray  for  WETHERBT  !  " 

It  is  a  lovely  mid-day,  antumnally  hot.  There  are  no  other  signs  oi 
inhabiting  life  about  the  Lake  than  a  few  poor  cottages,  to  which, 


)robably,  the  old  hen,  ducklings,  dog,  and  foraging  pigs  belong. 
They  are,  none  of  them,  frightened  of  us ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  seem 
nohned  towards  friendliness.  The  old  hen  runs  along  the  edge  of 
:he  shelving  bank,  and  vainly  endeavours  to  recall  the  venturesome 
ducklings,  who,  in  their  native  element,  won't  listen  to  her  querulous 
scoldings  for  a  moment. 

Miss  STRAITUSIEKE,  having  been  silent — a  rare  thing  with  IHT-- 
ior  at  least  ten  minutes,  now  gives  vent  to  her  ptnt-up  enthusiasm. 
DCBLEY  watching.  I  watching  Tubby,  with  malicious  satinfiii't  ion. 

"0,  look!"  she  exclaims,  "did  you  ever  see  such  beautiful 
ducks  ?  0,  MR.  DURLKT,  aren't  they  lovely  f" 

She  flops  down,  as  if  to  catch  one  (the  playful  child  of  nature !) 
i)ut  they  are  not  to  be  taken  in,  and  the  hen  put*  herself,  instinctively, 
on  the  defensive.  Dr/RLEY  in  admiration. 

.  I  Study  of  DuRisr. — Is  he  thinking  of  giving  up  the  sea,  retiring 
m  half-pay,  and  living  in  a  little  cottage  by  a  lake,  with  a  fair- 
paired,  child-like  wife,  who  loves  the  quiet  of  the  country,  and  its 
simple  pleasures  'f  Does  he  see,  in  his  mind's  eye,  (if  nt  this  moment 
Tubby  has  an  eye  open  in  his  mind),  a  rustic  porch,  <  i(f,  a 

Janie  coming  home  with  a  fresh-killed  duckling  for  breakfast,  while 
lie  puts  his  nose  over  the  top  of  the  snow-white  window-blind  up- 
stairs, and  says,  "I'll  be  down  directly,  dear;  I'm  juat  finishing 
my  shaving."  Does  he  see  this  in  a  Flash  ?  Or  does  he  see  nothing — 
in  the  present  or  in  the  future— except  her  f 

"  They  won't  come !  "  she  cries  out  plaintively,  txratingly.  and 
still  on  the  ground,  like  Qiu-<'ii  <  '"/mtance  in  King  John,  or  a  fancy 
pen-wiper  in  bright  colours.  "  Why  won't  they  come  ?"  she  asks 
me. 

I  reply  that  I  really  don't  know  why  they  won't  come. 

"  Don't  you?"  she  returns,  looking  up  at  me  with  intensity  from 
under  her  parasol,  the  fringe  of  which  outs  off  DUKLEY'S  leg*  oy  the 
knees,  and  makes  a  vignette  of  them.  "Don't  yon  know?  she 
continues,  with  a  tinge  of  sadness  in  her  voice,  and  then  a  slight 
pause,  as  if  for  a  hushed  sigh  before  she  asks  me,  "  Why  don't  you 
know  ?  "  I  shrug  my  shoulders.  Her  tone  is  softer,  more  touching, 
more  beseechingly  tender,  as  she  continues,  "  Why  won't  you  tell 
me?  Whyf  .  .  .  Won't  yon't"  I  am  beginning  to  pity  DUHLEY, 
when,  without  a  quarter  of  a  bar's  rest,  she  has  taken  up,  as  it  were, 
a  tune  in  another  key,  jumping  from  rallentando  to  adagio  with  the 
skill  of  NERTTDA,  the  female  fiddle-player. 

Flash. — Happy  simile.  She  is  mistress  of  her  instrument.  But 
DITRLEY  may  dance  to  her  tunes,  not  I.  "  My  dancing  days,  Miss 
STBATTHitEBE  "  (I  say  to  myself  all  in  the  flash),  "as  far  as  you  're 
concerned,  are  over. 

"  0  !  "  she  bursts  out,  "  did  you  ever  see  such  beautiful  scenery  ? ' 

DCHLEY  looks  about  him,  and  murmurs  something  vaguely.  The 
picturesque  is  evidently  not  his  strong  point. 

"  0,  LADY  WETHEBBY  ! "  she  exclaims.  "  How  delightful !  I 
could  live  here  for  ever .' !  "  LADY  WETHERBY  smiles— I  smile.  A 
cherub-like  smile  illuminates  Tubby's  face. 

Flash. — If  he  only  had  wings  instead  of  shirt-collars,  he  'd  make 
his  fortune  by  sitting  to  sculptors  for  "any  ornaments  for  your 
tombstones."  .  .  .  He  looks  out  towards  the  distant  hills  beyond!  the 
far  side  of  the  Lake,  and  says,  "  Yes,  it 's  a  niceish  sort  of  place." 

"  Isn't  it  ?  "  Miss  STRAITHMERE  goes  on.  "  0,  look  at  the  reeds  I 
and  the  rushes !  and  0,  I  'm  sure,  I  saw  a  fish  jump  up.  0,  MR. 
DTTBLEY  was  it  a  fish  ? — a  large  fish !  0,  I  should  be  so  frightened 
if  it  was  a  very  large  fish ! "  and  she  starts  up,  on  to  her  feet. 

I  have'no  doubt  that  DURLEY  is  feeling  in  his  heart  that  he  would 
dare  all  the  fish  in  the  Lake  for  her,  but  she  doesn't  give  him  time 


for  me  ?  " 

"My  dear  JANIE,"  says  LADY  WETHEBBY,  laughingly,  "Ma. 
DCBLEY  can't  go  in  there  without  getting  wet." 

"  0,  you  wouldn't  get  wet  ?  Would  you  ?  "  she  says,  inquiringly, 
turning  to  the  Lieutenant,  who,  I  am  sure,  is  debating  whether  it 's 
delicate  to  take  off  his  boots  and  stockings  before  ladies  or  not. 
1 '  Would  you  ?  Why  would  you  get  wet  ?  Why  f  tell  me  ?  " 

"  I  '11  fetch  it  for  you,"  says  the  Lieutenant,  sturdily,  defying  his 
boots. 

She  restrains  him.  "  No,"  she  murmurs,  "  don't  get  wet  for  me. 
I  can  reach  it  with  my  parasol,  if  you  '11  hold  my  hand." 

WETHERBY,  who  has  been  seated  for  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour 
with  a  rod  in  nis  hand,  and  the  line  in  the  water,  fishing  for  any- 
thing, so  as  not  to  lose  time,  here  requests  Miss  JANIE,  rather 
grumpily,  not  to  disturb  the  water. 

"Why?"  she  asks. 

"  Can't  fish,  if  you  do,"  returns  WETHEKBY. 

"  Why  can't  you  fish  ?  "  she  asks.    No  answer. 

At  this  moment — I  have  also  seated  myself  and  have  commenced 
doing  nothing  with  a  line  in  the  Lake — the  hen  perches  quietly  on 
my  rod. 

"0,  isn't  that  clever?"  exclaims  Miss  JAWIE.  "Did  yon  ever 
see  anything  so  clever  ?  " 
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SIC    VOS    NON    VOBIS. 

Auctioneer.  "THIRTY  GUINEAS— GOING  AT  THIRTY  GUINEAS  !     ANY  ADVANCE  ON  THIRTY  GUINEAS  FOE  THIS  PINK  PORTRAIT  BY 


TITIAN,  PAINTED  IN  THAT  GREAT  MASTER'S  BEST  MANNER 

Srush  (to  Badger}.  "  DOWNRIGHT  DISHONEST,  I  CALL  IT  ! 
ME  THREE  FOR  PAINTING  IT  ! " 


(Hammer  falls. ) 

OLD  AARON'S  GOT  THIRTY  FOR  THAT  TITIAN,  AND  HB  ONLY  GAVE 


DUBLEY  is  evidently  turning  the  matter  over  in  his  mind,  to  find 
out  if,  for  the  sake  of  conversation,  he  can  produce  an  instance  of 
parallel  talent  on  the  part  of  a  hen.  He  strokes  his  chin  and 
meditates.  BTTNTEB  offers  him  a  rod. 

"  0  do  fish ! "  cries  his  enslaver,  as  if  he  'd  positively  refused. 

He  takes  the  rod.  He  is  dreaming,  I  see  he  is— he  sees  a  happy 
rustic  cottage,  himself  supplying  the  second  course,  from  the  Lake, 
for  the  evening  meal,  and  his  playful  wife  welcoming  the  tired 
fisherman  at  the  door.  That 's  his  dream.  He  can't  speak.  Tubby's 
hooked. 

Bough-looking  Man  comes  up,  followed  by  the  Boy. 

"  We  want  a  boat,"  says  WETHEBBY. 

"  Ain't  none,"  replies  the  Man. 

"No  boat?" 

"  No." 

"  Hum ! "  says  WETHEBBY,  evidently  meditating  bribery  and 
corruption.  "  There  's  lots  of  pike  here,  I  suppose.  Eh  ?  " 

"A  goodish  few.  In  the  middle  and  thereabouts.  Sees  'em 
playing  like  children.  But  you  can't  catch  'em." 

Can't  ?  "  exclaims  WETHEBBY,  looking  at  his  preparations. 
'  Why  ?  "  asks  Miss  STEAITHMEBE,  levelling  her  glance  at  the 
poor  Fisherman,  to  catch  him. 

'  Acos  no  fishin'  ain't  allowed  'ere  now.    It's  all  preserved." 

'  But  my  card "  suggests  WETHEBBY. 

'  Couldn't  let  you  do  it,  Sir.  Much  as  my  place  's  worth."  Then, 
as  if  he  felt  he  'd  been  too  stern,  he  adds,  "You  can  fish  from  the 
bank  as  much  as  you  like." 

"  But  I  can't  catch  anything  there,"  says  WETHEEBY,  grumpily. 

"  No,"  returns  the  Fisherman ;  "  except  dace  and  perch." 

BUNTER  commences  packing  up  the  tackle.  The  Fisherman 
begins  to  be  communicative.  He  points  in  the  direction  of  the 
rashes  and  reeds. 

"  There 's  Couttses  there  ;  they  comes  from  and  to  the  bank,  but 


going  on,  and  the  Man  has 
Flash  of  Enormous  Importance. — It  suddenly  occurs  to  me  that 


he  is  pointing  not  to  the  reeds,  but  to  a  small  house  in  the 
distance;  and  his  meaning  is,  that  this  place  belongs  to  COUTTS'S,, 
the  bankers,  and  that  they  preserve  it  strictly.  I  run  on  to 
WETHEEBY. 

I  say  to  him,  "  You  know  the  COUTTS'S  F  "    He  does. 

Very  well.  Breathless  I  indicate  what  I  suppose  to  be  their 
fishing-lodge  on  the  other  side  of  the  Lake.  I  repeat  the  Fisherman's 
information ;  namely,  that  the  COUTTS'S  go  up  and  down  from  the 
Bank  (this  is  my  version)  but  are  mostly  there— that  is,  at  the 
fishing-lodge.  "If  so,"  says  WETHEBBY,  "it  will  be  worthwhile 
calling.  Won't  it,  BETTY  P "  turning  to  LADY  WETHEBBY,  who 
answers,  "  Decidedly ; "  that "  it  will  be|an  excellent  plan,  as  it  will 
ensure  him  the  fishing,  if  not  for  to-day,  at  all  events  for  the  future." 

We  return  to  the  Fisherman,  who  is  still  standing  contemplating  us. 

"  Are  the  family  at  home  ?  "  asks  WETHEEBY. 

The  Man  doesn't  seem  to  understand.  WETHEEBY  repeats  his 
question. 

"  There 's  only  my  Missus,"  the  Man  replies,  evidently  puzzled  by 
our  coming  back  so  interested  in  his  domestic  affairs. 

"  No,"  says  WETHEEBY,  "  I  mean  ME.  COUTTS." 

The  Man  looks  at  me  for  an  explanation. 

I  remind  him  that  he  has  just  informed  me  how  there  are  COUTTSES 
over  there  ;  and  I  point  in  the  direction  already  indicated  by  him. 

"  So  there  are,"  he  replies,  rather  sulkily,  as  if  we  were  either 
making  fun  of  him,  or  didn't  believe  his  statement. 

I  nod  at  WETHEEBY,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  There— you  hear  I  'm 
right!" 

The  Man  continues,  "  Hundreds  of  'em." 

"Hundreds  of  COUTTS'S!"  exclaims  WETHEBBY.  "Perhaps  he 
means  at  COUTTS'S." 

"  Ay,"  returns  the  Man,  rather  nettled,  and  eyeing  WETHEBBY 
in  anything  but  a  friendly  manner,  "  hundreds— thousands  of  'em. 
There 's  one  on  'em  now"— we  are  both  deeply  interested,  and  follow 
the  line  of  his  finger—"  he 's  sitting  in  among  the  rushes." 

"  Sitting  in  the  rashes  !  "  says  WETHEEBY. 

I  begin  to  think  that  Someboay  's  been  mistaken. 
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A  harsh  croak,  like  that  of  a  frog  in  summer  time, 
diverts  onr  attention. 

"  That 's  him  ! "  cries  the  Man. 

"  Him ! "    I  can't  help  repeating,  "  Who  ? ' 

' '  Why  "— jnst  at  this  instant  a  small  hird,  like  a  moor- 
hen, rises  from  the  rushes,  and  dies  to  a  distant  part 
of  the  Lake—"  There  he  goes ! "  cries  our  Fisherman. 
"  That 's  a  Coot .'  Bless  you !  there  are  hundreds  o  them 
Cooties  about  here." 

WETUERBY  doesn't  stay  for  any  further  explanation. 
He  runs  (1  have  never  seen  him  run  before)  to  LADY 
WETHERBY  and  our  party,  and  tells  them  the  joke. 
They  laugh.  1  know  W  ETUEBBY  can't  keep  it  to  himself, 
and  it  will  bo  all  over  Torquay  to-morrow. 

Flash.— To-morrow !  Off  by  first  train.  Town  and  my 
Aunt.  We  walk  up  to  Kranton  Castle. 


COLLIER'S  RAPID  ACT. 

ACROBATS  we  've  seen 

In  a  circus  caper, 
Through  a  hoop  go  clean, 

And  its  wall  of  paper; 
Nervous  folks  affrighting, 

But  without  a  stumble, 
Safe  on  mattrass  lighting 

Spread  to  break  their  tumble ; 
But  who,  this  side  sea, 

With  a  sense  of  fitness, 
Thought  an  Ex-A.G. 

At  such  feats  to  witness  ? 

Who  an  Ex-A.G., 

Grave  among  his  fellows, 
Ever  thought  to  see 

Making  HENGLER  jealous  ? 
Thought  to  see  his  Ludship, 

By  a  leap  astounding, 
To  a  puisne  Judgeship 

Through  a  statute  bounding — 
With  the  Privy  Council 

Cushion  spread  to  catch  him, 
Braving  legal  frowns,  he'll 

Dare  LULU  to  match  him. 


The  Real  "Religious  Difficulty." 

THE  difficulty  of  teaching  children,  in  Schools  esta- 
blished by  Statute,  any  Religion  at  all. 


THE    HONEST 

YOU'RE  LEARNING 


TRUTH. 

MUSK    AMONG    OTHER    THINGS. 


Aunt.    "AND  so,    TOM, 

How  »o  TOU  LIKE  IT  1 " 

Ton.  "  I  IlAn  IT  :  " 

Aunt.  "  INDEED  !    WHICH  o»  YOUK  STUDIES  DO  YOU  PREFER?" 
Tom.  "0— WELL— Music/" 


THE  SEETHING  MASSES. 

To  Persons  about  to  marry,  it  may,  if  they  are  fashionable,  be 
interesting  to  know  that  St.  George's  Church,  Hanover  Square,  was, 
after  having  been  closed  during  a  time  for  repairs  and  alterations 
within,  reopened  on  Sunday  last  week,  when  discourses  were  deli- 
vered appropriate  to  the  occasion.  In  one  of  these,  the  TEN.  G.  R. 
GLEIG,  M.  A.,  Chaplain  -  General,  and  Prebendary  of  St.  Paul's, 
spoke,  according  to  the  Post,  as  follows,  with  reference  to  the  neg- 
lect, on  the  part  of  popular  philanthropists,  of  providing  the  people 
with  suitable  places  of  worship : — 

"  Look  at  the  consequences  of  that  neglect.  It  made  his  blood  run  cold 
when  opening  his  newspaper  he  read  of  meetings  in  this  great  city,  at  which 
labouring  men  came  together  to  assure  each  other  that  there  was  no  truth  in 
the  Bible.  It  was  terrible  to  think  of  the  effect  of  such  influences  on  the 
seething  masses.  Our  laws  might  be  strong  enough  to  repress  crime,  but  take 
away  from  the  uneducated  or  half-educated  man  the  conviction  that  he  is 
responsible  for  everything  he  thinks,  or  speaks,  or  does,  and  where  would  be 
the  representatives  of  a  people  who  fear  God  and  honour  the  King  ? " 

Not  in  Parliament,  gallant  Chaplain- General.  On  the  contrary, 
MR.  BRADLAUGH  would  very  likely  be  there,  and  a  very  large 
majority  of  MR.  BRADLATTGH'S  negative  persuasion.  The  results  of 
their  presence  there  would  probably  be  the  prohibition  of  all  overt 
religion,  the  confiscation  of  landed  property,  and  the  abolition  of  the 
funds.  Epithets  for  such  consequences  as  these  are  needless.  So  is 
the  word  "  seething  "  in  connection  with  its  adjunct  above-quoted. 
Why  call  the  multitude  the  "  seething  masses  "  ?  They  are  not 
habitually  in  a  state  of  ebullition,  politically  even,  for  all  BRAD- 
LAUGH,  and  ODDER,  and  DILKE.  There  is  some  sense,  that  is  to 
say,  meaning,  in  calling  them  the  ignoble  vulgar,  the  great 
unwashed,  the  mob,  the  rabblet  and  the  tag-rag-and-bobtail. 
These  may  be  very  offensive  descriptions  of  the  masses,  and  alto- 


gether untrue  ;  still  they  are  intelligible.  But  there  is  no  under- 
standing how  the  masses  seethe.  If  words  similar  in  respect 
of  sense  to  "  seething  "  occurred  less  often  in  sermons  than  they 
do,  sermons  perhaps  would  have  more  influence  than  they  now  in 
general  have  on  the  uneducated,  and  half-educated,  and  also  on 
those  who  by  comparison  are  called,  or  call  themselves,  the  educated 
classes.  

SCRUPULOUS  INITIALS. 

THERE  are  conscientious  clergymen  of  all  denominations.  Even 
the  Record  will  not  refuse  credit  for  conscientiousness  to  the  Ritualist, 
obviously  referred  to  by  the  initials  in  the  subjoined  announce- 
ment : — 

"  CONSCIENCE-MOSEY. — The  CHANCELLOR  OP  THE  EXCHEQUER  acknow- 
ledges the  receipt  of  the  first  half  of  a  £10  note,  H — 11,  97,655,  from  '  M.  B.,' 
for  unclaimed  Income-tax." 

Every  tailor  will  tell  you  what  an  M.  B.  waistcoat  means.  Above 
is  evidently  an  instance  of  a  clergyman  who  rejoices  in  that  vestment. 
Nevertheless,  his  conscience  is  so  highly  sensitive  that  he  actually 
volunteers  to  be  fleeced  by  a  partial  tax  which  was  never  claimed  of 
him.  It  is  the  height  of  scrupulosity  to  cheat  oneself  rather  than 
go  free  of  confiscation. 

Beware ! 

WITH  reference  to  a  report  now  going  the  round  of  the  papers, 
that  MR.  GLADSTONE  is  engaged  to  contribute  to  an  American 
periodical  called  Scribner's  Weekly,  Mr.  Punch  hereby  gives 
notice  that  any  person  sending  him  a  paragraph  containing  allusion 
to  "Scribblers  weakly"  will  be  prosecuted  with  the  utmost  rigour 
of  the  law. 
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NEWS  FROM  PARIS. 

THE  French  journals  continue  to  supply  us  with  early  and  authen- 
tic information  respecting  events  of  importance  happening  in  our 
own  country.  We 
extract  a  few  of 
the  more  prominent 
pieces  of  intelli- 
gence, containing 
particulars,  some  of 
which  may  be  new 
to  English  readers : 
The  great  Teech- 
born  case  has  been 
resumed  this  week 
in  London.  It  in- 
volves the  succes- 
sion to  a  Peerage 
and  estates  worth 
at  least  £100,000  a 
year,  and  the  pa- 
tronage of  two  of 
the  richest  bishop- 
ricks  in  England. 
The  LOBD  CHAN- 
CELLOB  (for  whom 
a  new  sac  de  laine 
has  been  purchased 

by  a  subscription  a- 

mongst  the  wealthy 

milhonnaires  of  the 

East-End,  in  ex- 
pectation of  a  pro- 
tracted trial)  is  the 

presiding     Judge  ; 

and  the  twenty-one 

Members     of     the 

House    of     Lords, 

who  have  been  se- 
lected by  ballot  to 

serve  on  the  Grand 

Jury,  attend  every 

day,  in  their  robes 

and  coronets,  at  the 

Old  Baillie,  to  try 

the  cause.  They  are 

escorted  to  and  fro 

by  the  Reyal  Life 

Guards,  and  locked 


up  every  night  in 
the  Tower  without 
fire  or  candle,  but 
are  allowed  cigars. 
One  of  the  leading 
advocates  engaged 
in  the  trial  was  for- 
merly in  the  Army, 
and  still  retains  the 
rank  and  designa- 
tion of  Serjeant. 

The  annual  festi- 
val of  GUY  Fox  has 
j  ust  been'celebrated 
all  ;over  England. 
Fox  was  a  contem- 
porary and  rival  of 
the  great  PIT,  and 
svery  year  on  the 
Sfth  or  November 
'or  the  following 
day,  if  the  fifth  falls 
ma  Sunday),  being 
iis  birthday,  the 
Tories  set  fire,  with 
petroleum  to  the 
ituffed  figure  of  a 
fox,  in  their  Parks 
and  market-places. 
As  the  Whiggs  rush 
n  to  rescue  the 
effigy  of  their  idol 


November  having  returned  with  their  usual  severity.  Ladies,  ii 
obliged  to  go  out  shopping,  are  preceded  by  their  powdered  footmen 
bearing  blazing  torches ;  and  the  drivers  of  handsomes,  omnibuses, 
and  heavy  waggons  use  explosive  fog-signals  to  give  warning  oj 
their  approach.  The  pavements  are  thronged  with  children  offering 
the  bewildered  pas- 
sengers lights  to 
guide  them. 

Purchase  has  been 
abolished  in  the 
British  Army.  The 
Army  Agents  will 
no  longer  be  suffered 
to  hand  over  com- 
missions across  the 
counter,  to  beard- 
less boys  in  ex- 
change for  bullion. 
None  but  General 
officers  will  in  fu- 
ture be  allowed  to 
wear  gold  lace. 
Any  officer  infring- 
ing this  regulation 
will  be  tried  by 
court-martial.  The 
glory  of  France  has 
received  fresh  lus- 
tre, the  Eagles  of 
France  have  winged 
a  new  flight — cor- 
net and  ensign  are 
to  disappear  from 
England  s  Army  ; 
her  subordinate  offi- 
cers will  henceforth 
be  called  Sub-Lieu- 
tenants (Sous-Lieu- 
tenants). Vive  la 
France! 


ENGLISH. 

M'tNDlQUER    LA   BOUTE Alt,  PARDON 


THE    QUEEN'S 

Little  Frenchman,    "  MONSIEUR,  VOULEZ  vous 
— VKUE  EES  EERONQMONGJAYLARNAY  !  !  ? " 

Policeman.  "  UGH  ?  " 

frenchman.   "EERONOMONGJ An,  PARDON— ERE  EES  THE  CARD." 

Policeman  (reads}.  "  OH,  IRONMONGER  LANE— THIRD   TURNIN'  TO   THE  LEFT— (sotio 
wee) — WHY  DIDN'T  YER  SAY  so  ? " 


rom  the  flames,  tierce  battles  between  these   two  great  political 
parties  ensue,  and  regiments  of  the  line  are  everywhere  kept  under 
arms  in  barracks  close  at  hand,  to  quell  the  tumult. 
London  is  now  every  day  enveloped  in  darkness,  the  dense  fogs  of 


Caution. 

SIR  RICHABD 
WALLACE  has  mu- 
nificently presented 
to  the  National 
Gallery  a  wonder- 
ful TEBBUBG.  It 
will  attract  many 
visitors.  To  some 
of  these  it  may  not 
be  altogether  super- 
fluous to  notify, 
that  although  the 
picture  represents 
a  scene  which  took 
place  at  Munster,  it 
does  not  commemo- 
rate any  event  in 
Irish  history. 

To  the  Universe. 
PUNCH  has  a  com- 
munication to  make 
to  you.  "But  it  must 
not  be  made  hastily. 
Prepare  your  minds. 
Endeavour  to  pur- 
sue your  legitimate 
avocations  with  all 
calmness  and  indus- 
try. Be  moderate 
in  the  use  of  re- 
freshment, but  at 
the  same  time  re- 
member that  the 
human  frame  re- 
quires a  generous 
support.  Be  not  too 
much  excited  at  the  thought  of  Mr.  Punch's  announcement,  or  you 
will  show  that  his  philosophic  teachings  have  not  been  so  successful 
as  he  desires.  You  shall  hear  more  next  week,  but  in  the  meantime 
be  as  composed  as  you  can. 


*«Met  'in'the 


lli'in1,.?',,^  h  f,'  ?H  """}  S?,?*r™  '"  th?  Pari"h  "'  8t'  '""••  Clerkenwell.  In  tie  County  of  Middles**,  at  the  Printing  OfHce.  of  Me..™.  Bradbury.  Bran..  *  Co..  Lombari 
eclnctof  Wb;tefrfar.,  In  the  Cltr  of  London,  and  Fubluhed  by  him  at  No.  36,  fleet  Stteet,  In  the  PaVi.h  of  8t.  Bride,  City  of  London.-B.iuaoiT,  November  18,  1871. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

E    are  in   the   rums 
Miss     STUAITHMER: 
ascends  narrow   am 
craggy  places.    DUE 
LET  following.    I  am 
meditating     on    th 
Mighty    Past.     Th 
days  when  the  love 
and  his  mistress,  pui 
sued  by  the  King' 
troops,       leapt      on 
horseback    from   th 
dining-room  window 
into  the  moat  below 
How  the  horses  came 
to  be  in  the  dining 
room    remains     un 
explained.          Mia 
STHArniMERE      ask 
me    why   1    am    si 
dull?     I  reply  tha 
one  can't  be  alway 
giggling    and   scam- 
pering   about. 
DITRLEY  giggle   and 
scamper.    I  tell  her 
that  amid  old  ruins 
such  as  these  I  love 
to  meditate.    She  re- 
plies, that  that  is  just  what  she  likes,  too,  and  immediately  dares 
me  to  run  up  a  night  of  steps  leading  half-way  up  an  old  tower 
"I'll   do    it,"  she   says:  "will   youl"     No,  I    won't.     Giggle^ 
•iggle,  giggle,  up  she  goes,  DURLEY  following.    Then  I  hear  Her, 
.igher  up,  "  0,  I  shall  fall !    I  know  I  shall !  "—giggle,  giggle 
giggle- 
So  the  afternoon  passes.    We  return.    WETITERBY  can't  get  the 
"  Cootses"  affair  out  of  his  head. 

When  a  man  can't  get  a  joke  against  you  out  of  his  head,  and  is 
perpetually  going  off  into  chuckles,  looking  at  you,  going  off  again, 
telling  everyone  he  meets,  and  constantly  referring  to  you  as 
"  Coots,"  supposing,  for  example,  that  to  be  the  point  of  the  joke 
which  he  can't  get  out  of  his  head,  existence  in  his  company  becomes 
a  burden. 

That 's  the  worst  of  WETHERBY  :  this  joke  against  me  will  last 
him  for  years.  Like  SHAKSPEARE,  the  joke  isn't  for  an  age.  but  for 
all  time.  Perhaps  WETHEMT  will  hand  it  down  in  his  will  to  hig 
descendants. 

Flush  of  Imagiimtion. — Properties  are  held  on  odd  conditions. 
His  might  be  held  on  the  condition  of  his  heir  telling  a  story  once  a 
year  in  the  presence  of  witnesses— say  the  story  of  the  Coot.  If  he 
failed,  or  exaggerated,  or  added  to  it,  or  diminished  it,  the  property 
to  go  to  next  of  kin,  or  a  hospital. 

Letter  from  my  Aunt.— She  will  meet  me  at  the  Exeter  Station, 
on  her  road  to  Plymouth.  It  encloses  a  letter  from  her  Solicitor 
(in  re  the  Harness  Case)  :— "  Dear  Madam,— We  regret  that  we  are 
unable  to  give  your  nephew  a  "brief  in  this  matter.  We  have  got 
MR.  CROAKEB,  ft.C.,  and  our  usual  Juniors.  As  one  of  the  numerous 
plaintiffs  in  this  action,  your  interests  shall  receive  our  best  atten- 
tion." 

A  Note  from  Bvvn.—"  Met  your  Aunt.  Harness  case  no  go  for 
you.  They  've  got  another  man.  Cheer  up.  SAMUEL  says  you  ought 
to  come  here  and  wash." 

The  last  lino  is  his  way  of  expressing  SAMF/EL'S  opinion  that  I  am 
in  want  of  a  Turkish  Bath. 
Farewell,  Torquay.    Farewell,  Miss  STRATTTIMERE. 

0  dear  no !  not  yet !  she  is  coming  with  me  and  WETHERBY  (who 
is  going  to  drive  me)  up  to  the  station. 

She  remarks  that  I  appear  quite  pleased  to  be  going  away.   Why  f 

1  tell  her  that  1  am  not  pleased,  and  that  I  should  like  to  stay 
here  much  longer. 

"  Then,"  she  asks,  "  why  don't  you  ?  " 

Now  as  I  am  WETTTERDY'S  guest,  not  hers,  the  question  in  his 
presence  is  awkward.  I  can't  reply,  because  he  hasn't  asked 
me.  Torquay,  however,  doesn't  agree  with  me.  The  sea  doesn't, 
and  the  land  doesn't,  and.  except  on  this  morning  of  my  de- 
parture, I  have  not  felt  what  is  called  "  the  thing,"  since  I  've 
aeen  here. 

I  reply  that  I  must  go  up  to  town  and  see  my  Doctor. 

it  hi/  f 

I  have  a  great  mind  to  enter  into  details,  and  if  I  knew  scientific 
rerms  1  would,  and  she  'd  never  ask  "  why  "  again. 

The  station  prevents  further  conversation. 

Tickets  taken ;  rugs  in.   Luggage  safely  bestowed.   Porter  tipped. 

TOL.   LXI. 


Ouard  confidentially  polite.     WKIIIEKIIY  talking  to  somebody  out- 
side.    We  are  together  on  the  platform. 

She  is  not  giggling  now,  but  sentimental. 

So  sentimental  that  jieople  can't  help  watching  us,  thinking.  I  am 
sure,  that  I  am  a  soldier  leaving  for  India,  or  an  cvp! 
Central  Africa. 

I  smile,  to  lighten  up  the  proceedings,  and  say  I  must  get  a  japi T 

"  Why  do  you  get  a  paper '' "  she  asks  in  a  melancholy  tono, 
catching  (I  see  her)  the  people's  eyes  all  about,  and  evidently  conscioui 
of  the  sensation  she  is  creating. 

A  tall  and  fashionably  dressed  woman,  nearly  six  feet  without 
heels  and  chignon,  weeping  over  a  small  man  at  a  Railway  .Station 
is  calculated  'ion. 

flunk. — To  get  her  into  a  ladies'  waiting-room  and  leave  her 
there,  or  round  a  corner  out  of  sight. 

No.  At  the  bookstall  she  is  at  my  elbow  drooping  over  mo  like  a 
helpless  Niobe. 

Her  eyes  are  evidently  becoming  tearful. 

I  ought,  in  the  presence  of  an  audience,  to  turn  round  and  embrace 
her,  comfort  her,  console  her,  Imt  how  can  I  ? 

She  is  so  imj  (in  view  of  this  confounded 

audience  which  th  h,  r 

own  imaginary 

ld  turn  up  t,  or  anybody,  wi 

anew  rule,  the  whole  scene  would  t><  d,.,  I  vhmild  gel 

into  the  train,  unwept  for,  uncartd  for-  and  ]>r»  cious  glad  to  do  it. 

Flash  of  Decision. — Seat  myself  in  the  carriage. 

I  do  so ;  walking  sharply  to  it.  People  on  platform  evidently 
consider  me  a  brute.  In  their  opinion  1  am  (I  see)  a  cruel,  hard 
man,  who  won't  say  good-bye  to  his  wife ;  and,  if  it  wasn't  for 
lookers-on,  would  probably  beat  her. 

Seated  in  the  Uarriaf«.—She  stands  by  the  door.  Drooping.  I 
im  sensible  of  spectators  having  changed  their  position  on  purpose 
to  watch  my  proceedings.  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  to  hear  that  they 
were  betting  on  whether  I  shall  hit  her,  or  not,  just  before  we 
start.  Passengers  getting  out,  along  the  line,  for  refreshment,  will 
nudge  their  friends,  and  indicate  me  as  being^  the  Brutal  Husband. 
There  may  bo  another  view  of  the  case,  which,  if  they  consider  it 
worse,  they  will  of  course  take. 

I  say  cheerfully,  "  Well,  good  bye,  Miss  STH  \ ITHMERE ;  don't  let 
me  keep  you  standing  here,  as  I've  no  doubt  WETTEHBT will  be 
waiting  for  you." 

She  replies  sorrowfully,  "No!  (sigh)  he  is  not  waiting  for  me." 
She  shoots  a  reproachful  glance  at  me,  and  another,  out  of  the  same 
revolvers,  at  the  audience,  who,  I  should  imagine,  now  think  that  I 
am  refusing  to  support  my  wife  and  family  during  my  absence. 

Flash. — What  a  nuisance  it  is,  after  you  're  once  in  a  railway 
carriage,  for  any  one  to  remain  standing  at  the  door  "  to  wish  you 
food  bye."    They  hare  said  all  that  is  to  be  said— you  have  shaken 
lands.    You  are  pretty  sure  you 've  not  forgotten  anything.    If  the 
carriage  is  full  you  can't  enter  into  domestic  matters,  or  into  any 
iffairs  of  a  private  nature,  and  ordinary  topics  are  out  of  the  question. 
The  time  can  be  unsatisfactorily  filled  up  with  such  original  remarks 
as,  "  I  think  we  shall  have  a  nice  journey."    "  I  hope  so."   "  It  will 
be  hot."    "Do  you  think  so?    No,  not  sitting  this  side."    "Give 
my  love  to  ANNIE."     This  generally  interests  all  your  fellow- 
rayellers.    "  You  '11  see  MRS.  WIGSBY  when  yon  arrive."    You  nod 
a  wish  to  discontinue  the  conversation,  feeling  that  it  is  beginning 
*,o  bore  the  other  people  in  the  carriage  and  that  they  're  laughing  at 
ou  for  knowing  MRS.  WIGSBY.    "  You  've  got  your  sandwiches  and 
the  flask  ?  "  is  asked  by  considerate  person  at  the  door.    Yon  nod 
affirmatively.    ("  Greedy  fellow."  think  the  passengers.)    "  You  .1 
ake  care  and  wrap  up  if  yon  feel  cold?"  Again  you  nod.    ("W 
i  coddle,"  think  the  passengers.)    And  at  last  you  are  off.     Oblk-  d 
»  nod  and  smile  and  shake  your  hand  up  to  the  last  moment,  as 
much  as  to  say,  "No  accident  as  yet,  you  see!   There,  we've  got 
everal  yards  along  by  the  platform,  and  the  engine  hasn't  burst ! 
Aha!  good  omen!  Bless  you !  "—And  in  another  live  minutes  you 'ro 
omewhere  else. 

As  I  am  now.  Thank  goodness !    To  Exeter.    At  the  first  station 
a  gentleman  gets  into  the  carriage.     He  is  evidently  very  near- 
ighted,  as  he  stumbles  over  my  legs,  turns  to  beg  pardon  of  my  great 
x>at,  which  is  on  the  seat  opposite  me,  and  then  carefully  inspects 
he  middle  cushion  to  find  out  if  anyone  is  there. 

"Um!  "  he  says,  shortly  to  himself  ;  "  Bless  my  soul !"   Thisvery 
.  'rkily  and  shortly.     "  Ah !  "    Then  he  nearly  closes  both  eyes  as  a 
means  of  seeing  better,  and  seating  himself  on  the  edge  of  the 
ushion  turns  towards  me. 

Flush  of  Recognition.— PivrmLi,  Whom  I  haven't  seen  for 
ears. 

Hymeneal  Reform. 

IT  is  said  that,  in  circles  of  Strong-minded  Ladies,  there  is  under 
onsideration  a  proposal  to  reduce  Bridesmaids  at  Mnrriages  to  one 
irl,  to  be  called  the  Bride's  Best  Woman. 
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A    MOMENTOUS    QUESTION. 

Mabel.  "  Is  THE  PARTY  OVER,  AND  EVERYBODY  GONE?" 
Mamma.  "  YES,  DEAR— HUSH  !    Go  TO  SLEEP  !  " 

Mabel  (with  an  eye  to  the  Sweets  next  day).    "  WAS   IT  A  GREBDT  PARTY, 
MAMMA  ? " 


WHY    DID    THEY    LEAVE    TOWN? 

PHILOSOPHIC  ME.  PUNCH, 

PEOPLE  have  been  flocking  back  to  town  in" the 
last  few  weeks,  and  I  fancy  that  they  mostly  are  'not 
sorry  to  be  doing  so.  To  judge  by  their  long  faces  when 
they  talk  about  hotel  bills,  and  similar  annoyances,  I 
think  that  not  a  few  of  them  might  really  have  been 
happier  had  they  remained  at  home  in  cheap  tranquillity, 
as  I  did.  However  strongly  one  be  tempted  to  leave 
London  in  July,  all  is  not  beer  and  skittles,  when  one 
begins  to  travel.  Hasty  breakfasts,  dusty  trains,  and 
fussy  table  d'hotes,  are  sad  drawbacks  to  the  pleasure  of 
a  tour  upon  the  Continent ;  and  the  dreary  dismal 
dulness  of  a  life  in  sea-side  lodgings  is  only  equalled  in 
its  horrors  by  a  stay  with  one's  relations. 

Why,  then,  do  so  many  Londoners  appear  to  hold  it  as 
their  bounden  duty  to  leave  town  as  soon  as  Parliament 
leaves  sitting  ?  Here  are  some  half-dozen  reasons,  the 
best  that  I  can  find  for  it : — 

1.  Because  nobody  can  dream  of  being  seen  in  town  in 
August. 

2.  Because  the  doctor  says  the  children  are  pining  for 
fresh  air,  if  not  for  bathing  in  salt  water. 

3.  Because  the  duns  are  getting  troublesome,  and  a 
month    or    two    of   absence    may   render    them   more 
courteous. 

4.  Because  the  house  has  to  be  painted,  or  the  lease  is 
just  expiring,  and  the  new  home  is  not  ready. 

5.  Because  dear  uncle  has  invited  us,  and  of  course,  as 
he  is  rich,  it  will  not  do  to  disappoint  him. 

6.  Because  my  dear  wife's  mother  has  promised  us  a 
visit  in  the  middle  of  September,  and  so  I  am  reluct- 
antly obliged  to  recollect  that  I  have  a  shooting  engage- 
ment in  the  Highlands. 

7.  Because  I  got  home  rather  late  and  rather  merry  on 
the  Derby  night,  and  had  to  promise  JANE  a  little  trip  by 
way  of  expiation. 

Half  a  score  more  reasons  might,  with  equal  ease,  be 
given,  but  I  sincerely  doubt  if  one  in  fifty  of  my  friends 
could  say  with  truth  that  they  left  town  because  they 
really  thought  they  would  be  happier  for  doing  so. 
Well,  now  they  may  thank  goodness  they  are  safe  and 
snug  at  home  again ;  and,  excepting  that  their  purse  has 
suffered  sorely  by  their  outing,  they  at  length  are  as 
well  off  as  their  more  sensible  acquaintances,  who  have 
peacefully  remained  at  home,  in  company  with  yours, 

most  humbly,  PHILOSOPHOS  POTATUBUS. 

The  Hermitage. 


SHELL-FISH  AND  SOLDIERS. 

AMONGST  the  vulgar,  as  the  phrase  once  was,  but  as  we  now  say, 
the  People,  meaning  the  lower  orders,  a  Soldier  was  wont,  in  former 
days,  to  be  facetiously,  if  not  derisively,  nicknamed  a  Lobster. 
There  was  some  sense,  however,  in  this  vulgarism  or  popularism. 
In  the  first  place,  the  analogy  between  the  scarlet  mail"  of  the 
dressed  Crustacean  and  the  uniform  of  the  British  Warrior  was 
striking  j  secondly,  there  was  a  more  essential  resemblance  between 
the  two  in  the  fighting  qualities  of  both.  The  Lobster  is  well  known 
to  be  exceedingly  pugnacious ;  a  remarkable  peculiarity  in  a  cold- 
blooded creature.  Equally  notorious  is  the  bravery  of  the  British 
Soldier.  But,  by  the  way,  the  Lobster  enjoys  one  immense  advan- 
tage over  the  Soldier.  You  seldom  see  a  Lobster  with  its  two  claws 
of  the  same  size.  Unequal  claws  are  not  the  Lobster's  advantage, 
of  course.  But  they  result  from  it.  The  Lobster  is  very  apt  to  lose 
a  claw  in  the  wars;  but  then  another  shortly  grows  in  its  place. 
No  such  advantage  is  enjoyed,  exactly,  by  your  Military  Man.  He, 
indeed,  is  liable  to  lose  limbs  in  battle.  But  his  new  arm  or  leg  is 
only  a  wooden  one.  Poor  fellow ! 

M.  POUTER  QUEHTIER  has  announced  that  the  former  repugnance 
of  M.  THIERS  and  some  of  his  colleagues  to  the  imposition  of  obli- 
gatory service  in  the  Army  on  the  people  at  large,  is  gradually 
yielding  to  a  perception  of  the  necessity  of  this  reform.  But  that 
repugnance  was  well-founded.  It  was  founded  on  a  discernment  of 
the  analogy  subsisting  between  Soldiers  and  Lobsters,  in  particular 
as  regards  liability  to  lose  limbs  in  battle.  M.  THIERS,  and  his  col- 
leagues above  referred  to,  doubtless  reflected  that  some  men  are,  as 
contradistinguished  from  other  men,  born  Soldiers,  as  Lobsters, 
among  shell-fish,  are  born  Lobsters;  and  that  those  exceptional 
men,  when  they  lose  their  limbs,  resemble  Lobsters,  at  least  in 
suffering  very  little  pain.  For,  owing  to  its  low  nervous  organisa- 
tion, the  Lobster  is  scarcely  sensitive ;  and  those  who  say  it  screams 
whilst  being  boiled  alive  should  consider  how,  even  if  it  possessed 


organs  of  voice,  it  could  scream  under  water.  They  mistake  the 
noise  of  escaping  air  for  screams.  Perhaps  the  sensitiveness  of  a 
Soldier  in  some  measure  exceeds  a  Lobster's.  Still,  some  men  will 
voluntarily  enlist  for  soldiers,  and  others  would  almost  as  soon  be 
hanged  at  once.  The  former,  at  any  rate,  have  not  so  much  more 
sense  than  a  Lobster  as  to  make  them  care  about  loss  of  limbs  or  any 
other  form  of  mutilation.  A  soldier's  life  has  no  terrors  for  them. 
To  the  others,  who  feel,  or  who  think  as  well  as  feel,  it  is  penal 
servitude  with  the  chance  of  execution  and  torture.  Obligatory 
service,  therefore,  as  Soldiers,  is  dreadful  in  their  eyes,  whereas,  for 
the  born  counterpart  of  the  Lobster  in  human  shape,  it  is  a  mere 
joke.  The  system  of  voluntary  service  is,  accordingly,  the  more 
eligible,  as  well  as  the  more  efficient.  Only  the  Lobsters  must  com- 
mand their  price.  As  to  that,  whatever  M.  THIERS  and  the  French 
Government  may  do,  we  had  better  pay  it. 


AN  ADVOCATE  FOR  HOME  RULE. 

MR.  PUWCH,  The  question  of  Home  Rule  being  now  before  the 
public,  I  beg  leave  to  say  that  I  for  one  intend  to  rule  my  home 
exactly  as  I  choose,  and  as  I  always  have  done.  It  saves  a  world  of 
trouble,  and  I  recommend  your  lady  readers  all  to  do  the  same  as  I  do. 
I  likewise  beg  to  say  that  I  care  nothing  about  politics,  but  my 
husband  knows  quite  well  that,  if  I  had  a  vote,  I  would  always  take 
good  care  to  make  him  vote  as  I  did.  So,  I  remain,  Sir,  yours,  and  not 
his,  to  command,  MATILDA  GREYMARE,  nee  PRANCER. 

No.  1,  Teazer  Terrace,  Tuesday. 


Ballot  not  Virtuous. 

AT  the  Queen's  Theatre,  the  management  invites  Vote  by  Ballot 
on  the  question  what  the  next  Shakspearian  revival  shall  be.  Surely 
this  is  direct  encouragement  of  Personation  ? 
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AN    EXAMPLE. 

"Yes,  DKAK,  I  WAS  so  TEASED  LAST  YKAR  BY  FREQUENTLY  LOSING  MY  CBIGNON  OUT  HUNTING,  THAT  rats  SEASON  i  HAY* 

DETERMINED   TO   WBAR  NOTHING  BUT  MY  OWN   HAIR,    QUITS  SIMPLY." 


EVENINGS  FROM  HOME. 

A  FEW  years  ago,  few,  even  among  regular  theatre-goers,  knew  any- 
thing about  the  little  theatre  near  Tottenham  Court  Road,  except 
that  it  was  a  sort  of  old  dog  that  had  had  its  day.  It  was  supposed 
to  he  out  of  the  reach  of  civilisation,  and  a  journey  thither  would 
never  have  repaid  the  fashionable  visitor  for  the  indigestion  conse- 
quent upon  an  alteration  in  the  dinner-hour.  Now  it  is  MBS.  BAN- 
CROFT'S, and  all  the  London  theatrical  world  knows  what  that 
means.  It  is  not,  therefore,  improbable  that  there  may  be  a 
theatrical  future  of  greatness  in  store  for  Marylebone  and  that  part 
of  the  Metropolis  over  which  the  beneficent  Angel  of  Islington 
spreads  its  tutelary  wings.  In  the  former  district,  the  ROYAL 
ALFRED,  managed  energetically  by  ME.  HA.RCOURT,  is  striving  for 
public  favour,  and  can  show  as  good  a  performance  as  any  better 
known  West-end  theatre.  The  version  of  the  MM.  ERCKMANN- 
CHATRIAN  etude  dramatiyue  produced  here  reminds  us  that  the 
original,  Le  Juif  Polonaw,  was  brought  out  at  the  Cluny,  which 
bears,  geographically,  about  the  same  relation  to  the  Boulevard  des 
Italiennes  as  the  Alfred  of  Marylebone,  and  the  Philharmonic  of 
Islington  do  to  St.  James's  Street.  Clubbists  will  be  generally  sur- 
prised to  find  that  no  change  of  horses  is  necessary,  and  that  the 
journey  in  an  ordinary  cab  (and  most  cabs  are  very  ordinary)  to  the 
ALFRED,  occupies  about  twenty  or  twenty-five  minutes.  The  per- 
formance of  the  new  piece  is  most  creditable  to  all  concerned 
in  it. 

And  now  for  the  PHILHARMONIC.  It  is  in  the  chrysalis  state  of 
transition,  from  a  Music-Hall  to  a  Theatre,  but  its  success  with 
Oenevieve  de  Brabant  will  stamp  it  as,  at  present,  the  best  place  in 
London  for  a  Bouffe  entertainment.  Oenevieve  de  Brabant  was  not 
one  of  OFFENBACH'S  best :  far  from  it ;  and  it  would  never  have 
achieved  anything  like  the  popularity  of  La  Grande  Duchesie, 
Orphte  aux  Enfert,  or  even  La  Belle  Helene,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
Happy  Hit  of  the  two  Gendarmes,  who  have  only  one  scene  and  one 
duett — but  such  a  duett !  It  is  the  highest  possible  praise  to  say  of 


their  representatives  at  Islington— MB.  MARSHALL  and  Moss.  FELIX 
BURY — that  they  run  the  originals  very  closely ;  and  as  for  the  latter 
gentleman,  it  was  really  difficult  to  believe  that  we  had  not  seen 
him  playing  Pitou  in  Paris,  and  sharing  the  tremendous  encore 
which  invariably  followed  "  O.  qu'il  eit  beau!"  Of  course  this  is 
the  thing  of  the  piece,  and  will  doubtless  be  heard  by  all  those  to 
whom  OFFENBACH'S  music,  and  a  little  bit  of  genuine  French  bouffe 
acting  are  "  a  real  treat." 

The  piece  itself  is  simply  stupid,  and  what  there  is  of  dialogue  is 
unfunny.  It  has,  however,  been  compressed  into  two  Acts,  and  if, 
instead  of  the  useless  front  scene  (where  one  of  OFFENBACH'S  weakest 
and  most  vulgar  songs  obtains  an  encore  through  Miss  DOLARO'S 
singing),  the  eminent  Compressor  (a  new  title  to  be  added  to 
"  Translator  "  and  "  Adapter  ")  had  brought  all  his  people  on,  and 
finished  the  opera  as  soon  as  possible  after  the  great  Gendarme 
Duett,  it  would  have  been  far  better  for  th»s  piece,  for  the  audience, 
and  for  Miss  SOLDKNE,  who  over-exerts  herself  and  her  voice,  in 
order  to  keep  up  the  "  go  "  of  the  two  last  scenes.  The  costumes — 
a  strong  point  in  this  sort  of  entertainment — are  in  excellent  taste. 
A  very  pleasant  Evening  from  Home  may  be  spent  here. 


SHORT  THEME. 

THE  Disestablishment  of  the  Irish  Church  was  an  event  of  incal- 
culable importance,  and  must  be  still  fresh  in  the  minds  of  all  who 
watch  the  current  progress  of  affairs  and  mark  the  ever-changing 
aspect  of  State  polity.  The  abolition  of  Purchase  in  the  British 
Army  aroused  an  extraordinary  interest  both  in  civil  and  military 
breasts,  and  will  be  instanced  in  years  to  come  as  one  of  the  greatest 
administrative  triumphs  of  the  Gladstone  Cabinet.  But  perhaps 
no  greater  downfall  has  ever  convulsed  Society  than  that  which  the 
Paris  news-letter  of  one  of  the  diurnal  prints  announces  in  these 
four  momentous  words  : — "  The  chignon  is  doomed."  There  has  been 
nothing  like  this  since  the  day  when  the  fate  of  crinoline  was  sealed 
amid  the  regrets  of  many,  but  to  the  relief  of  more  ;  and  we  await 
with  anxiety  the  attitude  which  the  hair-dressers  are  likely  to  assume. 
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UNEARTHLY    MUSIC. 

E  have  not  the  slightest 
chance  against  Ame- 
rica. All  competition 
with  that  advanced 
country  is  waste  of 
time.  We  are  invari- 
ably distanced.  The 
other  day  a  musical 
box  was  advertised  for 
sale  in  London  which 
played  "102"  tunes. 
That  seemed  a  re- 
markahle  effort,  and 
well  worth  noting_ ; 
but  how  inferior  is 
this  musical  box  to 
another  musical  box, 
which  now  stands  in 
one  of  the  rooms  in 
the  Hotel  in  New  York 
where  a  Russian  Grand 
Duke  is  to  be  lodged, 
and  has  bells,  drum, 
castanets,  and  "celes- 
tial voices ! " 

Probably,  but  this 
we  are  not  told,  these 
"  celestial  voices'"  are 
in  connection  with  Transatlantic  Spiritualism.  If  so,  our  own 
Spiritualists  must  be  ready  to  sink  through  the  ceiling  for  envy 
of  their  more  favoured  American  brethren ;  for  we  are  not  aware 
of  any  "celestial  voices"  having  been  heard  to  issue  from  that 
favourite  instrument  of  home  spirits — the  Accordion. 


"  THE  WATCH  ON  THE  TYNE." 

MOCKING,  our  forefathers  used  to  say,  is  catching.  We  may  say, 
in  like  manner,  striking  is  catching  too.  Or,  if  that  is  not  fine 
enough  language  for  these  days  of  advertising  and  auctioneering 
English,  suppose  we  put  it  thus :  that  strikes  for  the  advance  of 
wages  are  morbid  phenomena  whose  causation  may  be  referred  to 
the  prevalence  of  a  contagious  disease.  That  such  is,  in  fact,  the 
case,  however  we  may  word  it,  is  clear  from  a  contemporary's 
statement  of  what  has  happened  at — 

"  A  TOWN  WITHOUT  POLICE. — A  strike  of  police  at  Newcastle  has  caused 
great  inconvenience  in  that  town,  a  number  of  roughs  having  taken  advantage 
of  the  deficiency  of  constables  to  commit  serious  assaults.  At  an  inquest  held 
on  Tuesday  at  Newcastle,  the  Coroner  said,  that  in  the  present  state  sf  the 
Police  force,  it  was  not  very  safe  to  go  about  unarmed." 

The  disease  of  striking  has  evidently  been  caught  by  the  Police  at 
Newcastle  from  the  Engineers.  It  is  true  that  the  strike  of  the  latter 
ended  some  weeks  ago ;  but  the  seeds  of  their  malady  may  have  either 
been  communicated  to  the  Policemen  before  then,  or  else  more  lately, 
during  the  Engineers'  convalescence,  when,  as  some  say,  contagion 
is  most  influential. 

The  consequences  of  a  Police  Strike  being  about  the  worst  that 
could  possibly  happen,  it  is  much  to  be  lamented  that  there  are  no 
medical  means  either  of  disinfecting  workmen  on  strike,  or  fortify- 
ing a  Policeman's  system  against  the  noxious  principle  which  they 
A  ni  wlulst  m  tlmt  condition,  and  perhaps  some  time  afterwards. 
All  that  can  be  done,  when  the  strike-poison  has  once  been  imbibed, 
is  to  retard  the  outbreak  of  the  malady ;  which  might  be  effected  by 
a  regulation  binding  every  man  who  enlists  in  the  Police  force  to  a 
certain  term  of  service,  or  obliging  him,  if  wishing  to  resign  the 
truncheon,  to  give  notice  of  sufficient  length  to  enable  Society  to 
provide  itself,  in  time  soon  enough  for  filling  the  place  of  its  retired 
defender,  with  a  new  Bobby. 


Courts  of  Law  or  Love  ? 

ON  one  point,  the  proceedings  in  the  Court  of  Queen's  Bench 
relating  to  Lppmg  Forest  arouse  curiosity  without  satisfying  it. 
Ihere  appears  to  be  "  the  Swainmote,  or  Court  of  the  Swaines,"  and 

Court  of  Attachment ; "  but  we  are  left  in  the  dark  as  to  the 
nature  ot  the  attachment,  or  whether  the  swains  inspire  it.  Perhaps 
laithless  swains,  who  have  rendered  themselves  liable  to  an  action 
lor  breach  of  promise  within  the  boundaries  of  the  Forest,  are  judged 
in  one  or  other  of  these  ominous  Courts  by  the  "  Verderers,"  assisted 

ATKTON  who,  it  seems,  monopolises  what  there  is  left  of  the 
ancient  jurisdiction  of  "  Justices  in  Eyre." 


THE  LAND  OF  MISRULE. 

CENTUBIES  of  misrule  must,  of  course,  be  supposed  to  account 
satisfactorily  for  an  acquittal  by  an  Irish  Jury,  in  the  face  of  law 
and  evidence,  of  a  prisoner  indicted  for  murdering  a  Policeman. 
To  the  same  cause  also  we  may  doubtless  refer  the  jubilation  of  the 
Dublin  multitude  on  the  escape  of  the  accused,  and  the  demonstra- 
tion which,  according  to  the  Times,  they  made,  as  follows : — 

' '  Wtyen  the  acquittal  of  KELLY  became  known  in  Dublin  on  Friday  evening 
an  immense  crowd  assembled  in  front  of  MB.  BUTT'S  house  to  testify  their 
satisfaction  at  the  result.  Their  cheering  and  shouting  brought  out  MR. 
BUTT  himself,  and  MR.  FALKINEK,  his  associate  in  the  defence  of  the  prisoner, 
who  addressed  the  mob  in  a  few  brief  words,  the  propriety  of  which  is  not 
open  to  question." 

The  advocate  of  Home  Rule  and  KELLY,  thus,  as  well  as  his  col- 
league (not  to  say  associate),  appears  to  have  considerately  abstained 
from  the  expression  of  any  triumph  in  the  impunity  of  political 
assassination.  Nevertheless : — 

"MR.  BUTT  concluded  amid  a  tremendous  outburst  of  cheering,  and  we 
read  that '  the  crowd  then  proceeded  towards  Hardwicke  Street,  the  scene  of 
the  occurrence  which  led  to  KELLY'S  trial,  and,  after  another  manifestation  of 
feeling  there,  dispersed. '  " 

The  Times  fails  not  to  point  out  that  "  the  place  of  TALHOT'S 
murder  is  euphemistically  described,  in  one  of  the  most  respectable 
journals  of  the  city,  as  '  the  scene  of  the  occurrence  whicn  led  to 
KELLY'S  trial.' "  But  what  then  ?  No  doubt  if  that  highly  respect- 
able (Irish)  newspaper  had  to  mention  the  place  in  Manchester  where 
a  Policeman  was  shot  by  certain  Fenians,  wno  were  therefore  hanged, 
it  would,  in  deference  to  the  feelings  of  its  delicate  readers,  describe 
the  spot  as  "the  scene  of  the  occurrence  which  led  to  our  country- 
men's martyrdom."  Do  not  centuries  of  misrule  fully  account  for 
this  Irish  way  of  writing  and  talking  and  thinking  ?  Are  not  cen- 
turies of  misrule  quite  enough  to  explain  the  sympathy  of  an  Irish 
mob  with  any  criminal  whose  crime  was  prompted  by  hatred  of  the 
misrulers'  posterity  ?  What  if  the  posterity  has  put  an  end  to  the 
misrule  ?  Phoo !  They  have  put  Rule  in  the  place  of  Misrule,  and 
is  not  the  former  the  worse  of  the  two  for  those  who  have  been  mad- 
dened by  centuries  of  the  latter  ?  What  the  warm-hearted  Irish 
Fenians  and  sympathisers  with  ME.  KELLY  want  is  no  Rule  at  all  at 
all;  that  is  to  say  Home  Rule;  which  comes  to  the  same  thing. 
Some  beef -headed  Britons  cannot  help  suspecting  that  centuries  of 
misrule  were  originated  by  the  Irish  eccentricities  they  are  said  to 
have  caused,  and  that  they  lasted  because  Sovereigns  and  Statesmen 
were  absurdly  convinced  that  misrule  was  the  only  way  to  manage 
an  unruly  people. 


ILLUSTRATED  ROGUES. 

THE  British  Medical  Journal  lately  contained  a  pleasing  account 
of  a  man  who,  having  been  taken  prisoner  by  a  tribe  of  Asiatic 
savages,  was,  by  them,  tattooed  all  over.  "  His  body  is  covered 
from  head  to  foot  with  delineations  of  men,  animals,  and  fabulous 
things,"  and  "  the  skin  has  the  general  appearance,  to  the  sight  and 
touch,  of  bluish  grey  velvet."  The  process  of  tattooing  lasted  two 
months,  and  hurt  him  very  much.  Pity,  however,  for  this  victim 
of  pictorial  cruelty  is  in  a  great  measure  precluded  by  the  state- 
ment that : — 

"  According  to  his  own  account,  the  man,  a  Greek  by  birth,  had  been  a 
pirate,  and  had  also  carried  on  brigandage  on  the  Continent." 

The  treatment  received  by  this  habitual  criminal  from  the  natives 
who  caught  him  can  hardly  be  considered  not  to  have  served  him 
right.  It  would  not  be  undeserved,  in  case  of  falling  into  the  same 
hands,  by  a  rogue  accustomed  to  adulterate  food,  and  use  false 
weights  and  measures.  The  savages  would  make  a  good  example 
by  tattooing,  from  top  to  toe,  a  dishonest  South  London  tradesman. 


UNIVERSITY  REFORM. 

"  THE  Universities  of  Oxford  and  Cambridge  have  been  invited 
by  MJa.  GLADSTONE,"  says  the  Times,  "to  choose  between  two  modes 
of  instituting  a  complete  inquiry  into  their  property  and  revenues." 
The  People's  WILLIAM,  of  course,  would.be  disgusted  by  the  slightest 
suggestion  of  any  comparison  between  himself  and  COBIOLANUS. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  Constituency  of  Oxford  University,  who 
rejected  the  present  Member  for  Greenwich,  would  probably  resent, 
with  still  greater  disgust,  the  imputation  of  any  analogy  to  the 
Roman  populace.  Yet  Oxford  may  imagine  cause  to  regret  having 
turned  ME.  GLADSTONE  out;  and  Cambridge,  perhaps,  wishes 
Oxford  hadn't. 
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A    NARROW    ESCAPE." 

(FRAGMENT  OVERHEARD  TIIE  OTiUBU  DAY.) 

"  WELL,  LAUCHIE,  now  ABE  YOU  ?" 

"  MAN,  I  'M  WONDEHFU'  WEEL,  CONSIDERIN'." 

"  CONSIDEKIN'— WHAT  ? " 

"  I   BID   LAST   NU'IIT  WUAT    I  'VE    NO    DUNE    THIS    THIRTY  YEAR.        I    GAED    TO    BED   I'AIR- 
FVTLY  SOBJSR,    AND   I'M   THANKFU'   TO  SAY   I   GOT   UP  THIS  MORNIN'   AO   A   SIT  THf    WAUR." 


FORWARD !  —  Queensberry  Motto. 
("  RATHER  SO !  "—Mr.  Punch.) 

"The  MARCHIONESS  OF  QI-KKSMIKHHT  has 
cheque  for  £10  to  the  wife  of  ROBRBT 
Ki  I.I.Y,  who  has  ju«t  been  acquitted  of  murder- 
Uible  TALIIOT." — JJaili/  TcUyraph. 

MR.  KKI.I.V  had  not  been  acquitted, 
and  if  the  sentence  usual  in  cases  of  non- 
acquittal  for  murder  had  been  carried  out. 
how  happily  Punch  might  have  quoted 
POM  :— 

"  Of  all  thy  blumoleu  life  the  sole  return, 
My  vir.-ic,  aud  UUBKNMIEUKY  weeping  o'er  thy 
urn." 

However,  that  couplet  does  not  exactly 

ipply  to  the  case,   as  it  stands.      Might 

Mr.  I'mii-h  a*k  whether  Constable  T 

hiul   a  will':1     As  if  BO,  and  as  TALBOT  is 

iily  dead— even  the  Dublin  jury  ili<l 

perhaps  some  o1 

vuknt  Marchioness  may  have  a  £1' 
to  spare  for  the  widow.     It  would  bo  an 
acceptable,  if  not  a  sensational  offering. 


P.S.  TO  "  OUR  NEW  MAY' 

MCNK  ii'ALiiiKs,  like  men,  vary  in  their 
temperaments.  Malton  has  chosen  a  Mayor 
who  is  SADD,  Rye  a  MEBYOW. 

I'.x  TO  THIS  P.S.  We  apologise  to  the 
SMITHS,  and  as  regards  the  public,  we 
felt  all  the  time  we  were  writing  there  was 
no  MAYOR  SJJITII  that  we  were  doing  that 
which  was  wrong ;  and  as  this  is  held  by  a 
very  large  class  of  the  community  to  be  a 
satisfactory  apology  for  anything,  we  shall 
make  no  other.  There  is  a  MAYOR  SMI  i  u 
at  Berwiok-on-Tweed,  and  another  at 
Southport. 


SURTAXED  AND  SURCHARGED. 

Tin:  comparatively  Great  Untaxed,  the  toiling  millions  of  this 
country,  who  contribute  nothing  towards  its  expenses  but  a  frac- 
tional, if  not  optional,  charge  on  their  tea  and  sugar,  and  a  fractional 
and  optional  charge  on  their  beer  and  gin,  from  which  burdens  they 
may  expect  soon  to  be  exonerated  by  a  Government  which  will  want 
their  votes,  must,  as  many  of  them  as  have  read,  have  been  amused 
by  reading  an  announcement  that  the  tradesmen  and  professional 
men  of  Bath,  at  a  meeting  in  the  Guildhall,  convened  on  Friday 
evening  to  discuss  surcharges  on  their  Income-tax  returns,  unani- 
mously voted  the  following  resolution  : — 

"  That  this  Meeting  protests  against  the  systematic  overcharge  of  the 
Income-tax  on  the  professional  aud  trading  classes  of  this  city,  and  indig- 
nantly reim.liates  tlie  imputation  on  their  honour  and  veracity  shown  by  the 
total  disregard  of  the  returns  which  they  have  fairly  and  conscientiously 
made." 

To  the  Great  Untaxed  of  Income,  the  indignation  of  Income-tax 
payers  at  being  discredited  and  being  surcharged  on  their  returns, 
cannot  but  seem  laughably  unreasonable.  Of  course  they  think  what 
simpletons  people,  subjected  to  a  partial  tax,  that  is  to  plunder,  must 
3e  to  imagine  that  they  would  be  believed  by  their  assessors  to  have 
made  true  returns  on  which  to  have  their  iniquitous  taxation  assessed. 
As  if  it  were  likely  that  any  Government,  levying  an  unfair  tax, 
would  not  assume  that  everybody  would  evade  it  who  possibly  could. 
As  if  they  would  give  anybody  credit  for  being  more  honest  than 
themselves.  These  considerations  must  hugely  tickle  the  Great  Un- 
;axed,  many  of  whom,  perhaps,  further  laugh  at  the  idea,  even  if 
;hey  were  liable  to  their  fair  share  of  taxation,  of  being  invited 
liemselves  to  disclose,  whilst  able  to  conceal,  the  particulars 
whereon  it  could  be  calculated. 


The  Biggest  of  Bull*. 

AN  agitation-newly  sprung  "up  in  the  Land  of  Leeks,  has  been 
described  as  "  Wales  for  the  Welsh."  What  it  demands,  however, 
is..tne  Welsh  language  for  Wales— in  Courts  of  Law  among  WWelsh- 
speakmg  people.  Taffy  might  be  a  pattern  to  Paddy./Whilst 
crying  "  Ireland  for  the  Irish  !  "  Paddy  should  also  cry  /f  Irish  for 
Ireland ! '  What  a  bull  to  bellow  in  the  English  larifuage  for 
recognition  of  Irish  nationality ! 


WAS  IT  COURTEOUS? 

TITE  Judges  of  the  Land  ought  to  be  an  example  of  everything 
that  is  right  and  proper.  Are  they?  Not  of  politeness,  certainly, 
if  the  following  report  of  what  occurred  in  the  Court  of  Common 
Pleas,  when  the  late  Attorney-General  was  introduced  on  being 
made  a  Serjeant,  is  correct : — 

"  MR.  JUSTICE  WILLBS  said,  '  BROTHER  COLLIER,  will  you  move  ? '  SIB 
ROBERT  COLLIER  bowed,  and  having  shaken  hands  with  the  various  Queen's 
Counsel,  retired." 

Of  course  "  BROTHER  COLLIEB  "  retired !  After  receiving  such  a 
very  broad  hint,  no  man  with  a  spark  of  self-respect  could  think  of 
staying  another  moment  where  ne  was  evidently  not  expected  to 
linger.  It  will  be  observed  that  SIB  ROBERT  shook  hands  with  the 
Queen's  Counsel,  for  they  had  said  nothing  to  hasten  his  departure  ; 
but  he  only  bowed  to  the  Bench,  no  doubt  from  a  determination  to 
show  what  he  thought  of  the  question  which  had  just  been  addressed 
to  him  by  one  of  its  occupants,  a  question  which  can  only  be  com- 
pared to  the  Policeman's,  "  Now  then,  will  you  move  on  i"  After 
such  a  reception,  who  can  wonder  that  the  learned  gentleman  post- 
poned taking  his  seat  on  the  Bench  on  the  following  morning,  as 
was  expected  ? 

"NO  FEES." 

WE  learn,  by  advertisement,  that  "  the  Management "  of  one  of 
our  theatres,  at  which  a  drama  of  SHAKSPEAHE'S  has  been  produced, 
"  being  overwhelmed  with  letters  suggesting  different  Shakspearian 
plays  for  performance,  ballot-boxes  nave  been  placed  in  all  parts  of 
the  theatre,  in  which  those  honouring  the  Tempest  with  their  pre- 
sence are  requested  to  slip  the  name  of  the  play  which  they  prefer. 
The  state  of  the  poll  will  be  published  every  week." 

May  we  suggest  to  "  the  Management "  of  all  those  theatres  where 
fees  are  still  permitted — fees  far  booking  seats,  fees  for  showing 
visitors  to  those  seats,  fees  for  playbills,  fees  for  the  care  of  cloaks 
and  bonnets,  fees  for  the  custody  of  coats  and  hats,  &c.,  that  they 
should  put  up  boxes,  in  which  visitors  might  deposit  their  opinion, 
in  writing,  of  this  intolerable  system  of  levying  vexatious  fines  f 
The  "  state  of  the  poll,"  if  the  "Managements "  had  the  courage  to 

Eublish  it,  would  probably  induce  all  to  do  what  some  of  their  body 
ave  already  done — abolish  fees  for  ever. 


TICHBORNE     V.    MUDIE'S ! 

A    BAD    LOOK-OUT   FOE   THE    CIRCULATING    LIBRARIES. 


MAEK  LEMON.' 

A  PUBLIC  appeal  is  being  made  in  aid  of  the  widow  and  unmarried 
daughters  of  the  lamented  Mend  who  so  long  and  so  admirably 
directed  this  periodical,  and  whose  unexpected  death  left  those 
ladies  in  "  straitened  circumstances."  It  is  impossible  for  those 
who,  under  the  wise  and  gentle  guidance  of  MARK  LEMON,  assisted 
him  for  years  in  the  production  of  Punch,  to  abstain  from 
expressing  their  deep  gratification  at  the  warm  and  generous 
tributes  which  the  announcement  has  called  forth  to  the  character 
and  to  the  labours  of  their  lost  friend.  All  that  has  been  so 
kindly  said  in  his  honour  they  gratefully  confirm,  and  they 
deeply  regret  that  they  have  also  to  confirm  the  assurance  that 
there  is  urgent  necessity  for  such  an  appeal. 


A  DIVE  OF  DISCOVERY. 

WHEN  aboard  the  Megara  blue  Neptune  rushed  in, 

O'ertaxing  the  donkeys,*  o'erpowering  the  pumps, 
While  the  patched-up  old  storeship's  sore  oxydised  skin 

Was  coming  away  from  her  girders  in  lumps. 
Gallant  THHUPP,  when  each  dodge  and  device  he  had  tried, 

With  patch,  plate,  and  screw  rotten  stuff  to  make  sound, 
Had  a  well-equipped  diver  slung  over  the  side, 

To  examine  her  hull,  and  report  what  he  found. 

Under  water  a  nice  state  of  things  met  his  eye, 
Though  the  trim-kept  old  barkey  showed  ship-shape  above  ; 

Near  the  hole,  pits  in  patches ;  the  ship's  skin  hard  by 
So  weak  that  his  knife  through  the  plates  he  could  shove. 

And  besides  the  main  leak,  whence  the  scarf-skin  had  dropped, 
A  hopeful  provision  of  leaks  soon  to  be, 

*  Subordinate  engines,  which  do  most  of  the  hard  and  dirty  work  aboard 
ship,  as  on  shore — commonly  called  "  donkeys"  for  their  pains. 


Till  the  question  was  less  if  one  hole  could  be  stopped, 
Than  if  she  'd  not  soon  be  all  holes  for  the  sea. 

THBTTPP  heard  the  report :  never  pulled  a  wry  face  : 

Took  the  facts,  weighed  them  fairly,  then  made  up  his  mind : 
Called  his  blue  jackets  aft,  laid  before  them  the  case, 

Steered  a  course  for  St.  Paul's,  and  defied  wave  and  wind  ; 
With  leak  and  with  gale— miles  a  thousand  he  strove, 

Till— when  anchors  and  cables  and  pluck  could  no  more, 
And  into  Death's  jaws  a  sheer  hulk  the  ship  drove, — 

He  got  full  steam  on  her,  and  drove  her  ashore. 

The  last  man  on  the  wreck,  off  the  island  the  last : 

Not  a  hardship  or  toil,  but  he  took  lion's  share  ; 
The  only  distinction  'twixt  aft  and  fore  mast, 

Was,  the  higher  the  station,  the  heavier  the  care. 
So  he  cheered  and  commanded  and  worked  with  his  crew, 

And  his  officers  followed  their  noble  "  old  man ;" 
And  one  heart,  high  and  low,  welded  all  tight  and  true, 

Till  to  well-deserved  rescue  their  long  trial  ran. 

And  now  gallant  THKTTPP  the  grim  farce  has  gone  through 

Of  surrend'ring  his  sword  and  receiving  it  back ; 
Has  stood  pris'ner,  court-martialled  for  saving  his  crew, 

With  all  England  his  witness,  if  witness  he  lack. 
But  might  not  JOHN  BULL  from  this  case  take  a  hint, 

With  a  certain  expensive  old  hulk  in  Whitehall. 
Whose  bottom  some  very  bad  plates  must  have  in 't, 

It  so  leaks,  and  no  patching  can  mend  it  at  all  ? 

What  if,  this  time,  for  once  not  content  with  the  patch, 
That  we  always  screw  on,  but  to  prove  a  new  sell, 

We  sent  down  a  diver — the  best  we  can  catch — 
To  examine  her  hull,  under  water  as  well. 

Rotten  plate,  missing  bolt — work  of  time,  fool  or  knave—- 
To find  out — while  the  ship  is  in  dock  not  at  sea — 

So  our  future  Megceras  and  monarchs  to  save, 
And  BRITANNIA  make  strong,  as  she  looks  and  should  be. 
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THE   NEXT      DISESTABLISHMENT." 

HIBERNIA.  "  YOU  'RE  NOT  GOIN'  TO  LAVE  US  P  " 

JCSTITIA.  "NEVER  FEAR!    I'M  ONLY  TAKING  THIS  BACK  TO  ENGLAND." 

HIBKKNIA.  "AH  THIN— SURE  IT'S  A  BASE  SAXON  INVINTION,  AND  DON'T  SHUIT  OULD  IRELAND!  ' 
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SHOOTING    AND    KILLING. 

11  Kin:  ia  no  news  which 
thinking  people  read  with 
more  wonder  than  the  enu- 
meration of  the  game  occa- 
sionally shot  by  illustrious 
personages,  noblemen,  and 
gentlemen,  at  a  battue.  In- 
structed that  such  and  such 
a  prince,  duke,  marquis,  earl, 
baron,  baronet,  or  'squire 
killed  so  many  hundreds  of 
hares,  partridges  and  phea- 
sants, on  such  a  day,  in  such 
and  such  a  preserve,  they 
marvel  at  not  being  supplied 
with  the  equally  entertain- 
ing and  significant  details  of 
the  number  of  fowls,  tur- 
keys, geese,  and  ducks,  from 
time  to  time  slaughtered  by 
eminent  breeders  on  their 
several  farms.  Between 
sporting  intelligence  relative 
to  sport  of  this  kind  and 
the  statement  thus  pub- 
lished by  a  contemporary 
under  the  head  of  "  The 
Moors  and  Forests,"  there  is, 

— w^r  — «L  •    M      however,  some  difference  : — 

^^^  "While  JOHN  M'DoNALD, 
head-gamekeeper  to  MR.  SMALL, 
of  Dirnancan,  was  out  shooting 

the  other  day  on  the  hill  of  Balnabroich,  he  took  aim  at  a  passing  covey  of 
grouse,  fourteen  in  number,  and  killed  every  one  of  them.  Last  year 
M'DouALD  killed  eleven  at  one  shot." 

Shooting  on  the  hill  of  Balnabroich  is  very  different  sport  from 
shooting  on  the  skirts  of  a  well-stocked  cover,  and  it  may  be  said 
that  M'DONALD'S  exploits  of  knocking  over  eleven  and  fourteen 
grouse  at  a  shot,  were,  the  difference  considered,  more  remarkable, 
as  they  were  more  extraordinary,  than  the  feat  of  bagging  so  many 
hundred  head  of  game  in  a  day  in  circumstances  which  must  often 
render  it  an  easy  matter  for  any  sportsman  to  bring  down  almost 
the  whole  number,  as  M'DONALD  did  his  grouse,  by  one  act  of 
sportsmanship.  This  is  always  supposing  that  M'DoNALD  is  not  a 
myth,  and  that  the  coveys  of  grouse  alleged  to  have  been  slain  by 
him  really  fell  to  powder  and  shot — not  transfixed,  so  to  speak,  with 
the  arrow  which  ilieth  from  the  long-bow. 


PIUS  AD   VINCULA. 

THE  Prisoner  of  the  Vatican,  as  the  humorous  no  less  than  vener- 
able POPE  is  pleased  to  call  himself,  pronounced  an  Allocution,  the 
other  day,  in  nis  dungeon.  "He  entered  the  throne  room,"  says 
a  contemporary,  "  followed  by  Swiss  Guards,  Noble  Guards,  and 
Palatine  Guards  in  full  uniform."  Judging  from  the  subjoined 
passage,  in  the  address  then  spoken  by  his  Holiness  to  his  assem- 
bled Cardinals,  who  "  were  present  in  their  rich  scarlet  robes,"  one 
might  imagine  that  he  must  have  been  preceded  as  well  as  followed 
by  soldiers,  in  such  wise  as  in  a  stage-direction  would  be  described 
as  "  Enter  POPE  Pius,  guarded."  The  Holy  Father  is  reported  to 
have  said : — 

"  And  yet  we  are  ready  to  suffer  even  more  for  the  cause  of  justice ;  we  are 
even  ready  to  meet  with  death,  if  the  merciful  God  would  deign  to  accept  the 
sacrifice  for  the  peace  and  liberty  of  the  Church." 

This  declaration  suggests  the  name  of  the  Church  wherein  the 
mortal  part  of  the  gallant  BURGOYNE  was  'lately  interred — St.  Peter 
ad  Vincula.  Because  it  is  suggestive  of  St.  PETER'S  chains.  It 
seems  to  signify  that  the  successor  of  PETER,  who  uttered  it,  was  at 
the  time  manacled  and  fettered  with  real  vinrulu,  similar  to  those 
actually  worn  by  St.  PETER  ;  genuine  irons,  materially,  if  not  iden- 
tically, the  same  as  those  now  occasionally  exhibited  at  Rome  as  the 
original.  The  POPE  is  continually  insisting  on  his  own  similitude  to 
PETER  ;  and  his  language  might  lead  anybody,  who  did  not  know 
better,  to  imagine  that  the  resemblance  extended  literally  to  impri- 
sonment and  chains. 

Now  GARIBALBI  has  announced  that  he  does  not  believe  there  ever 
was  any  such  a  person  as  St.  PETER— which  is  talking  more  like  a 
character  in  one  of  DICKEXS'S  novels  than  beseems  a  hero.  The  POPE 
might  consider  how  much  the  parallel,  which  he  draws  so  often 
between  PETER  and  himself,  is  calculated  to  confirm  GARIBALDI'S 
incredulity  as  to  ST.  PETER'S  existence.  May  not  many  people, 


indeed,  at  least  be  made  to  suspect  the  bondage  of  PETER  to  be  as 
mythical  as  the  incarceration  of  Pics  ?  But  if,  delivering  his  Allo- 
cution from  his  pontifical  throne,  his  Holiness  spoke  ex  cat/teilni,  of 
course  he  cannot  be  expected  to  review  anything  he  said  there  and 
then.  He  has  been  persecuted,  is  in  prison,  and  ready  for  mart  vr- 
dpm,  which  is  very  probable  ;  and  tin-re  is  no  questioning  Infalli- 
bility. But  the  dear  old  POPE  is  not  going  to  be  martyred  for  all 
that. 

THE   HAPPY  ISLANDS. 

"The  contentment  and  sobriety  of  the  Orcadians  is  their  most  striking 
characteristic.  The  public-houses  are  few,  and  but  little  frequented,  and  the 
streets  are  deserted  before  11  P.M.  Coses  of  tin  ft  :uv  almost  unknown,  and 
drunkenness  U  met  with  but  seldom.  The  Subbatb.  it  religiously  observed, 
and  the  lower  classes  are  in  receipt  of  excelli -i  1st  many  of 

tbe  boys  are  taught  navigation,  and  Orkney  sailors  arc  highly  prized  in  the 
navy. 

THIS  really  relates  to  a  portion  of  the  United  Kingdom.  It  is  an 
extract  from  a  letter  written  by  a  special  correspondent  of  the  Echo. 
and  headed  "  From  Orcadia."  The  lit<  it  portrays  is  so  simple  and 
innocent,  that  a  communication  from  "  Arcadia"  could  hardly  have 
described  i:  lighti'ul  state  of  things.  Tin'  Orcadians  are 

probably  cut  off  from  gasometers,  music-halls,  daily  papers,  post- 
cards, four-wheeled  cabs,  and  large  drapery  establishments ;  but  as, 
by  way  of  compensation,  they  are  in  the  enjoyment  of  contentment, 
sobriety,  honesty,  and  an  excellent  education,  they  are  not  much  to 
be  pitied— nay,  rather,  they  are  greatly  to  be  envied  by  large  masses 
of  their  fellow-countrymen,  even  though  these  latter  can  command 
the  services  of  the  police  at  a  minute's  notice,  and  stroll  into  a  gin- 
palace  at  the  corner  of  every  street.  If  we  had  not  come  back  to 
town  for  the  winter,  we  would  go  to  Orcadia,  and  we  may  do  so  yet, 
if  we  are  much  bored. 


WHAT  WE  ARE  COMING  TO. 

"  An  American  paper  assures  us  that  at  a  '  Burglars'  Convention,'  held 
lately  in  Vermont,  it  was  resolved,  after  some  debate,  '  that  it  was  expedient 
to  use  chloroform  on  victims.'  " — Echo, 

A  "  BURGLARS'  Convention ! "  Such  is  the  result  of  the  mania  for 
holding  Congresses  and  Conventions.  Probably  the  newest  patterns 
of  instruments  used  by  the  profession  were  exnibited  at  this  merry 
meeting — perhaps  models  showing  the  most  approved  methods  of 
entering  houses,  and  lay-figures  to  explain  the  effect  of 
anaesthetics. 

As  American  novelties  are  often  copied  in  England,  we  may 
expect  soon  to  read  a  full  report  of  a  Pickpockets'  Congress  in 
London,  with  an  inaugural  address  from  the  President  (some 
eminent  Chevalier  d' Industrie),  and  papers  read  by  experienced 
practitioners,  showing  how  best  to  elude  the  vigilance  of  the  Police, 
what  is  the  safest  and  most  dexterous  way  of  practising  the  light- 
fingered  art  in  a  crowd,  or  a  railway  carriage,  or  an  omnibus,  and 
to  what  extent  it  is  permissible  to  use  personal  violence  to  effect  an 
escape,  in  the  unlucky  event  of  detection.  Excursions,  no  doubt, 
would  be  arranged  to  races,  flower  shows,  pyrotechnic  fetes,  and 
other  public  gatherings  favourable  to  the  manipulation  of  purses 
and  watches ;  and  as  ladies  "  would  grace  the  Congress  with  their 
presence,  the  programme  might  be  wound  up  with  a  conversazione 
or  boll,  to  which  it  would  be  a  delicate  compliment  to  invite  the 
leading  members  of  the  Detective  Force. 


SNOB'S  MILITARY  SELECTION. 

THE  Army  Reorganisation  scheme  includes  a  general  system  of 
reporting.  Each  Officer,  from  the  Colonel  downwards,  is  to  report 
the  character,  conduct,  and  acquirements  of  his  next  subordinate 
comrade.  If  this  regulation  is  retained,  the  Commander-in-Chief 
will  soon  be  surrounded  with  a  Staff  of  Reporters.  Will  their  pay 
be  an  extra  penny-a-line  ?  Probably  not.  Though  Reporters,  they 
will  not  be  Gentlemen  of  the  Press.  They  will  not  be  Gentlemen  at 
alL  Officers  will  cease  to  be  Gentlemen.  They  will  be  Officers  and 
Jesuits,  instead  of  being  Officers  and  Gentlemen ;  for  what  Gentle- 
man, if  the  base  office  of  reporting  on  another,  in  the  manner  pre- 
scribed by  the  New  Warrant,  is  to  be  imposed  on  him,  will  ever 
enter  the  Army  P  

Advice  to  the  Admiralty. 

THE  Glatton  is  a  floating  Fort, 
Intended  to  defend  a  Port. 
Mind  how  you  make  of  her  a  Cruiser, 
For  if  you  do  so  you  may  lose  her. 


"  THE  WBONO  Box"  (IN  ICELAND).— The  Jury  Box. 
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FORETHOUGHT. 

Lizzy.  "  WHAT  WILL  YOU  BB  WHEN  YOU  GROW  UP  I" 

'0,  NOTHING!    I'M  PROVIDED  FOR  YEARS  AND  YEARS  AGO." 


BALLAD  BY   A  BUMPKIN. 

A  COLT,  I  'd  bet  a  gallon, 

As  tine  as  e'er  was  foaled, 
Wuz  a  cart-boss,  bred  a  stallon, 

I  had  for  to  be  sold. 
At  many  a  show  the  vioter 

'A  bore  the  prize  away. 
That  boss  was  a  perfic  picter ; 

His  quoat  in  colour  bay. 

In  prime  condition  fatted, 

The  ri^ht  mark  just  up  to, 
'A  had  his  long  tail  plaited 

Wi'  ribbons  bright  and  blue. 
I  mounted  and  bestrode  'un, 

Imbellidged  like  that  there, 
And  on  his  back  I  rode  'un 

Right  all  the  way  to  Fair. 

Whilst  there  a'  stood  at  tether, 

Another  country  chap 
And  me  steps  off  together, 

For  to  ha'  a  little  drap. 
Come  back  a  trine  meller 

For  dree  good  pints  o'  beer, 
Myhoss,  I  found  some  fe_Uer 

His  tail  had  docked  off  clear. 

"When  I  wuz  up  in  London, 

A  walkun'  'long  the  Strand, 
That  trick,  for  more  nor  fun  done, 

I  come  to  understand. 
For,  'tis  my  firm  opinion, 

In  a  winder,  there,  for  sale, 
Wi'  many  another  shinion, 

I  zee  my  boss's  tail. 

Coals  and  Candles. 

THE  Consumption  of  Coal,  according  to  a  statement  in 
the  Times,  continues  to  exceed  a  million  and  a  quarter 
tons  a  month.  Suppose  the  sea  were  washing  away  the 
coast  of  England  at  the  same  rate,  in  how  many  years 
would  this  island  be  reduced  to  a  speck  of  earth  ?  Surely 
the  typical  Prodigal,  who  lights  his  candle  at  both  ends, 
is  an  economist  compared  with  MB.  JOHN  BUI.L  in  regard 
to  their  consumption,  respectively,  of  candles  and  coals. 


LITEEARY  NOVELTIES. 

THE  servile  herd  of  imitators,  whom  HORACE  so  much  hated,  is 
by  no  means  yet  extinct.  Directly  anything  original  in  literature 
succeeds,  be  it  a  novel  or  a  newspaper,  a  pamphlet  or  a  poem,  a  bur- 
lesque or  a  biography,  a  magazine  or  a  review,  a  tale  or  travel  or  a 
tragedy,  the  odds  are  that  some  copyist,  here  or  in  America,  will 
instantly  lay  hold  of  it,  and  turn  it  to  account.  It  would  be  a  waste 
of  time  to  remonstrate  with  the  plagiarists:  one  might  as  well 
attempt  to  penetrate  the  hide  of  a  rhinoceros  as  to  make  a  good 
impression  upon  literary  animals  equally  thick-skinned.  But  at 
least  it  might  be  possible  to  bring  the  law  of  copyright  to  bear  on 
such  offenders,  and  to  prevent  so  much  as  even  a  title  to  be  parodied 
without  the  leave  and  licence  of  its  author  first  obtained.  Were 
such  a  very  salutary  rule  to  be  enforced,  we  might  ere  long  see  put 
forward  some  announcements  such  as  these  :— 

The  Man  in  Mauve :  a  new  Sensation  Drama,  entitled  and  played 
nightly  with  tumultuous  applause,  by  the  kind  and  generous  per- 
mission of  the  Author  of  The  Woman  in  White. 

Three  Dips  for  a  Diamond:  a  Tale  of  thrilling  interest,  entitled 
by  the  leave  and  licence  of  the  Author  of  Two  Plunges  for  a  Pearl. 

Hoi  Goblins  ;  a  new  and  startlingStory  of  the  Spiritual  World, 
produced  with  the  authority  of  the  Writer  of  Hearth  Ghosts. 

The  Knock  and  the  Novel :  a  new  Didactic  Poem,  composed  by 
the  permission,  and  christened  under  the  kind  supervision,  of  the 
Author  of  The  Ring  and  the  Book. 

The  Cotton  Chronicle:  a  new  Commercial  Journal,  named  and 
published  with  the  leave  of  tht  liberal  Proprietors  of  The  Iron 
Times. 

Potato  Flowers:  a  new  and  original  Comedy,  produced  with  the 
full  sanction  (and  a  half  share  of  the  profits)  of  the  generous  and 
highly-gifted  Author  of  Applt  Slotsoms. 

The  Angry  Emerald:  a  Story  of  High  Life/entitled  under  the 
authority  of  the  Writer  of  The  Sapphire  Cross. 

Shall  we  Cut  Him  t  a  new  Domeitie  Novel,  the  title-page  adapted, 


and  the  story  partly  written,  with  the  kind  and  generous  sanction  of 
the  Authoress  of  Ought  we  to  Visit  Her  t 

Tips  for  Setter  Halves;  or,  the  Young  Wives'  Guide  to  Billiards: 
a  Treatise  published  by  authority  of  the  Writer  of  Cues  for  all 
Quarters, 

Our  Yankee  Grandmother  :  a  new  and  original  Drama,  the  name 
adapted  by  the  kind  permission  of  the  Author  of  Our  American 
Cousin. 

ENGINEERING. 

THE  Mont  Cenis  Tunnel  being  successfully  completed,  engineers, 
contractors,  capitalists,  and  speculators  are  everywhere  plotting 
fresh  assaults  upon  Nature.  All  sorts  of  schemes  are  afloat  and 
ashore.  Some  of  these  it  is  unnecessary  to  describe— they  are  too 
wild  and  visionary.  No  respectable  broker  would  look  at  them. 
But  to  persons  in  search  of  advantageous  investments  for  their 
money,  tne  following  list  of  safe  projects,  for  which  Companies  are 
about  to  be  started,  may  not  be  unacceptable  :  — 

The  removal  of  those  barriers  to  free  intercourse  between  two 
great  nations,  France  and  Spain — the  Pyrenees. 

The  construction  of  promenades,  terraces,  winding  walks,  arbours, 
covered  seats,  and  refreshment-saloons,  on  the  sides  and  summit  of 
Mont  Blanc. 

The  irrigation  of  the  Great  Desert,  and  the  substitution  of  a  rich 
loamy  soil  for  the  present  wastes  of  unproductive  sand. 

The  transfer  of  the  Great  Pyramid  to  the  South  Kensington 
Museum.  (Negotiations  with  the  Egyptian  Government  are  making 
satisfactory  progress.) 

The  removal  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  as  it  stands,  to  the  Thames 
Embankment. 

The  clearing  of  the  Black  Forest. 

The  raising,  by  artificial  means,  of  the  temperature  of  the  Polar 


(The  old  idea  of  a  tunnel  under,  or  a  bridge  over  the  Atlantic,  so 
as  to  bring  England  and  America  into  very  close  connection,  is  also 
likely  to  be  revived.) 
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Experienced  Night  Nurse  (sternly). 


OUR    NURSES. 

•COME,  COMB,  SIR!  YOU  MUST  STOP  THAT  HORRID  NOISE.     IF  YOU  KEEP  WHEEZINO  AND  SNORING 
LIKE  THAT  ALL  NlOHT,  HOW  AM  I  TO  GET  TO  SLEEP  !  ! " 


THE  IRISH  SECEDER. 

"  HOME  Rule !  "    Divil  fetch  the  contemptible  phrase ; 

Why  flinch  from  "  Repeal's"  old  profession? 
If  a  plainer  you  want,  then  the  Rebels'  flag  raise, 

And  alter  "  Repeal "  to  "  Secession." 

"  Home  Rule  !  "    'Tis  a  purpose  I  scorn  and  disdain ; 

I  spit  on  the  denomination. 
What,  "  Local  Self -Government "  is  it  ye  mane  : 

For  Ireland  "  No  Centralisation  "  ? 

And  is  that  a  cry  for  a  nation  to  own  ? 

And  herself,  then,  will  proud  Erin  humble, 
To  a  par  with  St.  Pancras  or  Marylebone, 

And  borrow  her  slogan  from  Bumble  ? 

Home  Rule 's  a  poor  fib  which  'tis  idle  to  tell, 

Disunion's  intent  let  us  cherish. 
We  will  ruin  Great  Britain,  if  Ireland  as  well, 

Or  in  the  attempt,  boys,  we  '11  perish. 


THREE  TO  ONE  (TOAST). 

HAS  the  number  of  Her  Majesty's  Advisers  been  increased  without 
the  knowledge  of  the  Public  and  the  sanction  of  SIR  CHABLES 
DILICE  ?  We  ask  the  question,  because  at  the  annual  "  Colston  " 
dinner  of  the  Dolphin  Society,  at  Bristol,  "  The  health  of  Her 
Majesty's  Ministers"  was  acknowledged  by  Ma.  CHICHESTER 
FORTESCUE — with  the  utmost  propriety  as  one  of  their  body — by 
MR.  WINTEBBOTHAM,— who  though  not  in  the  Cabinet  is  attached 
to  the  Administration.— and  by  MR.  MABLING,  M.P.,  whose  name 
— and  we  have  searched  every  available  Calendar,  Court  Guide, 
Directory,  Almanack,  Red  Book,  Blue  Book,  and  Hand-book— we 
cannot  find  anywhere  mentioned  in  connection  with  the  smallest 
Government  appointment. 


THE  "IEISHMAN"  IN  TROUBLE. 

POOR  MR.  PiGOTT.proprietor  of  the  Irishman,  has  been  sentenced, 
by  CHIEF-JUSTICE  WHITESIDE,  to  four  months'  imprisonment  for 
allowing  the  publication  of  an  article  justifying  the  murder  of 
TALBOT.  It  was  one  of  a  series  thus  described  by  the  Chief- 
Justice  : — 

"  The  lesson  these  article*  sought  to  impress  upon  the  readers  of  the 
Irishman  was  the  hideous,  impious,  and  blasphemous  one,  that  the  man  who 
(hot  an  informer  was  not  alone  no  criminal,  but  a  hero  worthy  of  honour." 

The  telegram  which  contained  the  foregoing  comprised  also  the 
following  melancholy  information  about  poor  MR.  PIGOTT  :— 

"  M«.  LAWLESS,  the  solicitor  of  MB.  PIOOTT,  having  visited  him  in  prison 
to-night,  states  that  he  found  him  confined  in  one  of  the  felons'  cell*,  and 
that  his  fare  would  be  the  ordinary  prison  diet,  and  unless  he  paid  for  tbat  he 
must  work  for  it.  MR.  LAWLESS  further  sajs  he  was  informed  by  the  governor 
that  MR.  PIOOTT'S  hair  would  be  cut  and  his  whiskers  shared  off,  and  that  he 
would  be  attired  in  the  prison  dress,  to-morrow.  The  prisoner  will  only  be 
allowed  to  see  visitors  once  in  three  months."  . 

Such  a  statement  as  the  above,  coming  from  Ireland,  of  course 
required  no  confirmation.  JUSTICE  WHITESIDE  has,  however,  directed 
the  Governor  of  Richmond  Gaol  to  allow  poor  MR.  PIGOTT  to  wear 
his  own  clothes.  Still,  the  circumstances  of  poor  MR.  PIGOTT  are 
such  as  should  inspire  a  class  of  Irish  newspaper  proprietors  with 
sincere  sympathy  with  him.  Let  us  hope  that  sympathy  will  be  so 
keen,  and  so  strong,  that  it  will  cause  them  to  avoid  placing  them- 
selves, by  incurring  the  responsibility  which  poor  MR.  PIGOTT  in- 
curred for  incautious  journalism,  in  poor  MR.  Picon's  position. 


MORAL  THOUGHT  BY  MRS.  MALAPBOP  (after  sharing  with  a  Lady 
Friend  a  bottle  of  Veuve  Clicquot).  "  Ah,  dear  me,  well,  the  pleasures 
of  life  are  sweet ;  but  how  soon  they  pass  away !  how  effervescent 
they  are ! " 
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SPIRITUS    INTUS." 


Teaclicr.  "WELL,  YOU  HAVE  TOLD  ME  THAT  YOU  ARE  TO  RENOUNCE  HIM  AND 
ALL  HIS  WORKS.     Now  TELL  ME  WHAT  ARE  HIS  WORKS?" 
Our  Clockmaker's  Daughter.  "  PLEASE,  M'M,  HIS  IKSIDE." 


"  THIS  TUNE  GOES  MANLY." 

Macbeth. 

LORD  MACDTTFF'S  coming  of  age  has  just  been  cele- 
brated in  the  North,  and  Mr.  Punch  begs  leave  to  con- 
gratulate the  owner  of  a  name  that  will  live  (thanks  to  a 
Warwickshire  man)  while  anything  lives  in  this  dis- 
tracted orb.  That  the  poetry  in  which  LOKD  KINTOHK, 
who  proposed  the  young  nobleman's  health,  invited  him 
to  reply,  may  live  as  long,  Mr.  Punch  reproduces  it 
from  the  Inverness  Courier : — 

"  Come  on,  MACDUFF;  come  on,  MACDUFF, 
Thy  heart  is  made  of  right  good  stuff; 
I  think  you  have  some  words  and  more, 
And  thus  will  end  your  friend  KINTOKE." 

"What  was  lost  is  safe"  (LORD  KINTOHE  knows  the 
words,  and  they  refer  to  a  very  good  deed  done  by  an 
ancestress  of  his),  and  verses  which  might  have  been  lost 
are  now  quite  safe.  The  speech  in  which  they  occur  was 
about  as  jolly  a  speech  as  an  old  friend  could  .make 
concerning  a  young  one,  and  the  maker  had  looked  into 
his  SHAKSPEARE  to  good  purpose,  and  had  seen  that  the 
Bard  was  not  only  for  a  coming  of  age,  but  for  all  time. 

As  the  heir  to  the  Fife  estates  is  to  come  into  Parlia- 
ment, we  presume  that  his  father's  Secretary  will 
remark,  looking  some  morning  through  the  letters, — 

"  "Pis  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you  word 
MACDUFF  is  gone  to  England." 

"We  shall  he  happy  to  welcome  him  to  Westminster, 
where  we  doubt  not  he  will  soon  get  rid  of  the  rather 
amazing  modesty  which  induced  him  to  say,  on  receiving 
the  freedom  of  Banff,  that  he  felt  it  an  honour  to  be 
the  burgess  enrolled  next  after  the  HOME  SECRETARY. 


Dons  and  Donkeys. 

ROUGH  Undergrads, 

Unmannered  lads, 
Behaved  so  like  a  set  of  Cads 
At  Oxford's  last  Commemoration, 

That  vote  has  been 

Passed,  shifting  scene 
"Where  they  did  so  themselves  demean, 
From  Theatre,  by  Congregation. 


"THE  EOTJND  OP  THE  PRESS." 

MR.  GLADSTONE  is  at  work  in  his  garden  every  morning  as  soon  as 
it  is  light.  He  never  passes  a  day  without  reading  a  portion  of 
Homer. 

MR.  DISRAELI  may  often  be  met  taking  half  a  pound  of  tea,  or  a 
few  ounces  of  tobacco,  to  some  deserving  poor  person  in  Hughenden. 
He  makes  no  distinction  between  Conservatives  and  Liberals. 
_  THE  MARQUIS  OF  BEAUMARIS  has  joined  one  of  the  most  influen- 
tial of  the  Protestant  Nonconformist  Communities.  His  Lordship 
held  the  plate  for  the  first  time  on  Sunday  week,  in  old  Baxter 
Gate  Chapel. 

As  a  party  of  agricultural  labourers  were  returning  home  from 
their  labours  on  Thursday  last,  they  came  unexpectedly  on  a  nest  of 
young  Pythons  on  the  Yorkshire  Moors.  These  unusual  visitants 
are  supposed  to  have  escaped  from  a  travelling  menagerie.  Notice 
was  at  once  given  to  the  police,  and  two  reporters  were  on  the  spot 
within  half  an  hour  of  the  occurrence. 

Six  inches  (half  a  foot)  of  rain  fell  in  the  Lake  District  between 
Monday  night  and  Tuesday  morning.  None  of  the  oldest  inhabit- 
ants can  remember  to  have  ever  witnessed  such  a  downfall  before. 

The  unprecedented  mildness  of  the  season  may  be  judged  of  by 
the  fact  that  young  gooseberries,  the  size  of  marbles,  may  now  bo 
seen  growing  on  a  bush  in  a  garden  belonging  to  MR.  CHURCH- 
WARDEN TOFPEKY  at  Smalesworth. 

It  may  not  be  generally  known  that  the  Lord  Rector  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  St.  Mungo  is  bound  by  statute,  before  he  delivers  his 
Inaugural  Address,  to  satisfy  the  Senatus  Academicus  that  he  has 
read  through  the  works  of  BAEBOUH,  BUCHANAN,  DUUBAE,  HUME, 
ROBERTSON,  BLAIR,  ADAM  SMITH,  ALLAN  RAMSAY,  DUGALD  STEWART, 
and  NAPIER  of  Merchiston. 

A  venerable  centenarian  has  just  died  at  Dosselwhaite,  after  snc- 
MMfnlly  cutting  a  new  double  tooth.  MARY  ("MOLLY")  MAPLE- 
BECK  completed  her  lllth  year  last  June,  and  distinctly  remembered 
the  fireworks  and  other  public  rejoicings  on  the  conclusion  of  the 


Peace  of  "Westphalia.  She  has  left  behind  her  one  hundred  and 
ninety-seven  descendants  in  the  direct  line  (besides  collateral 
branches).  She  took  snuff  and  an  interest  in  politics  till  within  the 
last  fortnight  of  her  life. 

An  alarming  shock  of  an  earthquake  was  felt  in  most  of  the 
Western  Counties  at  twenty  minutes  past  three  on  the  morning  of 
the  17th  inst.  In  one  place,  the  kitchen  poker  fell  to  the  ground 
with  a  tremendous  crash,  and  awoke  the  entire  household ;  and  the 
Editor  of  the  Cormtbian  Cornucopia  has  in  his  possession  the  frag- 
ments of  a  valuable  china  saucer  (an  heirloom  in  his  family),  which 
the  housemaid  was  the  first  to  discover  on  the  floor  of  the  dining- 
room,  after  descending  to  her  morning  duties,  a  few  hours  subsequent 
to  this  convulsion  of  nature. 

A  remedy  for  sea-sickness  has  been  patented  by  an  influential 
member  of  Lloyd's,  and  will  shortly  be  introduced  at  all  the 
principal  British  ports.  The  ingredients  have  not  yet  leaked  out, 
but  it  is  understood  that  one  of  the  most  prominent  is  brandy. 

A  splendid  specimen  of  the  bald-headed  golden  eagle  (the  Aquila 
chrytaetoi  of  LINNJEUS)  has  been  shot,  by  one  of  LORD  CAIRNGORM'S 
gamekeepers  in  the  Hebrides.  It  measured  four  feet  six  inches  and 
a  half  across  the  chest,  and  the  rest  of  its  limbs  and  tail  were  in 
proportion. 

A  flock  of  wild  swans  flew  over  one  of  the  largest  drapery  esta- 
blishments in  the  City  late  on  Thursday  night,  as  the  employes  were 
leaving  for  the  day.  The  weather-wise  prognosticate  a  severe 
winter. 

A  strange  story,  connected  with  a  coal  mine  and  a  member  of  the 
Upper  House,  who  received  his  education  at  one  of  the  Universities, 
is  in  circulation  at  the  West  End  and  the  Clubs ;  but  as  it  is  likely 
to  call  into  requisition  the  services  of  the  "  gentlemen  of  the  long 
robe,"  it  would  be  premature  to  enter  into  fuller  details. 


Serve  Him  Bight. 

AN  Oxford  Undergraduate  was  the  other  day  convicted  of  Begging 
the  Question.   It  is  believed  he  will  be  sent  to  the  Mendicity  Society. 
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TREASURES    OF    MEMORY. 

Marmaduke.  "  I  SAY,  BROWN,  ADAMS  HAS  GIVEN  ME  ALL  THE  TOWNS  OF 
ENGLAND  TO  WBITE  OUT.  TELL  us  WHERE  EXETER  COMES,  WILL  YEB?" 

Launcelot  (who  has  a  wonderful  Idea  of  Sound).  "  WHY,  WE  LEABNT  'M  ALL 
IN  CLASS  THB  OTHER  DAY.  DEVONSHIRE,  EXETBB,  LEVITICUS,  NUMBERS, 
DEUTERONOMY,  JOSHUA,  JUDGES,  EUTH " 

LATEST  EDITION. 

OUR  Bigley  Correspondent  telegraphs  that  a  cow  on  a  neighbouring  farm  has 
given  birth  to  a  calf  with  two  tails. 

Our  Wateringmore  Correspondent  telegraphs  that  a  catfish  has  been  caught 
off  the  pier,  and  is  now  being  exhibited  on  the  esplanade  at  a  halfpennyper  head. 

Our  Canterbridge  Correspondent  telegraphs  that  MR.  ADAM  WALKER  GK  AMBLE, 
from  Bumbleswick  School,  was  this  day  elected  Sizar  of  St.  Guthred's  College. 
There  were  39  candidates.  MB.  JOHN  TROLLOBY  (Backwood  Grammar  School), 
prnximf  accessit. 

Our  Bally  gobopzle  Correspondent  telegraphs  that  the  Constabulary  have 
discovered  two  pitchforks  concealed  in  a  ditch  under  highly  suspicious  circum- 
stances, and  a  heap  of  mud. 

Our  Correspondent  in  the  North  of  Russia  telegraphs  a  serious  rise  in  the  price 
of  Caviare. 

Our  Jokingham  Correspondent  telegraphs  that  an  alarming  appearance  was 
observed  in  the  sky  over  that  town  at  a  late  hour  last  night.  By  a  subsequent 
telegram  we  are  glad  to  learn  that  a  large  bonfire  in  the  neighbourhood  was  the 
cause  of  our  Correspondent's  uneasiness. 

Our  Sandridge  Correspondent  telegraphs  an  enormous  influx  of  excursionists 
into  that  favourite  seaside  resort.  Not  a  shrimp  left  in  the  place — every 
whelk  sold. 

Our  Daddlebury  Correspondent  telegraphs  the  opening  of  a  grand  Fine  Arts, 
Industrial,  Horticultural,  Agricultural,  Piscicnltural,  Technological,  and  Gas- 
tronomical  Exhibition  (combined  with  a  Poultry  Show),  in  the  Town  Hall. 
MK.  WALESBY  STUKNEBALL,  the  Borough  Member,  was  present,  and  delivered 
the  inaugural  address. 

Our  Warden  Wells  Correspondent  telegraphs'  this  morning  the  unanimous 
election,  by  the  Town  Council,  of  MR.  WALTER  H.  WIDDIMAN  to  the  vacant 
omce  of  Superintendent  of  the  Borough  Fire  Brigade. 


ARITHMETICAL  NICETY.— The  objection  of  some  Conservatives  to  MB.  DIS- 
RAELI for  their  Leader  is,  that  he  is  too  clever  by — exactly— half. 


A  WELCOME  BACK  TO  JOHN  BRIGHT. 

WE 'BE  glad  to  see  you  back,  JOHN, 

Good  men  are  not  so  rife, 
But  the  House  must  feel  the  lack,  JOHN, 

Of  a  leader  in  the  strife. 
A  leader  big  of  brain,  JOHN, 

And  strong  and  straight  of  stroke. 
Whose  breath 's  not  spent  in  vain,  JOHN, 

Whose  buffet  is  no  joke. 

Sore,  sore  we  feel  the  need,  JOHN, 

( )f  pioneers  like  you, 
Who  onward  while  they  speed,  JOHN, 

Secure  the  ground  gone  through, 
Whose  eyes  have  got  a  cast,  Jons, 

That  front  and  back  take  in  ... 
And  by  the  distance  passed,  JOHN, 

Can  gauge  the  height  to  win. 

Who  though  to  Progress  vowed,  JOHN, 

Yet  Precedent  can  weigh  ; 
As  bad  as  clique  think  crowd,  JOHN, 

Hot  haste  as  dull  delay. 
Who  the  ODGEBS  and  the  DILKKS,  Jon.v, 

Can  measure  to  a  hair  ; 
Can  trounce  the  knave  that  milks,  Jon.v, 

The  fool  that's  milked  can  spare. 

Whose  tongue  will  never  stick,  Jomr, 

Hum-bugs  hum-bugs  to  call : 
Whose  hand  can  wind-bags  prick,  JOHN, 

Until  small  men  sing  small ; 
Now  the  Press  that  shuuld  cut  short,  Jon.v, 

To  folly  gives  full  flow, 
Till  in  its  long  report,  JOHN, 

Our  dwarfs  as  giants  show. 

We  want  you,  JOHN,  we  want  you 

To  lesson  each  young  fool, 
Who  flourishes,  to  daunt  you, 

His  red-cap  raw  from  school. 
We  want  you,  JOUN,  to  teach  lads 

The  worth  of  what  they  've  got : 
And  with  your  rod  to  reach  lads, 

Who  lessons  learn  will  not. 

We  want  you,  JOHN,  to  beacon 

The  ship  from  shoal  and  reef, 
Whose  risks  wise  pilots  reckon, 

Fools  scorn,  and  come  to  grief. 
In  short  we  want  your  aid,  Joror, 

In  steerage  more  than  steam — 
And  the  longer  you  have  stayed,  JOHN, 

The  welcomer  you  seem  ! 


SUPREMOS  IN  EXTREMIS. 

MONSIGNOR  FBANCHI  has  returned  from  Stamboul 
with  the  gratifying  intelligence  that  the  Porte  has  recog- 
nised the  POPE  as  the  supreme  head  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church ! 

There  has  been  a  time  when  St.  Peter  would  hardly 
have  accepted  such  a  testimonial  at  the  Lands  of  MA- 
HOUND.  But  misery  makes  a  man— even  a  vicegerent 
of  Heaven — acquainted  with  strange  bedfellows.  The 
Holy  Father,  deserted  by  his  faithless  sons,  the  crowned 
beads  of  Christendom,  may  find  a  comfort  in  recognition 
from  "  the  Commander  of  the  Faithful."  Still,  one  good 
turn  deserves  another.  The  least  the  POPE  can  do  now 
will  be  to  recognise  the  PADISHAH  as  supreme  head 
of  El  Islam.  And  then,  suppose  these  two  poor  old 
"  supreme  heads,"  tiaraed  and  turbaned,  laid  them- 
selves together — a  second  edition  of  "the  grand  two- 
icaded  combination "  —  to  see  how  they  could  best 
arrange  for  a  mutual  "happy  dispatch  — PADISHAH 
snapping  off  POPE'S  head,  and  POPE  PADISHAH'S,  to  the 
rreat  quieting  of  the  world  "  in  seecula  ttrculorum." 
supreme  heads! — quien  sabef  When  impostures  or  im- 
x)sthumes  come  to  a  head  they  burst.  "  Supremus  " 
neans  last  as  well  as  highest ;  and  ABDUL  Assiz  may 
?rove,  not  impossibly,  the  last  SULTAN,  andPio  NOHO,  not 
mprobably,  the  last  POPE. 
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AMSTERDAMISH    ENGLISH. 


OLE  people  are  always 
clamouring  for  a  universal 
language  and  a  universal 
coinage.  The  latter  would 
be  a  convenience,  perhaps, 
though  any  hindrance  that 
can  be  thrown  in  the  way 
of  restless  folks  who  can't  be 
happy  in  their  own  country, 
.V/-.  Punch  would  withdraw 
with  reluctance.  Who  was 
it  —  TUEODORK  HOOK  or 
somebody  else 't — who  wrote, 

"SIRS.  BILL  is  very  ill, 

Nothing  can  improve  her, 
Unless  she  sec  the  Tooleree. 
And    wud  die   through    the 
Loover." 

MRS.  BILL  would  go  about 
a  good  deal  more  but  for 
the  wholesome  "bothera- 
tion" of  foreign  money.  But; 
as  for  a  universal  language, 
that  appears  to  be  already 
in  use.  Look  here.  How 
well  English  is  written  in 
Amsterdam. 

"The  very  celebrated  AMERICAN-BALSAM,  notwithstanding  the  great 
competition,  preserve  the  pref'  rence  ;  wherefore,  did  is  your  question  because 
every  body  iscontent  with  his  expectation  and  recommend  this  balsam  indeed. 
"  The  under  signed  have  by  experience  of  himself  following  the  working  of 
this  balsam  and  may  be  rejoicing  to  ofl'er  an  his  honorables  fellow  citizens 
and  compatriots  a  very  excellent  remedy  to  prevent  the  sally  of  hair,  to  dis- 
siporte  the  erysipelas ;  and  than  the  greatest  desire  of  man  consist  to  recover 
the  hair  upon  their  bald-spates,  it  Is  reading  everyday  in  the  newspapers, 
but  none  annonce,  as  the  under  signed  has  the  right  to  do  it  with  contract 
NO  HAIR  NO  MONET. 

"The  prevent  imitation  none  than  THEOPHILE  is  sole  agent  for  the 
Netherlands,  St.  Nicbolasstreet  at  Amsterdam.     Ladys!   Perriwigs !  curls, 
tress  shall  be  dying  very  beautiful  is  every  colours,  of  light  haired  to  black. 
"  Bony  inspection  of  a  long  wigt  tress,  with  teen  differents  coleurs." 
It  is  clear  that  English  is  becoming  the  universal  language,  so  let 
the  MBS.  BELLS  rejoice,  and  buy  new  portmanteaux  and  trunks. 


anxious  to  know  how  old  CALCUAFT  was,  and  was  told  about  sixty ;  to  which 
he  replied  that  '  he  thought  he  would  be  too  old  for  such  a  job.'  " 

The  patient,  whichever  he  was,  found  himself  considerably  mis- 
taken : — 

"  BRYAN  bore  the  lashes  very  well  up  to  the  twelfth,  when  it  was  evident 
that  he  felt  the  pain  intensely.  The  blows  took  still  more  effect  on  the  back 
of  LU.I.I.Y,  who  was  not  of  so  stout  a  build  as  the  other  prisoner,  and  he 
writhed  a  good  deal  while  being  flogged." 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  he  writhed  to  some  purpose ;  and  to  that 
end  MR.  SHERIFF  BENNETT  handselled  his  shrievalty  with  a  judicious 
suggestion : — 

"  At  the  close  SHERIFF  BENNETT  expressed  a  hope  that  the  matter  would 
be  uiaili-  public,  as  he  thought  that  such  a  punishment  was  very  salutary  for 
offences  accompanied  by  violence." 

,The  operations  performed  by  ME.  CALCRAIT  on  MESSHS.  BRYAN 
and  LILLEY  may,  seven  years  hence,  turn  out  to  have  been  perfectly 
successful  in  their  curative  influence  on  those  gentlemen.  But  it  is 
very  desirable  that  means  should  be  taken,  to  secure  the  preventive 
effect  also  of  such  operations  on  others.  When  MR.  CALCRAFT  per- 
forms the  capital  operation,  a  black  flag  is  usually  hoisted  on  the 
Penal  Infirmary,  to  notify  it  to  those  whom  it  may  concern  outside. 
Another  Hag  might  be  run  up  whenever  he  performs  one  of  his 
minor  operations.  Say  a  striped  flag. 

The  system  of  criminal  photography  now  established  in  prisons 
might,  let  us  insist,  be  most  advantageously  applied  to  patients 
under  the  "cat."  There  could  not  be  a  more  improving  study  for 
the  dangerous  classes  than  the  face  of  a  garotter  photographed  in 
the  receipt  of  a  flogging  ;  and  the  photograph  could  be  engraved  for 
the  gratuitous  distribution  of  copies  of  it  among  them. 

It  is  reassuring  to  learn  that  apparently  the  arm  of  MR.  CALCRAFT 
is  not,  as  yet,  enfeebled  by  age.  Let  us  hope  that  this  is  really  so. 
But  the  moment  the  physical  vigour  necessary  for  the  thoroughly 
adequate  performance  or  his  correctional  operations  shall  appear  to 
have  become  in  the  least  degree  impaired,  let  no  time  be  lost  in 
appointing  MR.  CALCRAFT'S  successor,  and  rewarding  ME.  CALCBAFT, 
with  a  pension. 


OPERATIONS  IN  PENAL  SURGERY. 

Two  minor  operations  in  penal  surgery  were  performed  on  Satur- 
day last  week  by  MR.  CALCRAFT  in  Her  Majesty's  Criminal  Infirmary 
of  Newgate.  The  patients  were  two  young  men,  named,  respectively, 
BEBNABD  BBYAN,  and  SAMUEL  LILLEY.  The  case  of  each  was 
robbery  with  violence.  At  the  Central  Criminal  Court,  according  to 
a  reporter : — 

"BRYAN  was  found  guilty  of  robbing  a  man  at  night,  and  kicking  him 
violently  about  the  body  and  head ;  and  he  had,  moreover,  been  nine  times 
previously  convicted  of  different  offences." 

Habitual  Criminal,  MR.  BRYAN,  as  well  as  perpetrator  of  robbery 
with  violence.  ME.  BKYAN  was  sentenced  to  seven  years'  penal 
servitude,  seven  more  of  police  supervision,  and  thirty  lashes  with 
the  eat-o'-nine  tails.  As  for  ME.  LILLEY  : — 

"  In  the  case  of  the  other  prisoner,  it  appeared  that  he  attempted  to  rob  an 
elderly  lady  in  a  public  thoroughfare  between  three  and  four  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon.  He  seized  her  from  behind,  and  pulled  a  chain  that  was  round 
her  neck  so  tightly  that  she  was  nearly  strangled.  He  then  ran  off,  but  was 
pursued  and  captured,  and  he  violently  assaulted  some  of  the  persons  who 
took  him  into  custody." 

ME.  LLLLEY  was  adjudged  to  undergo  the  same  treatment  with 
MR.  BHYAU,  less  five  lashes. 

The  performance  of  these  operations  was  witnessed  by  a  select 
party,  limited  to  authorities  and  officers  of  the  Prison  and  the  City. 
It  is  a  pity  that  what  they  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  and  hearing, 
the  advantage  of  having  likewise  impressed  on  their  ears  and  eyes 
was  not  enjoyed  by  the  associates  and  acquaintances  of  MESSRS. 
BEYAN  and  LILLEY.  It  would  have  done  them  good.  Some  of  the 
unofficial  inmates  of  Newgate  may,  though  not  reported  to,  have 
hail  that  advantage.  If  so,  well. 

Either  ME.  LILLKT  or  MK.  BRYAN,  we  are  not  told  which,  seems 
to  have  entertained  some  doubt  whether  the  operation  whereof  he 
was  about  to  be  the  subject  would  be  effectually  performed  :— 

"  One  of  the  prisoners,  before  the  punishment  was  inflicted,  was  very 


MOKE  TRANSATLANTIC  NOVELTIES. 

"  We  have  the  authority  of  an  American  Journal  for  asserting  that  a 
married  lady  greatly  distressed  by  the  loud  snoring  of  her  husband,  has  in- 
vented a  machine  to  cure  him."' — Echo. 

A  MACHINE  to  cure  snoring!  What  next  shall  we  have  from 
America  ?  There  are  still  many  petty  annoyances  which  we  should 
be  delighted  to  see  mechanical  ingenuity  set  itself  to  overcome  ;  and 
we  recommend  the  following  as  fit  subjects  for  the  undoubted  inven- 
tive ability  of  our  American  first  cousins  to  work  upon  in  their 
leisure  hours. 

A  machine  to  prevent  babies  crying-. 

A  machine  to  suppress  sneezing. 

An  apparatus  to  render  dressing  on  a  cold  morning  a  more  com- 
fortable and  enlivening  operation. 

An  instrument  for  parting  the  hair,  particularly  the  back  hair, 
with  mathematical  precision  and  nicety. 

A  machine  for  tyeing  scarves  and  neckcloths,  without  the  aid  of  a 
looking-glass. 

A  machine  for  carving  joints  of  meat,  poultry,  and  game. 

An  improved  instrument  for  administering  castor-oil  and  other 
unnecessary  drugs  to  young  children. 

An  apparatus  for  closing  the  doors  of  railway  carriages  without 
needless  noise  or  violence. 

A  machine  for  the  prevention  of  coughing  in  churches,  concert- 
rooms,  theatres,  and  other  places  of  public  assembly. 

An  instrument  for  opening  oysters  easily  and  expeditiously. 

A  machine  for  fastening  ladies'  dresses  without  occasioning  any 
trouble  to  themselves,  their  female  attendants,  or  their  husbands. 


NOTRE  DAME  DBS  DOLLARS. 

ON  the  POPE'S  celebration  of  that  "  Possessio  "—which  has'been 
something  more  than  nine  points  of  the  law— his  taking  possession 
of  the  chair  of  St.  Peter,  now  so  shaky  in  the  legs,  loose  in  the  back, 
and  hard  in  the  seat,  a  Spanish  deputation,  we  are  informed,  pre- 
sented the  Holy  Father  "with  a  little  group  of  the  Holy  Family  in 
silver  "...  Virgin  silver,  of  course,  but  no  confusion  between  our 
Lady  of  the  Seven  Dolours  and  the  lady  of  the  seven  thousand 
dollars— "and  a  good  round  sum  in  Peter's  Pence."  Could_ there 
be  a  more  appropriate  way  of  showing  devotion  by  "  the  Spanish  " 
SUAKSPEAEE  talks  of  "  coining  your  blood  by  drachmas,"  but  your 
Don  coins  his  faith  by  reals,  and  so  ensures,  in  one  sense  at  least,  the 
real  presence  in  his  oblation. 
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JUDGES    ON    THE    HIGHWAY    ACT. 

v  Judges  on  (he 
Bench  have 
trying  to   con- 
strue    the    Highway 
I  .i-t    us    hope 
tin  -re   are  not  many 
highways  so  hard  to 
liiul  your  way  along1, 
as    the    Acts    under 
which   they  are  go- 
vcrm  <!. 

MOT, 

"It    ii    a    beautiful 
••nil 
i*    made     part    > 

part  of  the  first  ; 
and  it  appe  i 
is  an  at  pnl  if  it 
of  the  tint,  and  there  ifi 
no  appr.il  if  it  is  part  of 
the  second."     M 
J.  :  '  It  pnaws  all  human 


"-r  we  must  grant 
a  rule,  and  see  what  we 

iun  m.ii.i-  nf  them.'  " 

Of  course  you  must, 
dear  old  boys.  Anil 
you  know  you  like 
nothing  so  well.  It 
is  tor  the  legisla- 
ture to  grow  a  crop 
of  legal  nuts,  and 
for  the  Bench  to 
crack  them.  .Instead 
of  scales,  we  should  paint  our  Justice  with  a  sieve,  or  riddle,  as  they 
call  it  in  the  north  countrie,  trying  to  sift  the  truth,  and  the  motto, 
"Riddle-me,  riddle-me,  riddle-me-ree  !  " 

But,  dear  Justices,  consider  one  fact  per  contra;  or,  as  you  would 
say,  let  Punch  plead  a  set-off.  If  the  Law  were  clear  to  common 
apprehensions,  what  would  become  of  the  lawyers  ?  You  know  well 
enough  no  one  would  pay  so  high  for  the  service  of  guides  through 
a  plain  and  open  country. 

"  Omne  iijiiiitiim  pro  magniftco."  "If  you  go  to  law  you  know 
nothing  about,  you  must  pay  magnificently,'.'  is  a  wholesome  thought 
to  keep  down  litigation  among  the  wise  of  their  generation,  and 
keep  up  lawyers'  fees  among  the  foolish.  Happily  for  Bar  and 
Bench,  the  latter  aro  the  large  majority. 


EVENINGS  FROJI  HOMK. 

WE  have  cried  out  for  "  No  fees,"  and  at  several  Theatres  "fees 
to  Boxkeepers  "  are  abolished.  But  the  result  in  some  cases  is  only, 
after  all,  an  additional  tax  upon  the  Theatre-goers.  At  more  than 
one  theatre  the  sixpence,  supposed  to  be  formerly  given  to  the  man 
who  handed  you  the  playbill,  is  now  tacked  on  to  the  price  of  the 
stalls,  and  in  spite  of  every  rule  to  the  contrary,  the  Boxkeeper  or 
Boxkeeperess  forgets  to  give  you  the  programme  unless  he  or  she 
receives  the  abolished  tip.  On  having  handed  it,  he  or  she  stands  by 
you  as  long  as  possible,  evidently  expecting  the  gratuity,  and,  not 
getting  it,  leaves  sulkily,  and  probably  warns  his  or  her  companions 
in  the  lobby  against  doing  anything  civil  for  you  or  your  party  for 
the  remainder  of  the  evening. 

Also  let  this  test  be  put :  Do  the  tenants  of  the  Sox  offices  pat/  one 
jifHiii/  fans  /hint  tin-;/  iifnl  tn  hff nre  the  to-called  abnlish  menl  nf  Pees  f 
We  think  not.  Formerly  they  looked  to  re-coup  themselves  for  their 
outlay  through  the  Fees.  If  they  have  the  same  outlay  now,  is  it 
probable  that  they  do  not  still  look  for  the  same  return  ?  At  one  of 
our  largest  theatres  the  Stallkeeper  accompanies  you  to  your  stall, 
greatly  to  everybody's  inconvenience,  and  waits  upon  you  until  the 
bill  has  been  paid  for,  which  simply  indicates  that  he  expects  six- 
pence—and gets  it.  At  another  place,  where  gratuities  were  once 
abolished,  the  our  reuse  asks  if  you  '11  have  a  programme ;  you  take 
it,  and  then  she  hints  that  payment  is  necessary. 

This  week  we  have  not  yet  heard  of  the  state  of  the  Poll  at  the 
QUA  H'S  (no  relation  to  the  POLL  to  whom  our  "  heart  was  true "  at 
the  St.  James's),  but  from  private  information  we  hasten  to  antici- 
pate the  next  announcement. 


The  advertisement  is  thus  worded  :— 

Q-.es  aro  placed  throughout   the   theatre,   into 
which  ihi-  -p.etators  of  The  Itmpat  are  requested  to  insert  the  name 
of  the  Sli  ik-.po:iriun  pluy  which  thi-yjin  ;  -.  ,<  the  majo- 

rity of  votes,  on  the  withdrawal  of   T/,,  Temiie.il,  will  i   next  year. 

"f  the  poll  on  Saturday  1  'ct  1st,  Macbeth  2nd,  1'ericlet  3rd. 


AIDIEXCKS'   RKQIJESTS  0.\    CU-.D  :>   INTO  BOXES. 

1.  I  should  like  you  to  play  "./  M  Xiijkt't  Jew." 

TOMMY. 


•2.  Wliy  not  try  Hum/el,  with  Mil.   Vm.r.Aim:  in  the  principal 
pirt,  and  Mil.  RYDK.  i  :     liint'a  the  idea,  my 

boy.  .». 

.-Produce  Ufackth.    I  am  at  Hlxsrty  for  next  November. 
ui't  do  better. 

Theatre  Xogal,  -nvr.KR,  Tragedian. 

t.  What  's  that  play  where  somebody  says  — 
"If  the  whole  world  is  --  " 

I  forp<-t  what,  but  there's  something  about  lobsters  or  oystew,  or 
:n  it.     Ili'Wi  vi-r,  find  out  that  play  oi  vu's 

and  your  fortune  is  made.  HoJtB  RCLE 

Maiden  Lane. 

"AKSPEAHE  !    My  dear  boy,  you  can't  :  don't  try  another. 

Ix   Vixo. 

>':  Give  u»  Sht/lock  with  the  Jew  left  out,  and  save  a  salary. 


7.  [ID  King  Lear,  only  announce  it  as  a  burlesque,  and  then 
nobody  will  be  disappointed.  OOJTKRIL  &  Co. 

"u'vo  got  a  capital  company  for  Henry  the  Fourth,  right 
through  from  beginning  to  end.  When  will  the  theatre  be  to  let, 
eh  ?  I  know  of  a  performing  troupe  of  dogs  which  would  do  well  at 
your  place.  By  the  way,  might  bring  'em  in  to  SIIAKSPRAMS'S  next. 

Yours, 

BAKCO. 

9.  I  've  seen  the  Tempest,  MR.  RYDER  as  Prospero,  is  really 
admirable.  Quite  the  conjuror  and  hanky-panky.  Miss  HODSON'S 
Artel  is  very  pretty,  and  the  final  Tableau  most  poetical.  Hope 
MB.  RYDER  will  hold  on  tight  to  that  ship  every  evening  as  it  goes 
off.  I  think  it  wants  oiling.  All  well  at  home?  ehr1  Ah!  that 
reminds  me;  why  not  play  "  Alts  Well  that  Endt  Well"—  the 
great  point  being,  you  see,  to  end  well.  Yours, 

JOLLV. 

10.  Do  Henry  the  Eighth.  Why  not  ?  I  don't  see  why  you  thould, 
but  still  I  suppose  you  'd  do  this  as  well  as  anything.    '  p», 


Cox. 


11.  Look  here,  get  good  actors,  and  then  we  '11  tell  you  what  play 
of  SHAKSPEA RE'S  we'll  have.  Two  nrst-rate  artists  in  a  company 
won't  make  the  success  of  a  play  of  SIIAK.-I'KARK'S,  or  of  anybody's. 
After  Miss  HODSON,  MR.  RYDER,  and  MR.  RHINOLD,  as  Caliban, 
whom  have  you  got  ?  Go  to,  thou  malapert  knave !  Get  the  brave 
sprites  to  do  the  Magician's  bidding,  and  thy  reward  shall  be  that 
which  Thine  own  Virtue  giveth,  Yours, 

A  SINCERE  ADMIRER  OF  EVERYBODY  AJTD  You 
us  PAKTICCLAR. 


LOSS  AND  GAIX. 

THE  acquittal  of  CAPTAIN  THRUFP  by  the  late  Court-Martial  on 
the  loss  of  the  Megtera  amounted  to  a  verdict  of  "  Not  Guilty,  but 
very  much  the  reverse."  As  to  beaching  the  Mega-ra,  in  fact,  the 
Court  "  werry  much  applauded  what  he  'd  done."  The  guilt  in  this 
case  rests  upon  shoulders  which  will  perhaps  be  discovered  by  a 
Royal  Commission  appointed,  or  supposed  to  be  appointed,  ad  hoc. 
In  the  meantime,  as  the  Post  observes : — 

"  The  fact  is  before  us,  that  five  years  ago  the  Admiralty  wa«  warned  that 
the  Meytcra  would  shortly  need  extensive  repairs ;  and  yet,  in  spite  of  that 
warning,  and  without  effecting  those  repairs,  the;  sent  her  out  on  a  Ion;  and 
perilous  voyage,  which,  except  in  the  salvage  of  life,  had  the  result  which 
might  easily  have  been  anticipated." 

One  would  think  that  they  were  proprietors  of  the  Mercantile 
Marine,  not  guardians  of  the  Royal  Navy ;  and  that  the  Megrera 
had  been  heavily  insured.  But  no,  they  were  only  officials  who  had 
the  office  given  them  to  economise  at  all  hazards. 
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A    POSER. 

Enthusiastic  Young  Lady.  "  0,  MR.  ROBINSON,  DOES  NOT  IT  EVER  STRIKE  YOU,  IN  LISTENING  TO  SWBET  Music,  THAT  THE  RUDIMENT 
OF  POTENTIAL  INFINITE  PAIN  ts  SUBTLY  WOVEN  INTO  THE  TISSUE  OF  OUR  KEENEST  JOY  ? " 


HIS  FAVOURITE  CHARACTER. 

WHY  should  we  look  with  a  squint,  or  a  curved  eye, 

At  GLADSTONE'S  enrolment  among  the  Perfervidi. 

Well  may  he  hear  what  R.  BURNS  calls  "  the  heady  gree  " 

Mid  the  north-islanders,  vide  his  pedigree — 

His  grandfather,  highly  esteemed  and  respected, 

Was  as  the  Provost  of  Dingwall  selectit, 

(And  a  jolly  old  place,  by  the  way  is  that  Dingwall, 

Where  folks  know  the  way  to  eat,  drink,  shout,  and  sing  well), 

And  Scotia,  right  proud  of  her  share  in  Peelides, 

Sticks  to  his  banner  with  optima  fides. 

England  may  grumble  and  Ireland  may  gibber  all, 
But  Scotland,  en  bloc,  gives  her  vote  for  the  Liberal, 
And  his  phrase  was  no  formal  conventional  platitude, 
But  an  honest  and  graceful  expression  of  gratitude. 
And  so,  to  please  DONALD,  and  TAVISH,  and  ALECK, 
And  other  brave  lads  who  read  nothing  but  Gaelic, 
We  present  him,  kilt,  bonnet,  and  spleuchan,  and  all, 
(Which  Highlanders  fancy  "  the  garb  of  old  Gaul") 
And  he  '11  dance  a  long  time,  to  ourselves  as  it  seems. 
While  he  balances,  wisely,  between  The  Extremes. 


FOR  MEDICAL  STUDENTS. 

SPEAKING  of  the  HABVEY  Tercentenary,  and  an  Exhibition  which 
it  is  proposed  to  hold  in  commemoration  of  that  sanguinary  event, 
the  British  Medical  Journal  says : — 

"  Some  interesting  relics  of  HARVEY  will  be  collected,  including,  if  possible, 
buste,  early  portraits,  and— an  excellent  precedent  in  matters  of  circulation — 
original  copies  of  his  books  will  be  shown." 

Question  for  the  next  examination  at  the  College  of  Surgeons. 
Read  this  paragraph  carefully  through,  and  state  your  opinion  as  to 
the  probability  of  a  jocular  allusion  being  intended  to  HAKVEY'S 
immortal  discovery. 


REARRANGEMENT  OF  PARTIES. 

WHIGS  and  Tories  now  no  longer  exist,  except  in  provincial  towns 
where  the  parties  so  respectively  named  mean  certain  sets  of  persons 
accustomed  each  to  vote  on  the  side  of  certain  Ministers.  Liberals 
and  Conservatives,  as  opposed,  cease  to  represent  the  old  distinction 
between  Whigs  and  Tones.  Every  honest  man  is  now  more  or  less 
a  Liberal.  Every  man  in  his  senses  who  either  has,  or  expects  to 
have,  anything  to  lose,  is  more  or  less  a  Conservative.  The  two 
parties  into  which  people  are  really  resolving  themselves,  are  Con- 
stitutionalists and  Revolutionists.  It  is  high  time  the  former  should 
part  company  with  the  latter.  Then  there  will  be  a  long  innings 
for  a  strong  Government.  In  the  meantime  Her  Majesty  s  Oppo- 
sition (headed  by  ODGER,  BRADLAUGH,  and  DILKE)  wfll  be  the 
Opposition  to  the  QUEEN. 


Hatherley's  Obiter  Dictum. 

(See  the  recent  Correspondence  on  Appointments  to    Wthh   County  Courts 
between  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR  and  OSBOKNE  MORGAN,  Q.C.,  M.P.) 

WELSH-SPEAKEBS  for  Welsh  Judges  find ! 

What  good  thereof  should  come  ? 
Justice  in  English  Courts  is  blind  ; 

Why  not  in  Welsh  Courts  dumb  ? 


Judges'  Justice. 

So,  according  to  the  Judges,  a  Baker  cannot  be  punished  for 
putting  alum  into  his  bread.  They  manage  these  things — we  mean 
Bakers— better  in  the  East.  Let  us  have  an  Oriental  kind  of 
Judge  to  sit  in  cases  of  adulteration,  and,  as  he  must  have  a  name, 
let  us  call  him  ALUM  BEY.  He  must  find  his  own  Hammer  and  Nail, 
and  an  evil  Baker  must  find  Ear  and  Doorpost. 
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"  MR.  GLADSTONE  IS  EVER  HAPPY  TO  APPEAR  IX  THE  CHARACTER  OF  A  SCOTSMAN." 

Letter  from  the  PRSXISRS  Secretary. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

LESS  my  soul ! "  exclaims 
I'K.VDELL.  tapping  his 
own  shoulder,  and  feel- 
ing his  chest  all  over, 
in  order  to  find  out 
where  on  earth  his  eye- 
glass had  got  to.  Fail- 
ing in  his  attempts  to 
catch  it  anywhere,  lie 
adopts  the  alternative 
of  screwing  up  his  eyes, 
and  thrusting  his  head 
well  forward  towards 
me,  then  he  repeats  in 
his  jerkymanner,  ''La! 
— urn— so  it  is!  Aim  ! 
Bless  my  soul!  WhoM 
have  thought  it  !  " 
Tln-n  suddenly,  as  if 
l>v  inspiration,  How 

:  t» 

Then  we  shake  hands. 
After  this   lie   p., 
more    to  himself  than 
me.    "  Odd !  .  .  .  why 
it  must  be— dear  me ! 
—  here    he     taps    his 
breast-pocket,  and  ap- 
pears puzzled.     I  ask  him  has  he  lost  anything  ? 

"  Kh  :-  "  hr  replies—"  No."  Then  with  a  short  laugh,  and  diving 
into  his  right-haml  pocket,  "  No—  only  my  spectacles— I 'm  always 
losing  them.  Ah !  here  they  are"— in  his  coat-tail  pocket,  whence 
he  produces  an  old-fashioned  leather  case,  from  which  he  takes  a 
Ijair  of  spectacles,  and,  having  wiped  them  carefully,  and  tried  them 
nrst,  by  holding  them  several  inches  away  from  him,  where,  I  am 
persuaded,  he  eauiiot  see  them  at  all ;  he  adjusts  them  on  his 
nose,  blinks  several  times,  then  takes  a  good  look  at  me  through 
them.  This  examination  proving  my  identity  to  his  satisfaction,  he 
says,  "Ah!  dear  me!  .  .  so  it  is  !  .  .  Bless  my  soul '  .  .  gat  verv 
stout,  eh  ?  " 

I  retort  upon  him  with,  "  "Well,  you  've  got  very  bald  since  I  last 
saw  you." 

He  passes  his  hand  over  his  head  with  quite  a  surprised  look,  as  if 
he  'd  had  plenty  of  hair  in  the  morning,  but  had  somehow  lost  it 
since  breakfast.  Ascertaining  by  this  process  that  my  information 
is  not  altogether  incorrect,  he  replies.  Ah,  yes  !  um — but — um — 
I  've  a  great  deal  more  hair  than  I  had  a  year  ago." 

I  tell  him,  when  we  become  confidential,  that  I  am  travelling  for 
the  benefit  of  my  health,  to  find  some  place  to  suit  me,  and  reduce 
this  tendency  to  stoutness.  On  hearing  that  I  am  engaged  upon  a 
literary  work  (my  Analytical  History  of  Motion,  which  I  have  not 
touched  for  some  time),  he  proposes  that  I  should  come  and  stop  with 
him. 

I  think,"  says  he,  considering  the  matter,  frowningly,  "the  air 
of  our  place  wiL  be  just  the  thing  for  you  .  .  .  yes— um— just  the 
very  thing.  We're  very  quiet— but— um— there 's  sport  ...  no 

shooting  to  speak  of  ...  and  hunting  just  begun  .  .  .  and " 

evidently  finding  that  he  has  exhausted  all  the  resources  of  his 
country,  he  finishes  up  with—"  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

I  thank  him,  and  ask  him  where  he  lives.  "  0 !  "  he  says,  as  if 
this  was  a  sort  of  home-thrust  on  my  part,  and  he  wasn't  prepared 
for  it,  "  0— ah— yes—  "  then  he  laughs  shortly,—"  rather  out  of  the 
way— Cornwall—  Here  he  pauses,  and  looks  straight  at  me  as 
much  as  to  say,  "  What  do  you  think  of  that  ?  " 

I  say,  "  0,  indeed !  Cornwall !  "  as  quite  a  matter  of  course.  If 
he  d  said  '  Northumberland  "  or  "  Nova  Scotia."  my  reply  would 
have  probably  been  the  same.  After  all,  why  shouldn't  he  live  in 
Cornwall,  or  in  Northumberland,  or  in  Nova  Scotia  ? 

Yes,"  he  continues,  apparently  pleased  at  finding  that  I  neither 
go  off  into  fits  of  laughter,  nor  throw  any  doubt  upon  his  informa- 
tion :      Cornwall  .  .  .  Penwiffle  .  .  .  Cornwall."    Then  he  looks  at 
me  once  more,  to  see  how  I  take  this. 
Flash.— He 's  evidently  been  accustomed  to  meet  with  ill-bred 


was  a  matter  too  serious  for  joking. 

I  tell  him  that  if  I  don't  find  my  Aunt  at  Exeter,  I  will  return 

«wT      e  1S  golng  to  Exeter  on  business,  and  this  will  suit  him. 

We  re  a  very  quiet  party,"  he  says,  presently,  in  an  apologetic 

tone,     Perhaps  too  quiet  for  you  ...  no  balls  ...  or  parties." 

u  ^'"^--Does  he  begin  to  be  sorry  he 's  asked  me  ?    Why  should 
he  think  I  'm  not  quiet  ? 


I  reply  that  I  prefer  quiet,  and  that  I  think  I  've  been  having  too 
much  excitement  and  worry  lately.  My  thoughts  revert  to  the 
yacht,  and  Miss  STUAITII.MKKE. 

"Ah!  that's  all  right,  then,"  returns  PENDELL,  clearly  much 
relieved  at  hearing  from  myself  that  1  do  not  want  a  large  dinner 
party  every  evening  with  a  but  moMM/ three  times  a  week, 
he  continues,  always  jerkily,  as  if  giving  me  the  <//•»«/</', 
of  Penwiffle— "  There 's  only  my  wife  .  .  um — she'll  be  delighted 
to  see  you — um." 

He  stops,  and  I  put  in,  feeling  obliged  to  say  something,  "  Yon  're 
married,  eh ?" 

sU'ti-r-Flash.—  Stupid  observation  on  my  part.  He  tell*  me  he 
has  got  a  wife,  and  1  ask  him  if  he  's  married. 

\nii'.    Not  to  do  this  again. 

I'Mxni.i.i,  seesnooll'riu'o  in  the  interruption,  and  answers,  "  U  y-. 
Married  eight  years' ago.  .  .  .  Six  children.  Six— um— six— "  thinks 
it  over  ;  then  repeats,  as  if  he  'd  just  arrived  at  the  Bum  total—" 
six  children." 

"  How  old  is  the  eldest?"  I  ask. 

Flash.  Haven't  1  done  wrong  in  accepting  an  invitation  where 
there  are  six  children:'  Time  to  reverse  my  decision  before 
reaching  E.v 

"  Ali !"  he  exclaims,  then  repeats  my  question.  "How  old?  .  .  . 
um  .  .  .  let  me  see.  Well— um."  Then,  with  a  laugh—"  I  don't 
know.  Hut,"  he  reassures  me,  "  my  wife  does— she  knows—"  then  to 
himself,  and  looking  away  from  me  towards  the  other  window— 
"  she  knows." 


over 

observes,  "  if  you 're  writing 

.  .  .  plenty  of    character  in    Cornwall."    I    thank    him.    I    like 

character. 

"  0  yes,"  he  continues,  "  we  '11  have  a  very  jolly  time."  He  is 
quite  brightening  up  in  anticipation  of  my  visit.  This  is  hearty 
and  hospitable.  "  Yes— let  me  see.  I'll  ask  Old  RUDDOCK,  of 
Polluvel,  to  meet  you  "—this  sounds  interesting—"  he  'U  amuse  you 
.  .  .  and — yes — my  stepmother  'a  staying  with  us  now  .  .  .  she  'a 
deaf  .  .  .  very  deaf  .  .  .  and — um — my  wife '»  a  great  invalid — 
you  won't  see  much  of  her  .  .  .  and— there 's  my  half-brother  .  .  . 
don't  suppose  you  've  ever  met  him  ...  he 's  got  over  a  fever  lately 
.  .  .  and  ...  ho 's— nm— he 's  a  little  silly  in  his  head  ...  but '' 
—cheering  up  again—"  I  '11  ask  Old  RUDDOCK  to  meet  you  one  night 
at  dinner ;  he  Tl  amuse  you  —  he 's  a  great  character,"  here  he 
finishes  with  a  laugh  at  some  comic  reminiscence  of  Old  RUDDOCK  of 
Polkivel. 

"  He 's  very  amusing,  then,  eh?  "  I  ask,  smiling,  and  getting  up 
as  much  interest  as  I  possibly  can  in  Old  RUDDOCK,  whom,  somehow, 
I  dislike  intuitively. 

Flash  (of  STRAITHUSRS).— "Why"  dislike  him?  Ant.— Don't 
know. 

PENDEL  answers  my  question  enthusiastically.  "  0  yes,  Old  RUD- 
DOCK— ha !  ha ! "  here  he  laughs,  evidently  at  some  joke  of  the  old 
wag—"  Old  RUDDOCK  !— he  'fl  amuse  you— if  he  'U  only  talk.  That  'g 
it,  he  continues,  his  enthusiasm  suddenly  cooling  down,  on  this 
reservation  about  Old  RUDDOCK  occurring  to  him.  "*'  That 's  it .  .  . 
if  he  '11  talk.  Sometimes,  when  he  doesn't  know  people,  he  won't  say 
a  word." 

Clearly  an  amusing  person,  Old  RUDDOCI. 

Exeter.  No  Aunt.  When  PENDELL  has  finished  his  business,  go 
back  with  him  to  Penwiffle,  Cornwall. 

Flash.  Never  been  to  Cornwall.  Make  notes.  Cornwall— Characters. 


A  RAP  ON  THE  NOSE  FOR  BARDOLPHS. 

DR.  BERNXBR— if  we  are  to  believe  the  Pall  Mall— baa  made  the 
startling  discovery  that  a  stream  of  electricity,  directed  on  a  drunk- 
ard s  red  nose,  will  kill  off  grog-blossoms,  as  an  April  frost  nips 
peach-blooms.  Let  the  tippler  who  wishes  to  play  old  gooseberry 
with  the  admiral's  lantern  at  his  poop,  turn  on  it  an  electrical 
current.  We  may  have  to  lament  the  extinction  of  some  light-house 
beacons  kindled  on  nasal  promontories,  to  warn  us  off  the  shoals  on 
which  so  many  good  ships  lie  stranded ;  jolly  noses  will  become 
sorry  noses,  and  their  wearers  will  have  to  new-word  OLIVTEB  DB 
BASSELIN'S  famous  old  Bacchanal  of  the  Vaux  de  Vire,  so  boldly  and 
cleverly  appropriated  by  its  translator— our  admirable  CRICHTON— the 
author  of  Jack  Sheppard:— 

"  Jolly  nose !  from  those  rubies  that  garnish  thy  tip, 

And  were  dug  from  the  mines  of  Canary, 
To  draw  off  the  colour  let  BEK.VIBH  dip, 
In  electrical  currents  contrairy. 

This  my  nose !  " 

Surely  DR.  BERNIER'S  quite  deserves  to  be  called  the  greatest 
nosological  discovery  of  the  day. 
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THE    COMPLIMENTS 

Irish  Labourer.   "  GOOD  MARNIN',  CAPTAIN  ! 


DELOIOHTED  TO  SEE  YE  AGAIN! 
BAD  LANDIN'  !" 


OF    THE    SEASON. 

YE'VE  HAD  A  QUICK  PASS.VOE  ACROSS,  BUT  A 


THE  PREMIER'S  CHIEF  PARTS. 

THE  Stewards  of  the  Scottish  Corporation  invited  MB.  GLADSTONE 
to  their  banquet  on  St.  Andrew's  day.  A  note  in  reply  from  the 
PREMIER'S  private  Secretary  thus  concludes : — 

"  MR.  GLADSTONE  desires  me  to  thank  you  for  this  invitation,  and  to  say 
that  he  is  ever  happy  to  appear  in  the  character  of  a  Scotsman,  but  fears  that 
his  absence  from  London  will  on  the  present  occasion  prevent  his  being 
present  at  your  festival." 

The  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  is  admired  for  the  natural 
style  in  which  he  does  the  leading  business  of  the  political  stage. 
Hia  own  favourite  character  to  appear  in  is.  however,  that  of  a  Scots- 
man. What  sort  of  Scottish  character  does  our  PREMIER  prefer  ? 
Would  he  rather  choose  to  act  a  Scottish  lover  or  a  Scottish  tyrant  ? 
If  his  chief  humour  is  for  a  tyrant,  he  can  perform  Macbeth.  Would 
he  play  a  lover,  a  part  which  might  fit  him  is  that  of  the  Master  of 
Ravenstcood,  a  hero  of  whom,  though  he  does  not  absolutely  commit 
suicide,  it  may  yet,  in  a  sense,  be  said  that  he  is  a  lover  who  kills 
himself  most  gallantly  for  love,  and  it  would  be  difficult  to  name  a 
Scottish  lover  who  is  more  condoling.  Then  there  are  various  comic 
Scotsmen  in  whose  characters  Her  Majesty's  accomplished  PRIME 
MINISTEB  might  sometimes  deign  to  appear,  always,  of  course,  with 
triumphant  success.  Everybody  would  like  to  see  ME.  GLADSTONE 
in  Dominie  Sampson,  or  Baillie  Nicol  Jarvie,  which  latter  part,  to 
show  his  versatility,  he  might  alternate  with  that  of  Rob  Roy,  amid 
unbounded  applause,  on  every  occasion  drawing  down  the  house — so 
to  speak  of  a  statesman  who  has  declared  that  he  will  think  three 
times  before  he  gives  in  to  the  proposal  of  pulling  the  House  of 
Lords  down. 

Sharp  Practice. 

A  PAEAGRAPH,  headed  "  SIB  R.  P.  COLLIER'S  Translation,"  com- 
pels the  reflection  that  this  is  a  Passage  in  the  history  of  ME.  GLAD- 
STONE'S Administration  about  which  the  less  said  the  better. 


A  VERY  OLD  STORY. 

THAT  very  remarkable  person.  M.  EMILE  DE  GIRARDIN,  proposes 
a  scheme  by  which  criminals  shall  be  shamed  into  virtue.  According 
to  their  evil  doings  they  are  to  wear  cards,  which  he  calls  "  Acts  of 
Life"  of  different  colours,  and  he  believes  that  they  all  find  them- 
selves so  uncomfortable  that  they  will  emigrate.  We  have  heard  in 
the  Critic  of  a  play  that  was  to  put  housebreaking  in  so  ridiculous  a 
light  that  bolts  and  bars  would  go  out  of  fashion.  M.  DE 
GIRARDIN  may  have  read  this.  We  dp  not  suppose  that  he  ever 
read  HORACE  WALPOLE,  or  we  might  think  that  he  had  borrowed  an 
idea  from  a  story  that  "HOBBY"  tells.  A  representative  of  the 
Samoyeds  obeyed  the  summons  of  the  EMPBESS  OF  RUSSIA,  who  pro- 
posed to  give  codes  of  laws  to  all  her  subjects.  He  did  not  in  the 
least  understand  what  was  desired  of  him,  his  people  wanted  no 
laws,  but  were  of  course  ever  ready  to  obey  his  Sovereign  Lady. 
"Want  no  laws!"  said  the  Minister.  "Why,  you  are  men  like 
others,  and  must  murder,  cheat,  steal,  rob,  plunder,  and  so  on.' 
"  It  is  true,"  said  the  Savage,  "  we  have  now  and  then  a  bad  person 
among  us,  but  he  is  sufficiently  punished  by  being  shut  out  of  al] 
society."  Poor  M.  DE  GIEARDIN,  his  idea  is  not  only  absurd,  but 
not  even  original. 

A  Doleful  Ditty. 

READER,  you  have  probably  seen  advertised  a  Poem  by  LORD 
NUGENT  under  the  title  of  Y'  Tichborne  Dole.  This  "  Dole,  once 
the  annual  distribution  of  bread  at  Tichborne,  has,  you  know,  been 
discontinued;  but  would  it  surprise  you  to  hear  it  said  that  the 
greatest  of  all  Tichborne  Doles  is  the  Tichborne  Trial  now  pending- 
to  the  dolour  of  all  save  the  Public  and  the  Lawyers  ? 

THOSE  objectors  who  think  that  the  office  of  First  Commissioner  o 
Works  ought  not  to  be  a  political  one,  must  surely  forget  that  it 
occupant  has  to  take  care  of  party  walls. 
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HOPEFUL    STUDY 

IFOR  THE  RECTOR,  WHO  HAS  BEEN  MORALISING  OK  THE  WICKEDNESS  OP  SUNDAY 

AMUSEMENTS. 

"  YES,  I  MAKE  A  POINT  OF  NEVER  USING  OUR  OWN  HORSES  OK  CARRIAGES  ON  SUNDAY. 
WHEN  WE  DINE  OUT  ON  THAT  DAY,  wx  ALWAYS  HIRE." 


"HOME  RULE," 

As  enforced  by  a  strift  Disciplinarian 

(Female"). 
No  Smoking. 
Due  observance  of  the  Scraper 

and  Door-Mat. 

Cold  Dinners — without  a  Murmur. 
Early  Rising. 
Karly  Setting. 
No  Latch-Kuy. 
1'ice-Pudding. 
Toast-and-Water. 
Standard  Autlr 
Improving  Conversation. 
\n  I'uns. 
Sunday  Clothes. 
Long  Walks. 
Long  Sermons. 
No  Fires  before  November  or 

after  March. 

Thick  Bread-aud-Butter. 
Thick  Boots. 
Third  Class. 
Black  Draughts, 
(iruel. 
Goloshes. 
Comforters. 
No  Hot  Water. 
Kound  Game — for  Love. 
Instructive  Toys. 
Little  Pocket-Money. 
Marsala. 
Exeter  Hall. 


A  Displeased  Denomination. 

HER  MAJESTY'S  Government  are  sup- 
posed to  be  highly  popular  with  Noncon- 
formists in  general ;  out  there  is  one  par- 
ticular sect  of  Dissenters  whom  it  is  evident 
that  they  have  grievously  offended.  They 
are  manifestly  in  deep  disgrace  with  the 
Plymouth  Brethren. 


CURIOSITIES  OF  THE  CITY. 

MR.  PUNCH,  who,  as  a  citizen  is  deeply  interested  in  all  City 
matters,  has  been  making  some  researches  in  the  noble  Library  at 
Guildhall.  He  has  discovered  several  facts,  in  ancient  civic  MS., 
and  he  appends  his  notes  therefrom,  respectfully  suggesting  to  the 
authorities  that  they  cause  the  customs  in  question  to  be  strictly  kept 
up  in  these  days  of  innovation. 

The  first  night  the  new  Lord  Mayor  sleeps  in  the  Mansion  House, 
he  is  bound  by  Charter  (2  Ric.  II.)  to  go  round,  with  the  City 
Architect,  sword  and  macebearers,  to  see  that  all  the  doors  and 
windows  are  securely  fastened.  He  then  proceeds  alone  to  the 
Whispering  Gallery  in  St.  Paul's,  with  a  lighted  taper  in  his  right 
hand,  and  writes  his  name  in  a  book  kept  there  for  that  purpose, 
without  turning  to  look  behind  him. 

During  their  term  of  office,  the  Sheriffs  have  a  right  to  enter 
Epping  Forest,  and  cut  down  as  much  timber  as  they  please  for 
lighting  their  kitchen  fires. 

Every  new  Alderman  must  work  the  handle  of  Aldgate  pump  up 
and  down  nine  times,  within  fourteen  days  after  his  election. 

It  is  the  duty  of  the  Deputy  of  the  Ward  to  taste,  four  times  a 
year,  the  milk  supplied  to  every  family  within  his  jurisdiction. 

No  Common  Councilman  can  be  out  after  twelve  o'clock  at  night, 
without  leave  in  writing  from  the  Recorder. 

The  Recorder  is  entitled  to  a  new  wig  every  other  year.  He  has 
a  lien  upon  the  Corporation  Estates,  if  the  bill  is  not  settled  after  a 
second  application  has  been  made  for  payment. 

Whenever  there  has  been  a  Banquet  at  the  Guildhall  or  Mansion 
House,  the  City  Remembrancer  is  compelled  by  the  terms  of  his 
appointment,  on  his  return  home,  to  ent-r  in  a"  ledger,  when  the 
house  is  still,  full  particulars  of  the  dishes,  wines,  guests,  toasts, 
sjit  eches,  and  cheers,  together  with  the  words  of  the  songs  sung  by 
the  professional  vocalists. 

It  is  the  agreeable  privilege  of  tire  City  Solicitor  to  mend  the  Lady 
Mayoress's  pens  every  Monday  morning. 

On  the  first  Saturday  after  his  election,  "  Mr.  Secondary"  must 
attend  at  Guildhall  to  wind  up  the  clock. 

The  Lord  Mayor's  footmen  have  their  hair  powder  found  them  out 
of  the  Coal  Duties. 


RARE  NEWS  FOR  TEETOTALLERS. 

HERE  is  a  bit  of  good  news  for  teetotallers  I  With  a  slight  change 
of  the  names  (which  we  are  not  paid  to  advertise),  we  copy  it  verba- 
tim from  a  Bordeaux  newspaper  :— 


"  LES  TINS  DE  BORDEAUX  CLASSES. 

"IMITATION  HEMAUQUABI.E. 

"  Par  1' Ether  cenanthique  compose  ou  Bouquet  de  Vina  fire,  de  — 
macien,  rue  — -,  a  Bordeaux,  I  fr.  pour  une  piece ;  le  litre,  20 
tonneaux.  Stive  de  Sauterne.  Mode  d'emploi." 


— ,  phar- 
fr.  pour  8 


Persons  of  the  teetotal  persuasion  will  doubtless  welcome  with 
much  pleasure  an  invention  such  as  this,  which  certainly  seems 
likely  to  bring  converts  to  their  creed.  People  who  believe  that 
there  is  "  no  deceit  in  wine,"  may  probably  be  tempted  to  renounce 
their  faith  when  they  reflect  upon  this  imitation  remarauable" 
which  is  practised  at  Bordeaux.  Even  the  most  hardened  wine- 
bibber  would  shrink  from  sniffing  the  bouquet  of  the  claret  he  was 
sipping,  if  he  only  knew  it  had  been  bottled  by  a  chemist.  Mean- 
while, as  a  cloud  nangs  over  the  wines  of  sunny  France,  we  should 
advise  our  English  readers  to  stick  to  English  beer,  as  being  on  the 
whole  less  of  a  doctor's  stuff.  If  they  want  a  drinking  song,  what 
say  they  to  this  ? — 

How  unhappy  could  I  be  with  ether, 
To  imitate  claret's  bouquet  \ 

So  pure  malt  and  hops  mingled  together 
More  safe  to  my  lips  I  '11  convey. 


The  "Wine  Stopped. 

IN  an  article  on  SIR  CHARLES  DILKE,  and  his  Newcastle  Speech, 
the  Spectator  observes  that  he  "  does  not  seem  to  have  ventured  to 
make  a  butt  to  his  audience  of  the  Poet  Laureateship,  seeing  who 
fills  the  office."  How  could  SIR  CHARLES  THE  SECOND  have  done 
this,  when,  with  his  knowledge  of  the  Royal  Household,  he  pro- 
bably knew  that  the  connection  of  the  Poet  Laureateship  with  a 
butt  has,  happily  for  the_  credit  of  this  country,  no  longer  any 
existence  ? 
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"PATENT    SAFETY!" 

Portly  Female.  "BE  CAREFUL,  CABMAN;  I'M  so  AFRAID  OF  HIS  TUMBLING  DOWN.     IT'S  VERT  SLIPPERY  ON  THAT  ASPHALTE." 
Cably.  "ALL  RIGHT,  MUM!    You  'Ssi'  WELL  BACK,  MUM,  AND  I'M  BLESSED  IF  HB  COULD  GO  DOWN  IF  HE  TRIED!  " 


WET  AND  DRY. 

(Being  the  Thanksgiving  Song  of  a  Thirsty  Soul  of  Great 
Swallow,  but  Limited  Resources.) 

HUBBAH  for  the  Frost,  and  the  Tee  so  thin 

On  the  "  Waters  Ornamental," 
With  ladders  and  ropes,  and  men  to  go  in 

To  immersions  accidental ! 
Hurrah  for  the  cosy  and  snug:  marquees 

Of  the  kind  Humane  Society  ! 
For  well-warmed  blankets  and  beds  of  ease, 

And  stimulants — sing  Lulliety ! 

A  fig  for  ATSTON,  that  Turk  of  Turks. 

To  the  Commons'  House  let 's  go, 
And  make  'em  insist  that  the  Board  of  Works 

Shall  drain  the  Park  lakes  low. 
Into  four-foot  water  'tis  safe  to  fall — 

'Tis  a  morning  tub  for  me ! 
With  the  icemen  by.  and  the  drags  to  haul, 

And  the  "  hot  with  "  steaming  free ! 

All  green  and  blue,  and  tallow  of  hue, 

I  pull  a  piteous  mug  ! 
Wet  clothes  off!  Into  hot  blankets  two, — 

No  objection  to  a  rug ! 
His  teeth  they  chatter  :  he  shuts  his  eyes : 

His  pulse  is  very  low  : 
For  stimulants  his  system  cries — 

Then  let  the  hot-grogs  flow  ! 

Yes— bless  the  Frost,  the  Parks,  and  the  Ice, 

And  bless  the  Humane  Society ! 
Long  may  they  provide  marquees  so  nice, 

And  stimulants  to  satiety ! 


And  oft  may  I  find  myself  immersed 

In  the  Ornamental  Waters, 
While  to  warm  me  through,  and  to  quench  my  thirst, 

The  H.  S.  finds  such  quarters ! 


PUNCH'S   EEVIEW. 

Punch's  Pocket-Book  for  1872. — Rarely  has  fallen  under  our 
notice  so  perfect  a  gem  of  artistic  and  literary  art  as  this  charming 
volume,  and  it  is  our  impartial  and  unbiassed  opinion  that  this  is  the 
Book  of  the  Season.  The  names  of  the  artists  who  have  contributed 
a  mass  of  the  most  delectable  pictures  ever  seen  are  known  to  us, 
and  therefore  in  order  to  avoia  the  slightest  suspicion  of  being 
influenced,  we  will  merely  say,  that  whether  we  regard  the  illustra- 
tions to  this  album  for  their  fancy,  grace,  taste,  brilliancy,  ease, 
power,  finish,  or  finesse,  we  are  equally  amazed  at  the  genius  which 
has  been  exhibited  by  the  gifted  artists.  But  the  literary  composi- 
tions are  anonymous,  and  we  have  no  guess  at  their  authorship,  and 
therefore  we  may  praise  them  without  laying  ourselves  open  to  a 
charge  of  flattery.  We  have  no  guess  at  the  owners  of  the  pens  that 
have  shed  such  a  profusion  of  sparkles.  There  are  dramas,  any 
one  of  which  would  make  a  manager's  fortune,  ghost  stories  that 
would  freeze  the  blood  under  a  tropical  sky,  fairy  tales  that  might 
excite  the  envy  of  HANS  ANDERSEN  (could  he  feel  that  passion), 
lyrics  which  deserve  an  immortality,  and  satires  that  will  attain 
one.  We  imitate  the  graceful  reticence  of  contemporary  critics  in 
speaking  guardedly  of  that  which  we  admire,  and  in  avoiding  any- 
thing like  puff,  which  indeed  were  superfluous  in  the  case  of  this 
volume,  but  we  will  say  that  the  production  is  simply  amazing.  We 
observe  that  a  considerable  addition  is  made  to  the  usual  quantity  of 
literature,  and  if  we  could  find  it  in  our  heart  to  complain  of  the 
Editor,  whoever  he  may  be,  we  should  gently  reproach  him  with 
having  given  us  twenty  times  too  much  for  the  coin  which  pur- 
chases the  book.  No  gentleman's  pocket,  no  lady's  desk,  can  be 
without  it.  _  (Adv.) 
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MY    HEALTH. 

UK  STA  TTO.v.  —  ( Cornwall.) 
PENDELL  says  that  we 
have  four  miles  to  drive 
before  we  arrive  at  his 
house.  Dark  night. 
Drix/ling,  slightly.  "0 
yes,"  says  he,  in  answer 
to  my  question  as  to  the 
means  of  conveyance. 
"My  trap  '11  be  here." 
Hope  so,  sincerely.  In  a 
new  atmosphere,  in  a 
fresh  county,  before 
you  're,  as  it  were,  accli- 
matised, there  's  nothing 
so  dangerous  as  getting 
damped;  not  wet  through, 
but  damped.  It  means 
rheumatism,  cramps, 
pains,  shootings,  and  all 
the  fearful  things  that 
appear  in  an  advertised 
list  of  complaints  curable 
by  some  patent  medicine. 
PENDELL  says  to  me, 
quietly,  "  You  notice  the 
Station-Master.  He 's  a 
character."  I  ask  him  if 
he 's  as  great  a  character 
as  Old  RUDDOCK,  whom  he 
mentioned.  "  Ah  !  "  he 
says,  smacking  his  lips, 
"he's  a  character,"  and 
then  he  laughs  "Ha! 

ha ! "    abruptly,  as   if   at   some   recollection   of   a.  joke  of   Old 
RUDDOCK'S, 

Pir.it  Notes  on  Cornwall  (which  I  make  while  PENDELL  is  gii-ing 
directions  to  the  Porter  about  the  luggage).  Strange  dialect,  as  if 
the  people  were  more  or  less  angry  with  one  another.  That 's  the 
first  impression.  My  second  impression  is,  that  I  don't  understand 
more  than  half  of  what  they  're  saying. 

A  labourer  is  leaning  against  the  railings,  and  speaking  to  the 
Station-Master.  I  watch  him,  expecting  to  hear  something  from 
"  the  character."  I  fancy  that  (as  it  does  not  sound  angrily  in  this 
instance)  a  joke,  a  retort,  and  a  repartee,  have  passed  between 
them ;  and  that  the  Station-Master,  judging  from  his  sudden 
silence,  while  the  others  are  laughing,  is  getting  the  worst  of  it. 
Noting  down  the  only  repartee  that  I  am  able  to  catch,  I  find  that 
it  sounds  something  like  this  : — 

Labourer  (lolling  against  railings,  and  laughing  at  Station- Master). 
Mak  e  a  twarry  wiska  twarry,  ay  t 

Roars  of  laughter  at  this  sally.  "The  character"  walks  off 
silently.  Perhaps  this  is  what  makes  him  a  character.  Then  they 
look  round  at  me. 

Flash. — Being  in  a  strange  country,  ingratiate  yourself  with  the 
people.  A  smile  does  it.  I  smile,  ana  /  think  it  does  it.  They  look 
atone  another  as  much  as  to  say.  "He's  not  such  a  bad  sort  of 
fellow  after  all,  though  he  doesn't  belong  to  these  parts."  Talking 
of  getting  on  well  in  a  strange  country,  reminds  me  that  I  once  met 
a  man  who  knew  no  language  but  his  own,  and  who  told  me  that  he 
had  never  had  any  sort  of  difficulty  in  making  himself  understood 
abroad  by  smiles,  nods,  and  by  knowing  the  names  and  airs  of 
several  songs  out  of  Italian  Operas,  and  also  of  some  popular  French 
ballads.  On  the  strength  of  this  last  accomplishment,  he  told  me  he 
stopped  for  nearly  a  week  as  the  guest  of  a  distinguished  Family  in 
Switzerland,  who,  I  suppose  (the  truth  has  occurred  to  me  since), 
didn't  know  how  to  get  rid  of  him,  because  they  couldn't  say  good- 
bye in  English.  He  also  told  me  that  he  very  nearly  married  an 
Italian  Countess,  whom  he  met  at  a  small  inn  on  the  Rhine,  and 
with  whom,  after  table  d'hote,  he  had  exchanged  the  names  and 
tunes  of  at  least  twenty  songs  while  sitting  out  in  the  moonlight 
sipping  May- wine,  and  smoking  mild  tobacco.  He  had  a  scheme  for 
proposing  to  her  which  was  very  simple.  He  was  going  (he  told 
me)  to  have  turned  his  signet  ring  round  so  as  to  conceal  the  stone, 
and  only  show  the  plain  gold  semicircle,  and  to  have  proffered  this, 
touching  his  heart  with  it  first,  and  then  raising  nis  eyebrows 
inquiringly,  and  singing  "  Tu  m'ami !  "  from  Les  Huguenots.  This 
ingenious  plan  came  to  nothing,  however ;  as,  while  he  was  arranging 
his  ring,  and  settling  the  proper  key  for  his  tune,  he  noticed  a  wed- 
ding-ring and  a  keeper  on  the  lady's  finger.  This  settled  the 
question,  so  he  simply  sang  the  "  Good  Right  "  from  the  Barber  of 
Seville  (which,  by  the  way,  he  pronounces  " Boney  Sarah"  (not 
much  of  a  compliment  to  the  Italian  Countess),  and  by  adding 
"  Partons  pour  la  Syrie"  implied  that  he  was  off  next  morning 


for  Mayence,  allegorically  represented  by  the  Syria  of  the  song.  I 
also  notice 

PKXIIBLL  reappears.  "  Hallo !  "  he  exclaims ;  "  here,  you  are  '. ' 
Then,  with  a  short  laugh,  "  Aha !  I  've  been  looking  for  you,  every- 
where. Aha!  I'm  so  short-sighted,  and  this  light  so  bad,  that  I  can 
hardly  see  two  inches  in  front  of  me." 

I  follow  him  out.  A  gig  is  in  waiting  for  us.  "  JKKOIIOAM!" 
PENDELL  suddenly  calls  out,  peering  into  the  darkness. 

Flash. — 1  am  startled.  There  's  an  awful  sound  about  it.  In  the 
darkness,  in  a  new  county,  with  a  shadowy  gig-horse  before  me, 
suddenly  to  hear  a  voice  challenging  a  reply  from  out  of  the  gloom, 
with  "JEROBOAM!" 

Is  it  a  pass-word  'i    No  ...    A  voice  says— 

"  Yezzurr." 

The  answer  proceeds,  apparently,  from  the  horse's  mouth. 

Inii-h.  h.—  Cornwall  is  a  County  of  Legends  and  Poi-tir 

Tradition,  and  I  gee  at  once  how  this  occurrence,  if  handed  down 
from  generation  to  generation,  would  become  at  last  the  wvll-kuuwu 
story  of  PKX  DELL'S  Talking  Horse. 

Being  accustomed  to  the  light,  or  rather  want  of  it,  I  now  perceive 
a  man  holding  the  horse.  This  is  JEBOBOAM. 

"Ah!"  says  PENDELL,  in  a  satiUied  tone ;  "that's  all  right. 
JKKOIIOAM  will  bring  the  luggage  after  us  in  a  cart :  ho '11  hit  on  it, 
and — um — urn — "  nere  he  is  mounting  to  the  driving  seat. 
"  METHUSALBH  will  drive  him  home." 

I  feel  that  I  open  my  month,  nose,  and  lift  my  eyebrows  with 
astonishment.  Extraordinary  place,  Cornwall ! 

JEROBOAM  sitting  on  my  luggage  in  a  donkey-cart,  driven  by 
MKTIIUSAI.KH  ! 

I  repeat,  aloud,  to  myself,  "  JKKOIIOAM." 

"Ah!"  says  PKNDELL,  "he's  a  character — quite  a  character." 
"  So,"  he  adds,  after  a  littlo  thought,  probably  to  compare  the 
two.  "  So  is  METHUSALKH  !  " 

I  wonder  to  myself  whether  they  're  characters  like  Old  HADDOCK 
and  the  Station-Si  aster. 

Xil  admirari-^mt  I  can't  help  remarking  to  PJJNDELL  that  these 
names  sound  a  little  odd. 

"Ah,  yes."  he  replies:  "  yes"— he  is  leaning  well  forward, 
always  peering  into  the  darkness—"  You  may  let  her  go,  JERO- 
BOAM." 

JEHOBOAM  obeys,  and  the  mare  starts,  showing  an  inclination  at 
first,  for  the  right-hand  side  of  the  road. 

"  Um !  "  says  PENDELL,  smacking  his  lips,  and  then  shaking  his 
head.  "Odd!" 

I  ask  if  anything  's  the  matter  ? 

"  No,"  he  returns :  "  she's  a  little  restive,  p'raps,  after  standing 
about  "—then  he  suddenly  shouts  out,  "  Hey !  "  to  something  on  his 
right. 

It  is  one  of  the  posts  of  the  gate  leading  out  of  the  station. 

"  Aha !  "  he  laughs,  on  discovering  this  ;  "  I  am  getting  so  blind 
at  night,  I  don't  think  I  can  see  an  inch  before  me.  Perhaps  the 
post  is  a  character.  Shouldn't  be  surprised. 

We  have  four  miles  to  drive. 

Mild  Inquiry.—"  I  suppose— at  least  I  sincerely  hope,  that  it 's  a 
pretty  straight  road  to  your  house." 

"  Um ! "  replies  PENDELL,  considering — "  nasty  in  parts ;  sharp 
turnings  and  narrow  bines."  Again  he  shouts  out,  "  Hey  !  "  mean- 
ing that  somebody  or  something  on  his  right  is  to  get  out  of  his 
way. 

It  is  the  corner  of  a  parapet,  which,  /  can  clearly  see,  even  on  such 
a  night  as  this,  borders  a  bridge  over  the  river. 

"I  was  once  talking  to  a  fellow  who  was  sitting  beside  me  when 
I  was  driving,"  says  PENDELL,  with  a  keen  relish  of  the  humour  of 
the  proceeding,  "  and  we  came  right  up  against  the  corner  that 
we  've  just  passed." 

It  occurs  to  me  to  ask  him.  "  Do  you  often  drive  ?  " 

"Drive!"  he  repeats:  "Lor'  bless  you!  yes— always."  Then, 
with  his  usual  short  laugh,  "  Aha— um!  I  very  seldotn  have  any 
accidents — very  seldom.  Get  np !  Tchk  !  Pst— st — st !  "  All  this 
to  the  horse,  Which,  thank  goodness !  is  showing  no  signs  of  restive  - 
ness. 

Flash.— Better  not  talk  to  him,  or  distract  his  attention  from  his 
driving. 

"  It 's  all  pretty  elear  here,"  he  says. 

We  are  on  a  broad  road.  I  am  sure  something  is  in  front  of  ns. 
a  large  waggon,  I  fancy,  coming  towards  us.  I  don't  like  exactly 
to  point  out  such  an  object  as  this  to  him.  He  might  think  that  I 
was  interfering.  He  doesn't  seem  to  see  it.  We  are  driving,  too, 
on  pur  wrong  side.  I  hardly  like,  either,  to  remark  on  this  novelty, 
as  it  may  be  a  Cornish  as  well  as  a  French  custom. 

I  am  sure  it  is  a  large  waggon  coming  towards  us.  Most  danger- 
ous. I  ask,  "  Isn't  there  a ."  He  interrupts  me  ;  "  Ah,"  he 

says,  thrusting  his  head  forward,  ''Iwas— um—  wondering  whether 
that  was  anything.  I  can't,"  he  adds  slowly,  and  not  checking  the 
horse's  trot  for  a  second,  "  I  can't  make  out  whether  it 's  a  man  or  a 
cart." 


VOL.   LXI. 
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SOONER    OR    LATER. 

Old  Gent.  "  WHEN  is  THE  STEAMEK  DUE  HERE?  " 

Highland  Pier-Master.    "  VARIOUS.     SOMETIMES  SOONER,  SOMETIMES  EARLIER, 

AN1  EVEN  SOMETIMES   BEFORE  THAT,   TOO." 


A  COUNTRYMAN  AT  THE  CATTLE-SHOW, 

MY  eye,  what  sight  o'  stock  is  here, 

0'  pigs,  and  snip,  and  cattle ! 
Our  thoughts  wuz  all,  this  time  last  year, 

Took  up  wi'  news  o'  battle. 
But  now  awhile  we  finds  relief 

In  zummut  like  smooth  water  ; 
We  turng  agen  to  Christmus  Beef, 

Instead  o  Christian  slaughter.; 

Whereas,  upon  a  spell  o'  peace 

There  simsto  be  reliance, 
Let 's  look  at  all  that  there  increase 

0'  flocks  and  herds  wi'  science. 
It  is  a  wonder  to  the  eye 

Which  on  that  picter  veeasts, 
That  there  gurt  Show  and  huge  supply 

0'  London  Chrismus  beeasts !,' 

'Tis  out  o'  Mother  Earth  as  they, 

All  on  'em,  draas  their  sources, 
Droo  turmuts,  mangold,  grain,  and  hay, 

Which  we,  by  tilliage  forces. 
To  make  her  bring  forth  all  them,  fruits, 

We  've  got  for  to  improve  her, 
Wi'  vittles  they  sucks  up  by  roots  ; 

Which  vittles  is  manoeuvre. 

Them  ship  and  bullocks,  hence  few  days, 

Turned  into  mutton-eaters, 
And  beef,  will  farm,  the  larned  says, 

The  flesh  o'  human  creturs. 
That  Pig  you  now  hears  grunt  and  squeak, 

Med  soon,  if  Butcher  hush  'un, 
Come  out  on  zome  young  lady's  cheek, 

In  pork-fed  roses  blushun. 

On  barley-male,  fat,  well  you  knows, 

Did  that  there  Hog  git  fatter. 
The  barley  wuz  on  refuge  rose — • 

Sitch  is  the  round  o'  matter  ! 
Long  may  we  'tend  the  Cattle  Show, 

At  every  celebration, 
And  help  make  all  that  matter  flow, 

The  coorse  o'  circulation.  . 


Half  a  minute  decides  the  question.  A  loud  shout  from  the  wag- 
goner, who  is  luckily  walking  by  the  side  of  his  team,  a  sudden  pull 
over  to  the  left  on  PENDELL'S  part,  I  grasp  the  side  of  the  gig,  and 
in  another  three  seconds  we  have  passed  by  the  waggon. 

Flash,—  Not  show  nervousness.  Be  cheerful  over  it.  Say  "Ah! 
that  was  near." 

PENDELL  stamps  on  the  footboard,  and  laughs  heartily.  "  Near ! " 
he  exclaims,  "  oho— um — that 's  nothing !  pst-tchk ! " 

"  Wouldn't  he  find  it  useful  to  wear  his  spectacles,"  I  suggest. 

"  No,  not  a  bit,"  he  replies,  "  Spectacles— no  good  at  night." 

"But  lamps,"  I  say;  "wouldn't  you  find  lamps  of  some 
service?" 

"  0  yes,"  he  replies ;  "  most  people  use  'em  about  here.  But  I 
don't  when  I  'm  driving  myself.  Can 't  see  anything  when  I  've  got 

lamps.    Get  up !  Pst-tchk ."    I  feel  a  sort  of  scooping  motion, 

as  if  I  was  being  shovelled  round  somewhere  in  a  spoon,  while  PEN- 
DELL is  tilted  up  a  little  on  his  side.  Then  the  bump  of  a  rut, — and 
PENDELL  and  I  are  sitting  evenly  again. 

Flash. — We  have  just  come  round  one  of  the  nasty  corners.  Per- 
haps the  nastiest.  I  ask  him  if  this  is  so.  "  0  no,"  he  replies, 
"  that 's  nothing." 

1  But,"  I  protest,  "  your  side  was  up  on  the  bank." 

'  Was  it  ?  "  he  says ;  then  adds,  confidentially,  "  Well,  the  fact  is, 
t/utt  turning  took  me  by  surprise.  The  old  mare  knew  it  ...  um 
—but  I  thought  it  was  further  on,  pst-tohk ! "  Here  he  chuckles  to 
himself  as  if  the  chance  of  an  accident  was  the  funniest  thing  he  'd 
known  for  a  long  time.  I  ask  him  what  amuses  biro  ?  He  replies, 
''.Oh— Old  RUDDOCK— aha !— he 's  quite  a  character.  You  must  meet 
him — aha  " — and  we  're  nearly  into  a  ditch,  or  hole  of  some  sort. 

Bang— jerk— bump.  Ruts.  Nearly  out  of  our  seats.  "  Most  of 
our  roads  are  first-rate  here,"  he  informs  me  ;  "but  this  bit— um— I 
don 't  know  — um — I  must  speak  at  our  Board  meeting  about 
this  .  .  .  ." 

Bump — bump,  jerk,  bump.  Holding  'on.  Whish !  up  on  my 
side,  down  on  his  ;  result,  we  are  round  another  corner,  safely. 


Three  more  corners.  Then  PENDELL  asks,  "  Can  you  see  a  gate 
before  you,  eh  ?  " 

Before  I  have  time  to  reply  that  I  have  noticed  something  white, 
the  horse,  who  doesn't  want  to  be  pulled  up,  cleverly  saves  nis  nose 
by  stopping  short  of  the  gate  by  a  foot. 

"Ana!  shut!  bless  my  soul — um — that's  that  idiot  JEROBOAM." 
PENDELL  gives  me  the  reins,  and  descends.  He  opens  the  gate,  and 
I  drive  in. 

"  Here  we  are ! "  says  PENDELL,  remounted  on  the  box.  We  are 
driving  up  an  avenue.  Beyond  this  I  can  see  nothing.  But  there 
are  no  more  corners.  Lights  from  the  windows  of  the  house  visible 
at  last.  I  almost  expect  to  find  my  hair  turned  white  in  a  single 
night  when  I  get  down. 

Welcome,"  says  PENDELL." cheerily,  "to  Penwiffle."  Then 
suddenly  to  himself,  "I  wonder "—"  What P "  I  ask.  "I  was 
wondering,"  he  says,  "if  JEHOSHAPHAT 's  in."  Then  he  bawls, 
"JEHOSHAPHAT  ! " 

Good  gracious !    What  a  set  of  names ! 


BEESLY  OX  BAD  PRINCIPLES. 
THE  learned  and  logical  PKOFESSOB  BEESLY  has  written  thus: — 

"  I  will  only  add  that  as  Positivism  and  Communism  are  irreconcileably 
opposed  ou  the  most  vital  questions,  no  good  can  be  served  by  confounding 
them." 

Nevertheless,  confound  both ! 


Want  of  Harmony. 

THEY  have  queer  names  for  things  in  America.  In  the  State  of 
New  York  there  is  a  public  building  which  is  called  "Sing-Sing." 
It  is  not  a  Music  Hall,  but  a  Prison. 
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MIXED    PICKLES. 

Domestic  (in  terrified  accents).    "0,  MUM,  HERE'S  MASTER  PLANTAO'N'T,  'M,  HAS  BEEN  AND  BROKK  HIS  GRAN'PA'S  INK-BOTTLK  is 
THH  LIB'AKT,  AND  CUT  HIS  FINGER  DREADFUL,  'M  !  !" 

Grandmamma's  Darling  (gleefully  alluding  to  his  Nasal  Organ).  "  AND  nor  A  MAHIILE  UP  BY  DOZB,  GRA'DBA*  !  !  " 


EVENINGS  FROM  HOME. 

At  the  Lyceum.— The  thanks  of  all  really  interested  in  the  wel- 
fare of  Dramatic  Art  in  this  country— which  means  a  somewhat 
wider  circle  than  is  comprehended  in  the  phrase,  "  the  play-going 
public  " — are  due  to  MR.  BATEMAN,  not  merely  for  having  produced 
Le  Juif  Pohnais  with  a  completeness  which  leaves  scarcely  anything; 
to  be  desired,  but  for  having  afforded  MR.  H.  IRVING  an  opportunity 
for  the  partial  development  of  a  tragic  power  for  which  few,  even 
among;  those  who  are  carefully  watching  the  dramatic  world  for  the 
"  coming  man,"  would  have  given  him  credit. 

The  Belli,  a  good,  honest,  literal  translation,  not  in  any  sense  an 
adaptation,  of  the  French  original,  remains,  what  MM.  EKCKMANN- 
CHATRIAN  intended  it  to  be,  "  une  simple  etude  dramatique  (crite 
tans  aucune  preoccupation  ilu  theiltre.  Emphatically  a  dramatic 
study,  and  not  a  drama,  it  places  before  us  the  sketch  of  a  picture, 
where  one  figure  alone  is  the  centre  of  attraction,  and  all  else  in 
it  are  but  accessories.  The  burden  thus  laid  upon  an  actor's 
shoulders  is  indeed  heavy  to  bear,  especially  as  the  most  interesting 
part  of  the  action  has  to  be  performed  in  a  cramped  space,  behind  a 
gauze,  and  under  the  peculiarly  vulgarising  influence  of  the 
essentially  theatrical  lime-light. 

The  highest  praise  that  can  be  awarded  to  MR.  IRVING  is,  that  the 
spectators  experience  a  sense  of  relief  when  the  curtain  descends 
upon  the  last  Act  of  this  nightmare  play,  and  though  the  end  only 
introduces  them  to  the  beginning  of  fresh  sorrows,  oy  showing  the 
awfully  sudden  death  of  a  father  upon  the  very  morning  of  his 
daughter's  wedding,  yet  the  genuine  applause  which  calls  MR. 
IBVUTQ  to  the  front,  testifies  their  thorough  recognition  of  the 
actor's  merit.  The  scenery  and  the  characteristic  costumes  are 
perfect,  while  the  composition  and  the  arrangement  of  the  Alsatian 
music  reflect  the  greatest  credit  upon  M.  SINGLA,  of  the  Cluny 
Theatre,  where,  in  the  summer  of  'CO,  this  piece  was  first  produced. 
Whether,  with  an  English  public,  a  dramatic  study  with  so  har- 
rowing a  termination  will  prove  a  lasting  success,  is  a  question 


which,  for  the  sake  of  Actor  and  Manager,  we  hope  will  evoke  a 
favourable  response.  Yet,  if  so,  what  will  be  the  probable  result  ? 
Imitation  in  the  same  line.  After  the  first  Sensation  Drama  in  the 
West  End,  the  theatrical  market  was  glutted  with .  sensations. 
Shall  we  be  deluged  with  horrors?  Are  we  to  have  Authors  and 
Managers  saying  to  the  public,  like  the  Fat  Soy  in  Pickwick  to  old 
Mrs.  Wardle,  I  wants  to  make  your  flesh  creep."  Perhaps  so. 
Let  us  not  anticipate.  Apropos,  Pickwick  finishes  the  entertain- 
ment at  the  Lyceum.  MR.  IRVING  plays  Jingle.  This,  after  Mathis, 
is  an  incongruity.  It  looks  like  KEAN  "afterwards  Clown."  We 
hear  that  some  one  else  is  to  take  this  part  in  future  ;  perhaps  the 
change  has  already  been  made.  In  any  case  we  prefer  to  see  MR. 
IRVING  play  the  Jldls  without  the  Jingle. 


THE  FUTURE  OF  FRANCE  AND  ENGLAND. 

0  FRANCE,  in  future,  wise  as  we 

By  sore  experience  grown, 
Strive  but  to  keep  your  own  self  free, 

Your  neighbours  leave  alone. 

Mankind  example  let  us  give, 

And  Woman  also,  France  ; 
We  '11  teach  the  Nations  how  to  live : 

You  teach  them  how  to  dance. 


to  an  address  presented  the  other  day  by  certain 
"  protested  against  all  idea  of 


Non  Possumus. 

IN  replj         

visitors,  the  POPE  is  said  to  have 

coming  to  an  understanding  with  Italy."  Very  likely.  If  his  Holi- 
ness be  infallible  in  defining  unintelligible  dogmas,  it  is  therefore 
all  the  more  out  of  his  way  to  come  to  an  understanding  with 
anybody. 
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I  VR 


THE    WIQSLEY    CENTENARY- 

T  was  the  Hundredth  Anni- 
versary of  the  birthday 
of  the  great  WIQSLEY, 
whose  works  are  known 
wherever  the  name  of 
WIQSLEY  is  known.  To 
borrow  a  memorable  ut- 
terance of  one  of  the 
speakers  at  the  Centenary 
Banquet  (LORD  ROCKSIL- 
VER,  the  Lord-Lieutenant 
of  his  native  county), 
"  the  sun  never  sets  on 
the  fame  of  JOSHUA 
JAMES  WIQSLEY  ;  the 
horizon  of  his  renown 
broadens  and  brightens 
with  every  recurring 
twenty-four  hours,  ana 
the  influence  of  his  ca- 
reer is  only  conterminous 
with  the  botinds  of  Civi- 
lisation and  the  exten- 
sion of  the  Electric  Tele- 
graph." 

Another  member  of  the  Centenary  Committee  (the  Clerk  of  the 
Peace)  remarked,  with  perhaps  even  greater  felicity  of  expression, 
"His  name  and  last  address  are  engraved  on  the  hearts  of  all  who 
are  not  deaf  to  the  inspirations  of  genius,  or  dumb  to  the  call  of 
talent,  and  a  brighter  halo  never  encircled  the  brows  of  any  middle- 
aged  man  than  that  which  plays  lambent  around  the  temples  of  the 
deathless  WIQSLET." 

The  Centenary  festivities  in  his  native  place  commenced  at  a  very 
early  hour,  and  they  were  not  concluded  when  the  mail  was  made 
up  for  India.  The  Police  had  instructions  to  call  all  the  leading  in- 
habitants at  daybreak,  and  nobly  they  performed  their  duty. 

Bands  of  travel-stained  pilgrims,  enthusiastic  Wigsleyites,  with 
return  tickets,  and  provisions  in  reticules  and  handkerchiefs  bearing 
Wigsley's  portrait  in  the  centre,  began  visiting,  as  soon  as  the  gas- 
lamps  were  extinguished,  both  the  houses  where,  on  the  best 
authority,  he  was  declared  to  have  been  born,  and  inspected,  with 
passionate  interest  and  praiseworthy  impartiality,  the  two  cradles  in 
one  or  other  of  which  the  future  glory  of  his  age  must  unquestion- 
ably have  cried  at  an  early  period  in  his  life. 

Ihey  then  either  left  their  cards,  or  called  in  person  on  his  old 
nurse,  an  undoubted  centenarian  and  something  more,  who  was 
found,  in  her  best  cap,  spending  the  evening  of  her  days  in  the 
Wigsley  Almshouses.  From  her  venerable  lips  they  heard  how 
the  sure  coruscations  of  genius  early  ripened  in  her  infant  charge, 
and  how  the  dawn  of  intellect  flashed  in  his  broad  blue  eye,  and  lit 
up  his  dome-like  forehead  and  pyramidal  brow.  With  pride  she 
snowed  them  his  first  pair  of  knitted  socks,  with  the  once  dainty 
ribbon  blanched  by  the  hand  of  Time  and  the  laundress,  and  an 
authentic  fragment  of  the  blue  sash  he  wore  the  day  he  was  short- 
ened. The  old  lady  evinced  much  thankfulness  for  the  packets  of 
mild  tobacco,  in  which  the  gratitude  of  many  of  her  visitors  found 
an  appropriate  outcome. 

But  the  Museum  at  the  Town  Hall  proved  the  chief  attraction. 
There  the  industry  of  the  Committee  and  the  local  authorities,  the 
unwearied  efforts  of  the  Town  and  County,  and  the  liberality  of  our 
great  National  Institutions,  had  brought  together  such  a  collection 
of  articles,  closely  interwoven  with  WIGSLEY'S  brilliant  existence, 
or  bound  up  with  his  simple  daily  habits,  as  has  seldom,  if  ever,  been 
described  by  the  local  papers.  There  you  might  see  portraits  of 
WIGSLEY  taken  in  almost  every  year  of  his  life,  from  two  upwards, 
in  every  position  or  attitude  which  he  could  have  assumed  during 
that  long  period,  in  all  the  various  dresses  he  had  been  known  even 
once  to  wear,  and  in  every  capacity  of  his  public  or  private 
career.  There  you  might  also  inspect  pictures  of  his  first  love,  his 
second  love,  the  three  ladies  he  ultimately  married  in  rapid  succes- 
sion, each  with  her  hair  done  in  a  different  style,  all  his  thirteen 
children,  some  of  his  grandchildren,  his  dogs,  his  shooting-pony, 
and  his  confidential  black  servant.  There  loving  hands  had  gathered 
together  views  of  both  the  houses  and  both  the  rooms  in  which  he 
was  born,  the  modest  thatched  cottage  in  which  he  was  brought  up 
by  hand,  the  country  surgery  where  he  had  his  first  tooth  extracted 
(the  tooth  itself  was  exhibited  splendidly  mounted  as  a  pin),  the 
different  schools  where  he  was  educated,  the  different  houses  where 
he  had  lived,  and  the  rather  indifferent  shops  of  the  principal  trades- 
men with  whom  he  dealt.  There  the  devotion  of  his  admirers  was 
gratified  by  the  sight  of  his  money-box,  the  hassock  on  which  he 
stood  in  the  family  pew  at  church,  upwards  of  160  genuine  auto- 
graphs (including  his  first  copybook,  almost  his  first  love-letter,  and 


the  proof-sheets  of  the  bill  he  issued  when  his  bay  mare  was  stolen), 
many  of  his  favourite  toys;  and  a  geographical  puzzle,  in  perfect 
preservation,  put  together  in  such  a  manner  as  clearly  showed  the 
first  buddings  of  that  leaning  to  adventure  which  afterwards  led 
him  to  traverse  unknown  Sierras  and  explore  undiscovered  Con- 
tinents. 

There  was  besides  an  unique  collection  of  all  his  pipes,  cigar- 
cases,  tubes,  tobacco-pouches,  and  smoking-caps,  and,  which  created 
immense  excitement,  the  end  of  the  last  cheroot  he  ever  smoked. 
The  many  orders  and  decorations  conferred  on  him  by  foreign  Sove- 
reigns were  also  displayed.  To  this  portion  of  the  exhibition  his 
own  country  did  not  contribute  ;  but  the  original  receipt  was  shown, 
given  by  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  the  Cathedral  of  St.  Cedric,  on 
remitting  half  the  usual  fees,  when  a  bust  of  WIGSLEY,  erected  by 
public  subscription,  was  placed  in  the  National  Temple  eighteen 
years  after  his  decease. 

The  inauguration  of  the  Memorial  Marble  Drinking  Fountain 
(with  a  trough  for  horses  and  dogs),  flowing  for  that  day  only 
with  summer  beverages,  was  a  splendid  sight,  and  passed  off  with- 
out a  cloud  to  mar  the  enjoyment  of  the  scene. 

Banquets  followed  in  his  native  place,  in  the  borough-town  where 
he  was  bound  apprentice  to  a  oork-outter,  but  early  burst  the 
trammels  of  galling  restraint  and  soared  to  fame  on  the  wings  of 
Liberty,  in  the  various  places  where  he  had  resided,  in  the  Capital 
City,  and  in  the  quiet  little  village  to  which  he  finally  retired  to  pass 
the  remainder  of  his  days,  surrounded  by  the  imperishable  monu- 
ments of  his  genius  and  the  results  of  imperfect  sanitary  legislation. 

We  have  only  space  left  to  give  the  peroration  of  the  Prize  Poem, 
which  was  recited  after  the  Metropolitan  Banquet  by  the  successful 
but  somewhat  nervous  competitor,  the  brilliant  and  distinguished 
company  standing  uncovered  the  whole  of  the  time,  and  dashing 
their  wine-cups  to  the  ground  when  the  last  strains  had  died  away — 

"  Come,  then,  Great  Day,  the  birth-dawn  of  my  theme, 
Whose  life  transcends  the  brightest,  busiest  dream, 
Come,  and  thy  treasured  memories  unfold 
To  all  who  value  Genius  more  than  gold  ; 
To  that  sworn  band  who  staunch  to  WIQSLEY'S  name, 
Climb  the  sheer  steep  to  herald  forth  his  fame, 
Telling  the  World,  unconscious  of  its  prize, 
That  worth  like  WIGSLEY'S  never,  never  dies, 
But  on  the  bosom  of  illimitable  time 
Grows  to  its  zenith  and  passes  to  its  prime ; 
Blossoms  a  flower,  on  earth's  remotest  waste, 
Burgeons  on  shores  no  footstep  ever  traced, 
Gathering  humanity  within  its  range, 
Fatal  to  doubt,  triumphant  over  change, 
Till,  like  a  star  resplendent  in  the  West, 
It  fades  in  rapture  on  a  world  at  rest." 


BUCOLIC  INTELLIGENCE. 

AT  a  sale  of  Royal  Stock,  which  took  place  the  other  day  in 
Windsor  Great  Park,  were  sold  a  number  of  cattle,  described  as 
"twenty-nine  superior  horned  Scotch  Oxen."  Most  people  know 
that  there  are  long-horned  and  short-horned  oxen,  and  some  who  have 
seen  the  foregoing  statement  in  a  newspaper  will  perhaps  imagine 
that  there  is  a  breed  of  oxen  distinguished  as  superior  horned,  whose 
horns  are  prized  on  account  of  their  superiority  for  manufacturing 
purposes.  The  further  information  that  the  sale  of  those  Royal 
animals  took  place  under  the  hammer  of  MESSES.  BUCKLAND  AND 
SONS,  Royal  auctioneers,  may  perhaps  occasion,  in  many  quarters  at 
once,  the  remark  that  the  superior-horned  oxen  were  knocked  down 
first,  to  be  slaughtered  some  time  afterwards. 


SAFE  ROME. 

THE  Tyrol  and  Malta  may  tempt  you  from  home, 
But  0  Pros,  Pope,  there  is  no  place  like  Rome. 
To  do  what  you  please,  though  a  captive,  you  've  there 
A  freedom,  on  Earth  which  you  won't  find  elsewhere. 

Rome,  Rome,  safe,  safe  Rome ! 

For  you,  Pros,  Pope,  there  is  no  place  like  Rome. 

Though  Frenchmen  with  Chassepots  defended  your  throne, 
They  did  so  for  reasons  and  ends  of  their  own. 
In  tumults  oft  Bishops  in  France  truly  bleed ; 
You,  if  you  went  there,  might  be  martyred  indeed. 

Rome,  Rome,  safe,  safe  Rome  I 

You  '11  stay,  if  you  're  wise,  Holy  Father,  at  Rome. 


PATIENCE  ON  HER  TRIAL.— The  Tichborne  Case. 
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A  CLERICAL  SCANDAL. 

THE  RKVEKKN-D  EPHBAIM  OXTMEL 

Delivered  sermons  sweet, 
Of  decided  yet  of  pensive  tone, 

At  St.  Stiggins's,  Walker  Street. 

Poor  ErmuiM  wag  a  dreary  soul, 

But  as  sterling  und  true  a  fellow 
As  ever  livid  in  Alpaca  coat, 
With  a  g-ingham  umbrella. 

He  was  a  feeble-minded  youth, 
Much  given  ton  'onic  ; 

And  always  sull'eivd,  more  or  less, 
With  mild  bronchitis— chronic. 

Whilsi  every  vendor  of  nostrums  quack 

Or  p  ,i-ll — 

Held  tlattennL"  testim- 

From  (lie  Hi  \  i  1:1  MI  OvvMi:r,.' 

He  'd  stowed  himself  in  Turkish  Baths, 

lie  had  bullied  in  sewers  at   Marpate  ; 
And  riddled  liim--  ll'  \vill 
Like  a  ho)i>u<()[iatliie  lai  • 

Vet  still  he  coiifrhcd  whene'er  he  blew 
His  mild  St.  St If.' ins'  trumpet ; 

And  suffered  with  dyspepsia  from 
A  single  buttered  crumpet. 

There  were  three  spinsters  of  Gorgon  mien, 

Whom  some  irreverent  g/iinin 
Called,  as  they  passed  up  (iower  Street, 

"  Plague,  Pestilence,  and  Famine." 

It  was  their  fate  in  olden  times, 

When  they  afl'eeted  balls,' 
Like  great  nngathercd  straggling  flowers. 

To  decorate  the  walls. 

So  they  discovered  ball-rooms  were 
A  snare ;  and  champagne  as  well : 

And  abandoned  both,  and  took  instead 
To  tea — and  to_OxTMEL. 

One  eve  these  spinsters  had  been  out, 

Of  dreary  tracts  in  quest, 
And  then  returned,  as  evening  fell, 

Towards  their  spinster  nest. 

They  met  the  Reverend  EPHEAIM , 

And — no,  1  am  not  joking — 
The  Reverend  EPHKAIM  had  a  pipe — 

Yes,  OxYitEL  was  smoking  ! 

They  frowned  and  cut  him,  cut  him  dead, 
Firmness  they  had  no  lack  o'— 

Can  saintly  odours  co-e.\  i  M , 
With  odours  of  tobacco  ? 

And  from  that  hour  poor  OXYMEL, 
Was  scowled  on  at  St.  Stiggins  ; 

Whilst  his  "superior  "  poured  on  him 
Each  day  no  end  of  "  wiggings.". 

He  meekly  bore  it,  for  he  had 

No  worldly  guile  or  cunning ; 
And  who  can  stop  three  spinster-tongues, 

When  once  they  're  set  a-running  r 

They  proved  too  much  for  OXYMEL, 
That  gentlest  creature  breathin', 

So  he  bolted  to  the  Antipodes, 
To  convert  colonial  heathen. 

Leaving  behind  a  little  note  :— 

"  The.  truth  I  now  indite  is— 
I  was  smoking  Datura  ttititlu, 

To  curt'  my  mild  bronchitis." 

The  ladies,  just  as  changeable, 

As  any  youthful  friskers, 
Now  pet  the  Curate  who  came  instead, 

A  Giant, — with  ducks  of  whiskers. 


SPECIAL    OCCASION. 

"  WELL,  BY  RIGHTS,  THEY  GOES  DOWN-STAIRS  FOR  JAMES  TO  BRUSH  ;  BUT 
WHEN  WE'KE  rssr  LATH  OF  A  MORNING,  I  JUST  TAKES  'EM  UP,  AND  SHAMS 
'BM,  AND  PUTS  'BM  DOWN  AOAIN." 


FASHIONABLE  RETRENCHMENT. 

THERE  is  no  nonsense,  to  speak  of,  this  month  in  Le  Pullet's  "  Fashions 
for  December."  But  there  occurs  a  noteworthy  passage— subjoined  with  a  note, 
by  an  Old  Brute  :— 

"Skirts  intended  for  only  in-door  wear  are  made  very  long,  with  the  exception  of 
dancing-dresses.  The  latter  rest  only  a  few  inches  on  the  ground— a  decree  of  la  Mode  for 
which,  we  are  sure,  our  partners  will  feel  very  grateful." 

Their  gratitude  to  "  la  Mode  "  will  be  that  of  men  who  are  thankful  for  small 
mercies.  Skirts  that  trail  "only  a  few  inches  ""are  quite  long  enough  to  be 
trodden  upon,  or  to  give  more  trouble  in  the  avoidance  of  treading  upon  them 
than  the  partnership  of  the  wearer  can,  except  rarely,  be  worth.  In  conceding 
curtailment  of  a  few  inches  of  draggletail,  "  la  Mode  "  shows  herself  no  respecter 
of  saws.  She  knows  that  when  she  gives  an  inch,  the  recipients  of  that  con- 
cession are  powerless  to  take  an  ell.  This  is  true  both  as  regards  her  slaves 
and  their  partners.  The  latter  are  out  of  the  question,  and  the  former,  all 
but  the  angelic  few  endowed  with  reason  and  free-will,  can  no  more  shorten 
the  skirts  of  their  dresses  than  donkeys  can  shorten  their  ears. 


Peace-makers  in  the  German  Pulpit. 

THE  Federal  Parliament  of  Germany  has  adopted  a  Bill  rendering  the  Clergy 
of  all  denominations  liable  to  criminal  correction  for  "abusing  their  office 
by  "political  agitation  in  the  pulpit."  Not  even  the  Roman  Catholic  Priesthood 
itseli  will  be  exempt  from  the  operation  of  this  measure  if  any  of  them  incur 
its  penalties,  which  of  course  none  will ;  because,  as  everybody  knows  perfectly 
well,  they  all  at  all  times  in  all  places,  preach  respect  for  the  constituted 
authorities,  and  are,  without  exception  utterly  incapable  of  abusing  their  office 
in  the  pulpit  by  abusing  the  Government. 


MACBETH   ON  THE  TICHBORNE  TBIAL. 

"  WHAT,  will  the  case  stretch  out  to  the  crack  of  doom  ?  " 
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YE    INFANT    PRODIGY. 

Maggie.  "  WHY  is  YOUR  HAIK  so  GREY,  MAMMA  ? " 

Mamma.  "WELL,  BECAUSE  YOU'RE  SUCH  A  NAUGHTY  CHILD  SOMETIMES." 

Maggie.  "WHAT  A  NAUGHTY  CHILD  YOU  MUST  HAVE  BEEN  !    POOR  GRANDMA'S  HAIR'S  QUITS  WHITE/" 


VICTOR  AT  EOME. 

"The  session  of  the  Italian  Parliament  was  opened  yesterday  at  Rome  by 
KINO  VICTOK-EMMANUBL  in  person." — Telegraphic  Despatch  of  Monday, 
Nov.  27. 

BEHOLD  a  work  done,  and  a  work  to  do, 

From  the  (iuirinal,  Italy's  crown'd  King-, 
Past  Rome's  grey  rums,  Rome's  glad  thousands  through, 

To  the  Citorian  Mount  his  people  hring. 
Where,  in  her  sun-lit  gold  and  heavenly  hlue, 

Fair  Italy  awaits  the  hridal  ring. 

His  Queen,  long  wrestled  for,  now  only  won, 
From  honds,  from  bars,  from  death -in-life  redeemed, 

Whose  eyes,  yet  dungeon-dimmed,  scarce  brook  the  sun, 
Whose  hopes,  that  oft  for  truth  took  what  they  dreamed, 

Scarce  i  rust  assurance  of  new  life  begun, 
For  fair  limbs  prison-cramped  and  fetter-seamed. 

VICTOR  and  Italy,  bridegroom  and  bride, 
Clasp  hands  in  Rome  at  last !    In  throb  and  dart 

Swift  to  its  centre  life's  tumultuous  tide 
Comes  sweeping !     With  flushed  face,  and  lips  apart, 

Loosing  her  long-pent  floods  of  joy  and  pride, 
She  looks  the  rapture  that  o'erflows  her  heart. 

For  this  her  rugged  King,  of  manners  rude, 
Heavy  of  frame,  of  features  coarse  and  stern, 

His  bride  so  hardly  won,  so  hotly  wooed, 
Doth  her  lord's  beauty  in  his  deeds  discern. 

In  her  Re  Galantuomo's  constant  mood 
How  safe  her  trust  she  has  not  now  to  learn. 

To  such  firm  strength  should  beauty  plight  her  troth, 
Beauty  that  has  bred  bale  and  bitterness  : 


Beauty  that  Roman,  Vandal,  Hun,  and  Goth 

German  and  Frank,  have  lusted  to  possess, 
And,  as  lust  will,  from  surfeit,  turned  to  loathe, 

What  they  had  trod  and  torn  in  fierce  caress. 

Oft  loved,  oft  lusted  for,  and  oft  betrayed, — 

Slave  and  Sultana  :  favourite  of  the  hour, 
For  charms,  and  arts  that  help  the  wanton's  trade, 

But  ne'er  till  now,  entrenched  behind  the  power 
Of  a  true  man's  heart,  and  a  brave  man's  blade, 

With  honoured  wifehood's  happy  home,  for  dower. 

Look  back  upon  the  lessons  of  thy  life, 

Its  tale  of  treason,  wantonness,  and  woe, 
Of  weakness,  sequel  on  distrust  and  strife, 

And  unfaith,  ever  crowned  with  overthrow : 
Ages  not  more  with  sins  than  sorrows  rife  ; 

Shameful  caress,  and  but  less  shameful  blow. 

Look  forward  to  thy  life  that  is  to  be, 

If  to  him  and  thyself  thou  art  as  true 
As  he,  thy  VICTOR,  still  hath  been  to  thee, 

When  rest  shall  strength  for  toil  in  thee  renew 
On  lovely  arts,  and  fruitful  industry, 

And  Church  made  pure,  and  State  purged  through  and  through 

One  work  is  done  :  more  work  to  do  remains  : 

Thou  standest  at  the  parting  of  the  ways  : 
Forjourneying  in  the  right  one  gird  thy  reins. 

Wnieh  old  use  has  made  slack,  and  scorn  delays ; 
And  sow  thy  seed,  nor  doubt,  but  trust  the  gains 

Of  harvest,  golden  crown  of  toilsome  days ! 

Let  the  old  Priest  whom  thou  hast  thrust  aside, 

Out  of  thy  way,  into  his  convent  cell, 
Gibber  and  groan,  and,  warnings  duly  cried, 

Speak  thee  Anathema  with  book  and  bell, — 
For  him  and  thee  thy  Roman  home  is  wide, 

He,  too,  has  work — so  he  but  do  it  well. 
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Has  work  hard  as  thine  own — to  dig  his  way 
Back  to  the  spring  of  truth,  deep,  crystal  clear, 

O'er  which  his  forerunners  have,  day  by  day, 
For  ages,  piled  Rome's  ruins,  dead  and  drear ; 

That  none  might  see  that  blessed  fountain  play, 
Nor  even  know  those  healing  waters  near. 

Is  hit  the  hand  to  looso  this  fountain  fair, 
Who  until  now  has  doled  out,  drop  by  drop, 

What  of  those  waters  forced  their  way  to  air, 
Sophisticate  with  drugs  from  his  own  shop, 

Of  sovereign  potency,  sold  only  there 
In  his  own  vials,  his  own  seal  a-top  ? 

What  matters  whether  his  old  hand,  or  one 
That  shall  come  after  ?    This,  at  least,  is  plain, 

Truth's  fountains  are  unsealed  :  the  day  is  gone 
For  jugglery,  their  free  now  to  restrain  ; 

This  work,  at  least,  has  once  for  all  been  done, 
Not  by  all  priests  to  be  undone  again  ! 


BENEVOLENT    GRINDERS. 

H.  LOWE  is  actuated  by  a 
genial  and  kindly  feeling1, 
and  not  the  reverse  of  it, 
in  rendering  the  incidence 
of  taxation  on  all  whom 
he  ventures  to  impose  it, 
as  painful  as  possible.  The 
Government  also,  from  the 
most  amiable  of  motives, 
endeavour,  with  all  their 
power,  in  levying  taxes, 
to  carry  out  the  benevo- 
lent intention  of  their 
CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EX- 
CHEQUER. He,  if  he  were 
an  Operating  Member  of 
the  College  of  Surgeons, 
would  be  one  of  those,  if 
any  still  exist,  who  think 
the  pain  of  operations  salu- 
tary ;  and  therefore  he 
would  see  his  patient  ex- 
pire in  agony  rather  than 
give  him  chloroform. 
r>  Cruel  only  to  be  kind," 
of  course ;  but  people  do 
not  see  it :  hence,  partly, 
perhaps,  the  really  ground- 
less exasperation  which 
causes  loss  of  seats.  Hence,  also,  certain  reports  in  the  papers,  such 
as  a  paragraph  in  the  Post,  which  partly  follows  :— 

"THE  ASSESSMENT  OP  THE  INCOME-TAX.— Of  late  there  has  been  much 
stir  in  many  country  towns  in  consequence  of  a  new  assessment  of  the  Income- 
tax,  which,  it  is  alleged,  presses  very  unduly  on  those  concerned.  Crowded 
meetings  were  held  at  Exeter  and  Tiverton  on  Saturday,  for  the  purpose  of 
protesting  against  surcharges  under  Schedule  D,  which  have  been  freely  and 
systematically  made  throughout  Devonshire." 

Resolutions  denouncing  the  practice  complained  of,  were  "  enthu- 
siastically carried ; "  the  meetings  not  duly  considering  that  the 
Government  never  would  have  directed  the  Income-tax  assessors  to 
make  speculative  surcharges  if  they  had  been  empowered  to  extort 
confessions  by  means  of  thumb-screws. 

SIR  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE,  who  was  present  at  the  Tiverton  meet- 
ing, made  some  remarks,  which  doubtless  proceeded  from  a  generous 
desire  to  help  the  Government  to  effect  the  object  which  they  really 
contemplate  in  aggravating  the  burden  of  the  Income-tax  to  the 
utmost : — 

"  He  said  that  with  regard  to  the  Income-tax  more  particularly,  if  they 
wished  to  be  relieved  of  the  Income-tax,  they  should  not  be  in  too  great  a 
hurry  to  get  rid  of  every  other  kind  of  tax,  and  they  must  be  prepared  with  a 
substitute.  With  regard  to  the  system  of  assessing  trades  and  professions  on 
the  same  scale  as  other  incomes,  he  admitted  there  was  great  force  in  the 
arguments  against  it,  but  he  was  bound  to  say  that  when  they  came  to  work 
the  matter  out,  they  would  find  great  difficulty  in  substituting  what  would  be 
called  a  fair  assessment." 

So  SIR  STAFFORD  NOHTHCOTE  gives  up  the  idea  of  an  equitable 
Income-tax  as  a  bad  job.  So  likewise,  doubtless,  do  ME.  LOWE  and 
his  Colleagues.  They  all  agree  that  Schedule  D  is  an  iniquity. 
± '  mancial  philosophers  (blessed  with  a  safe  independence)  may  tell 
them  in  vain  that  to  tax  precarious  equally  with  certain  incomes  is 
quite  iair,  because  when  the  income  ceases  the  tax  ceases  also.  For 
they  know  that,  in  effect,  the  tax  does  not  cease.  The  evil  the  tax 


does,  lives  after  it.  The  pauper,  who  was  an  Income-tax  payer, 
starves,  or  goes  into  the  workhouse,  or  commits  suicide,  for  want  01 
the  savings  which  Schedule  1)  prevented  him  from  putting  by. 
Don't  tell  them  that  taxation  is  not  to  redress  the  inequalities  of 
fortune.  They  know  that;  but  they  know  alw  that  taxation,  to  be 
just,  should  bear  some  proportion  to  relative  means.  Else  why 
exempt  any  incomes  at  all  r  They  know  that  a  man  with  a  fixed 
income  is  immensely  better  off  than  a  man  whose  income,  of  the 
same  amount,  is  precarious ;  that  the  former  can  afford  all  manner 
of  enjoyments  wliich  the  latter  dares  not ;  can  even  marry  with 
lit  prudence  upon  an  income  on  which,  if  he  had  to  earn  it,  and 
were  liable  to  lose  it  at  any  moment,  he  would  be  a  criminal  jackass 
to  contract  matrimony.  They  know,  for  all  sophistry  to  the  con- 
trary, that,  without  a  joke,  but  in  sad  earnest,  certain  and  pre- 
carious incomes  are  incommensurate.  But  for  that  very  sufficient 
reason  of  itself,  they  see  that  a  fair  Income-tax  is  impossible. 

Very  well.  Then,  now  in  the  subjoined  resolution  passed  by  a 
meeting  at  Worcester,  we  discern  the  working  of  the  sagacious  and 
well-aimed,  though  apparently  grinding  and  extortionate,  fiscal  (or 
may  we  say  "  contiscal  f)  policy  of  the  Cabinet : — 

"  That  the  mode  of  assessing  and  levying  the  Income-tax  is  caming  gene- 
ral dissatisfaction  in  the  city,  as  being  inequitable,  oppressive,  and  inquisi- 
torial. That,  unless  a  more  just  and  equitable  mode  »f  auessing  and  levying 
tin'  t;ix  f  iin  bo  obtained,  thia  nici'tin^  jili  ilges  itself  by  every  legitimate  means 
in  its  power  to  obtain  its  total  abolition." 

That 's  it.  Total  abolition.  That  is  what  the  Government  have 
determined  to  effect.  They  have  resolved  on  maintaining  no  longer 
a  partial  tax  to  please  the  populace.  They  are  determined  not  only 
to  resist  pressure  for  further  confiscation  demanded  in  order  to  give 
the  Great  Untaxed  a  "  free  breakfast-table,"  but  to  end  confisca- 
tion altogether.  Only  they  want  a  plea  for  putting  an  end  to  it 
which  shall  be  strong  and  unanswerable.  That  they  will  find  in  the 
agitation  amongst  the  middle  classes  against  the  Income-tax  which 
bids  fair  to  be  provoked  by  proceedings  as  benignly  as  cleverly  cal- 
culated to  render  it  utterly  insupportable. 


THE  PREMIER'S  RELIGIONS. 

ME.  WHALLET  has  written  to  MR.  GLADSTONE  to  know  whether 
the  PREMIER  has  secretly  become  a  Catholic.  MB.  GLADSTONE  has 
replied  to  MR.  WHALLET  that  the  latter  has  really  asked  the  former 
whether  he  is  "  the  basest  creature  in  the  kingdom."  MR.  WHALLET 
is  much  better— a  great  deal  better  than  ought  to  have  been 
expected ;  so  much  better  indeed,  that  he  has  had  the  immoral  courage 
to  address  MR.  GLADSTONE  again,  and  to  receive  the  reply  that 
renewing  the  inquiry  is  something  outside  what  ought  to  pass 
"  between  man  and  man."  And  still  WHALLET  is. 

We  suppose  that  MR.  WHALLET'S  success  must  have  excited  other 
inquiring  persons  to  address  MR.  GLADSTONE  in  a  similar  way  ;  for 
among  letters  which  have  recently  been  received  by  the  PREMIER, 
the  following  have  been  forwarded  to  us,  with  permission  to  publish 
them : — 

To  MR.  GLADSTONE. 

DEAR  SIR, — Will  you  oblige  a  few  friends  of  religion  by  stating 
whether  you  have  secretly  oecome  a  Parsee.  We  have  casually 
learned  that  one  of  your  domestics  actually  heard  you  say,  the  other 
morning,  that  you  were  quite  a  fire-worshipper. 

Yours  most  obediently, 

Gus.  E.  GANDEB. 

From  MR.  GLADSTONE. 

SIR, — What  you  learned  from  my  menial  is  true.  The  morning 
was  uncommonly  frosty.  Yours  obediently, 

W.  E.  G. 
To  ME.  GLADSTONE. 

RIGHT  HON.  SIR. — When  a  national  interest  is  in  jeopardy, 
etiquette  must  be  forgotten.  You  are  hereby  invited  to  state  dis- 
tinctly, and  without  any  Jesuitical  evasions,  whether  you  are  or  are 
not  a  Sandemanian.  Do  not  try  to  escape  the  question,  but  remem- 
ber what  you  said  before  the  lion's  cage  at  the  Zoological  Gardens. 

Yours  expectingly, 

GOBB  MorcHE. 
From  ME.  GLADSTONE. 

SIR,— I  said  that  the  lion  was  a  fine  one,  and  that  I  admired  the 
sandy  mane,  and  you  may  draw  what  inference  you  please  from  that. 

Yours,  W.  E.  G. 

To  ME.  GLADSTONE. 

RESPECTED  FIRST  LORD,— Some  Protestants  are  exceedingly  anxious 
to  be  informed  at  what  period  of  your  history  you  ceased  to  belong 
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A    CAUTION. 

Laura.  "  0,  AMY  !  YOU  OUGHT  NEVER  TO  WEAR  A  RING  ON  YOUR  THIRD 
FINGER,  UNLESS  YOU  ARE  REALLY  ENGAGED.  MAMMA  SAYS  IT  OFTEN  PREVENTS 
A  GOOD  OFFER  !  " 


MUSIC  OF  MEMORY. 

I 'MISS  a  Song  of  other  years— 

The  reason  why  I  wish  to  know ; 
Once  so  familiar  to  mine  ears, 

No  more  I  hear  the  cry  of     Clo'  I ", 

The  Crier,  when  the  streets  I  pace, 

Presents  no  longer  to  my  view 
The  features  of  Semitic  Race, 

And  the  remembered  Bag  of  Blue. 

Is  it  that  Bigotry's  old  wall, 

Now  broken  down,  and  swept  off  clear, 
Forbids  him  not  to  choose  his  call, 

But  open  leaves  him  free  career  ? 

Thus,  at  a  day  not  distant  far, 

That  he  who  once  might  "  Clo' !  "  have  cried. 
The  Bench  may  climb  to  from  the  Bar, 

Or  on  the  Woolsack,  e'en,  preside. 

Or  so  do  garments,  in  these  days 

Of  Shoddy  all  to  pieces  go, 
That  SOLOMONS  no  good  to  raise. 

Has  found  his  ancient  cry  of  "  Clo' !  " 


THE  LAW'S  DELAY  CASE. 

EXAMINATION, 

Interpellation, 

Altercation. 

Insinuation, 

Reiteration, 

Retardation, 

Ruination. 


Tit  for  Tat. 

IN  the  December  number  of  a  new  Magazine,  Free- 
light,  there  is  an  article,  by  a  Lady  Contributor,  on  the 
"  Age  of  Man."  Another  proof  of  the  alarming  spread 
of  independence  among  Women.  We  hope  no  Gentleman 
will  so  far  forget  himself  as  to  take  his  revenge  by 
writing  a  paper  on  that  very  delicate  subject,  about 
which,  with  all  our  accessions  of  knowledge,  so  little  is 
still  known— the  "  Age  of  Woman." 


to  the  sect  called  Jumpers.    You  have  been  heard  to  state  that  you 
were  once  a  member  of  that  body,  and  a  zealous  one. 

Yours  obediently,  A.  S.  S. 

From  ME.  GLADSTONE. 

SIB, — I  have  often  stated  that  in  my  youth  I  was  a  jumper,  and  a 
very  good  one.  I  thought  that  I  had  renounced  an  exercise  unfit  for 
middle  age,  but  I  take  leave  to  jump  from  your  note  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  your  initials  exactly  describe  you. 

Yours,  W.  E.  G. 

To  MB.  GLADSTONE. 

DEAB  MB.  GLADSTONE,— Is  it  true  that  in  an  eminent  Chemist's 
shop,  not  a  hundred  miles  from  Oxford  Street,  you  stated,  the  other 
afternoon,  that  you  thought  an  Antinomian  made  the  least  draft 
upon  any  man's  credulity  ?  yours  truly, 

SCHOLASTICOS. 

From  MB,  GLADSTONE. 

SIB,— What  I  said  was,  that  the  least  Antimonial  draught  would 
stop  any  man's  garrulity.  Take  one,  and  try. 

Yours  obediently,  W.  E.  G. 

To  MB.  GLADSTONE. 

DEAB  SIB.— Excuse  the  question,  but  in  these  times  it  is  essential 
that  we  should  understand  the  doctrines  held  by  those  who  have  rule 
over  us.  I  am  credibly  informed  that  in  conversation  with  the  late 
Attorney-General,  SIB  ROBERT  COLLIEB,  you  said  that  you  knew 
no  better  "  wind  of  doctrine"  than  that  of  a  Plymouth  Brother.  Are 

Yours  sincerely,  ANSEB. 

From  MB.  GLADSTONE. 

DEAB  SIB, — I  said  that  my  brother  was  never  better  than  in  the 
wind  of  Plymouth,  where  he  needed  no  doctoring. 

Yours  obediently,  W.  E.  G. 


To  ME.  GLADSTONE. 

MY  DEAB  SIB,—  It  is  rumoured  that  you  have  become  one  of  an 
obscure  but  meritorious  sect,  and  that  you  said  at  the  railway  station 
the  other  morning,  that  you  had  no  rest  until  you  had  joined  LADY 
HUNTINGDON'S  Connexion.  Can  this  be  P 

Yours  truly,  ASINUS. 

From  MB.  GLADSTONE. 

SIB,  —  No,  it  can't.  I  said  that  I  had  had  no  rest  since  I  got  in 
at  the  Huntingdon  Junction.  There  were  some  asses  in  the  car- 
riage who  were  quarrelling  over  theology.  Perhaps  you  were  one  of 
them-  Yours,  W.  E.  G. 

To  MB.  GLADSTONE. 

SIR,  —  It  was  remarked  that,  during  your  last  visit  to  Hawarden 
Castle,  you  pertinaciously  abstained  from  eating  pork,  ham,  and 
indeed  pig's  flesh  in  any  form.  It  was  also  observed  that  on  the 
Saturday  of  your  visit  you  did  not  join  in  any  of  the  amusements  of 
the  party,  but  remained  in  your  own  apartment.  Lastly,  it  was 
noticed  that  you  carefully  counted  the  change  which  you  received  at 
the  railway  booking-office.  Will  you  please,  by  return  of  post,  to 
dispel  the  frightful  suggestion  which  these  visible  signs  force  upon 

Your  obedient  Servant, 

PHABAOH  TITUS. 
From  MR.  GLADSTONE. 

SIB,—  I  dislike  pig.  On  that  Saturday  I  had  a  cold.  I  always 
count  my  change.  Have  I  given  you  yours  ? 


Respectfully, 


W.  E.  G. 


A  Typical  Rogue. 

A  CONTEMPORABY  lately  published  a  report  of  a  case  of  swindling, 
headed  "  Extraordinary  Fraud  by  a  Person  calling  himself  a  French 
Marquis."  Is  not  the  fraud  of  obtaining  money  under  false  pre- 
tences, committed  by  a  person  calling  himself  a  French  Marquis, 
rather  the  reverse  of  extraordinary  ? 
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GOING    THE    PACE. 

Groom  on  Hunter.  "So  YOUR  GOV'KOK'S  GOING  TO  BRIGHTON  FOB  HIS  HuNriN1,  EU  ?    WHAT'S  THAT  FOR?" 

Ditto  Driving.  "  WELL,  WE  DON'T  SEEM  TO  CAKE  FOR  ALL  THAT  JUMPIN'  AND  OBI-TIN'  OVBB  ROUGH  PLACES  AS  TOU  THINKS  so 

MUCH   OF  HERE — WE  UOES  If/  FOR   GALLOPIN'  I  " 


COLONIAL  FUN. 

THE  word  Colonies  does  not  usually  suggest  fun.  Yet  there  must 
be  fun  in  our  "  Plantations."  Mr.  Punch  observes  this  in  • 
Colonial  journal : — 

TO  HONEST  MEN— AND  OTHERS.— Driving  from  Hole  Town  to 
Bridgetown,  on  Sunday  last,  the  advertiser  lost  a  Cigar-holder  with  the 
face  of  a  pretty  girl  on  it.  "The  intrinsic  value  of  the  missing  article  is  small, 
but  as  the  owner  has  been  for  the  last  few  months  taking  a  sort  of  pleasure 
in  artistically  converting  the  young  lady  from  a  blonde  into  a  brunette,  he 
would  be  glad  to  get  it  back  again.  If  it  was  picked  up  by  a  Gentleman,  on 
reading  this  notice,  he  will,  of  course,  send  it  to  the  address  below.  If  it 
was  picked  up  by  a  poor  man,  who  could  get  a  few  shillings  by  selling  it,  on 
his  bringing  it  to  the  address  below,  he  shall  be  paid  the  full  amount  of  its  in- 
trinsic value.  If  it  was  picked  up  by  a  thief,  let  him  deliver  it,  and  he  shall 
be  paid  a  like  amount,  and  thus  for  once  can  do  an  honest  action,  without 
being  a  penny  the  worse  for  it. — Address,  the  Olobt  Office,  &c. 

Somewhat  discursive  perhaps,  but  time  and  advertising  may  be 
cheaper  in  the  daughter  countries  than  at  home.  In  its  way,  the 
above  is  a  model. 


PENAL  SERVITUDE  ON  JURIES. 

THE  Jury  impressed  on  the  Tichborne  Trial  are  much  to  be  pitied, 
but  a  case  still  more  grievous  than  theirs  is  conceivable— that  of 
having  to  try  a  felony,  to  be  not  allowed  to  separate  before  deliver- 
ing a  verdict  and  to  be  locked  up  every  night.  And  why  should 
they  not  be  kept  together,  and  looked  up  night  and  day,  if  those 
precautions  axe  of  use  in  any  case  ?  Happily  for  them,  the  law,  in 
this  respect,  is  inconsistent  as  well  as  absurd.  When  will  Collective 
Wisdom  abolish  the  absurdity  P  As  it  is,  however,  the  Tichborne 
Jury  have  suffered  so  much,  that  they  deserve  a  Memorial,  of  which 
the  cost  would  be  a  mere  fleabite,  comparatively,  if  defrayed  out  of 
the  Tichborne  Estate.  It  ought  to  consist  of  a  Monument  with 
Patience  on  the  top  of  it,  smiling  at  the  Claimant. 


LATEST  FASHION  IN  HAIR-DRESSING. 

"  It  is  announced  that  one  of  New  York's  society  belle*  has  determined  to 
create  a  sensation  at  PRINCE  ALEXIS'S  ball  by  having  her  hair  lit  up  with 
little  gas-jets,  the  reservoir  of  which  is  to  be  concealed  amidst  a  wilderness  of 
false  braids,  puffs,  and  curlg,  and  a  French  twist."— Court  Journal. 

THIS  is  originality.  A  gasometer  in  a  lady's  back  hair  (struc- 
ture?)! What  a  glowing  fancy!  what  a  heated  imagination  the 
lady  must  possess !  There  be  beauties  who  are  said  to  light  up  well. 
Surely  this  most  be  the  queen  of  them  all.  Brilliant  belle  !  with 
gas-jets  in  her  hair,  and,  as  we  can  imagine,  fire  in  her  eye,  and  a 
taper  waist,  she  will — she  must,  kindle  a  consuming  passion  in 
many  a  combustible  bosom,  and  furnish  the  Press  of  her  native  land 
with  materials  for  many  a  naming  paragraph.  If  gas-jet*,  as 
articles  of  female  adornment,  should  in  this  enlightened  age  become 
fashionable,  no  ball-room  will  be  complete  without  its  Fire-brigade, 
to  render  prompt  assistance  in  case  of  accidents. 


Who '»  to  Blame  ? 

THIS  country  was  once  governed  by  a  Ministry,  known  as  "  The 
Broad  Bottom  Administration."  When  the  Megtera  Commission 
have  found  out  through  whose  mismanagement  that  vessel  was 
allowed  to  go  to  sea,  the  Ministry  in  fault  will  have  an  undoubted 
right.to  be  called  "  The  Rotten  Bottom  Administration." 


Piteous  Appeal. 


"WATCH 
is  growing 


t  THIS  FKAJEE."— That  is  what  poor  P ANTON  SCBOOBT,  who 
oppressively  stout,  implores  his  Medical  Adviser  to  do. 


Two  LARGE  CLASSES  OF  SOCIETY.— Free  Thinkers  and  Free  Drinkers. 
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A    HUMBLE    APPEAL. 

"01  SAY,   MR.   LOWE  !     BEG  PARDON,   SIR  ;   BUT  I  KNOWS  YER.     DON'T 
YER  OWE  us  A  GOOD  TURN,  SIR  ?     SIR  TREWILLIAM  WANTS  TO  TURN  us  POOR 

LITTLE    CHAPS    OUT    O'     THE    STREETS    IF    WE    CAN'T    PASS    A   ZAMINASHUN,     SlR. 

MAKE  'IM  STOW  THAT,  SIR,  PLEASE,  SIR.     BOBBIES  is  HARD  ENOUGH  ON  us,  SIR. 
WE  DON'T  DO  NO  HARM,  SIR;  DOES  us?    AND  WE 'KB  MOSTLY  'UNGRY,  SIR." 

[MR.    LOWE,   touched,    and   perhaps  remorseful,   resolves  to  intercede   wWi 
SIR  CHARLSS  Tn.EVSLrA.ti. 


BUNG  TO  HIS  .BROTHERS. 

MY  friends  and  fellow-countrymen, 

A  respite  we  have  got, 
But  we  shall  'ave  to  light  again 

For  Bar  and  Pewter-pot. 
Them  Temperance  coves,  another  year, 

Will  try  another  throw  ; 
And  we  must  all  look  to  our  beer, 

Or  else  to  pot  we  go. 

And  what  I  says  of  beer,  to  gin 

Applies,  and  spirits  too, 
And  likewise  wines  ;  don't  deal  therein 

No  longer  like  you  do. 
'Enceforward  none  but  genuine 

Pure  liquors,  mind,  you  sell ; 
Or  to  our  business,  yourn  and  mine, 

As  sure  as  fate,  farewell. 

"  Defence  and  not  defiance  "  we 

For  motto  do  proclaim  ; 
Let  "  No  Adulteration  "  bo 

TJnited  with  the  same. 
And  stick  to  that,  and  then  you  '11  gain 

The  praise  of  hevery  tongue, 
When  people  say,  "lor  to  obtain 

The  right  thing,  go  to  Buxu." 

Intemperance,  that  degradin'.wirc, 

No  longer  would  abound, 
If  we  was  careful  and  precise, 

To  keep  our  liquors  sound. 
Among  the  Swells,  consider  wot 

Has  caused  it  to  decline. 
There 's  npthin'  to  redeem  a  sot 

Like  drinkin'  'olesome  wine. 

The  'umbler  classes  would  improve 

Likewise,  no  doubt,  as  well ; 
As  we  the  causes  should  remove, 

Good  drink  did  we  all  sell. 
With  Education  for  our  aid, 

Refinement  would  increase, 
And,  through  the  Licensed  Wittlers'  trade, 

Intoxication  cease. 

Our  mission  is  to  helevate 

The  masses,  we  confess, 
With  cups  which  not  inebriate, 

Exceptin'  to  excess. 
All  true-born  Britons  must  desire, 

Whilst  moral,  to  be  free. 
Hang  out  your  Banners  of  Entire 

In  strict  integrity ! 


GOOD  GOVERNMENT. 

MANITOBA.— The  Jfanitoban  sums  up  the  year's  work  in  Manitoba,  since 
the  arrival  of  Governor  Archibald,  a  year  ago,  as  follows  : — "  A  political 
framework,  wide,  and  solid,  and  substantial,  ha»  been  constructed — laws 
tending  to  tbe  social  and  domestic  welfare  of  the  people  have  been  enacted— 
a  «y«tem  for  the  administration  of  justice,  simple,  yet  recognised  by  all  to  be 
the  most  complete,  has  been  instituted — a  school  system  has  been  organised, 
and  is  now  all  but  in  full  operation — an  effective  police  force  has  been  esta- 
blished— the  highways  are  being  rapidly  constructed — a  rigid  licensing 
system  is  in  full  operation — telegraphic  communication  with  the  world  with- 
out will  be  consummated  in  a  month  or  two — negotiations  for  railway 
connection  are  proceeding — the  Indian  difficulty  has  been  solved  over 
30,000,000  acres — the  surveys  are  being  rapidly  pushed  on ;  in  brief,  the 
province  to-day  presents  an  aspect  which  would  have  done  credit  to  the  work 
of  a  dozen  experienced  politicians." 

THIS  is  a  good  account  of  a  year's  work.  There  are  countries  of 
long  standing  and  great  eminence,  with  glorious  Constitutions  and  a 
superb  National  Debt,  which  might  feel  envy  of  Manitoba.  Cannot 
GOVERNOR  ARCHIBALD  be  induced  to  transfer  his  services  for  a  time 
to  this  Island?  Can  no  arrangement  be  made  with  him  to  leave 
the  lucky  Manitobans  for  twelve  months  or  so,  and  come  across  and 
help  us  out  of  a  few  of  our  difficulties  ?  It  would  be  wise  economy 
on  our  part  to  offer  him  a  magnificent  salary ;  and  further,  to  give 
him  a  solemn  guarantee  that  he  should  be  exempt  from  attendance 
at  public  meetings  and  dinners,  be  unmolested  Dy  election  agents 
and  Parliamentary  Whips,  and  never  hear  a  word  of  the  freedom  of 
cities  or  addresses  numerously  and  influentially  signed. 

Our  management  of  public  business,  our  legislation,  our  legal 
arrangements,  our  sanitary  system,  our  attempts  at  education,  our 


poor-laws,  our  drunkards,  our  fanatics,  our  railways,  our  Home 
Office,  our  Irish,  our  London,  would  all  be  the  better  for  a 
GOVEBNOB  ARCHIBALD. 

VERY  WELL  DONE. 

ME.  PUNCH  and  the  MABQUIS  OP  QUEENSBEBRY  must  have  mutual 
sympathies  of  some  sort.  While  the  former  nobleman  was  suggest- 
ing that  as  the  DOWAGER  MARCHIONESS  OF  QUEENSBERHY  had  been 
pleased  to  send  money  to  the  wife  of  the  person  who  was  acquitted 
of  the  murder  of  TALBOT,  a  contribution  might  be  made  m  aid  ot 
TALBOT'S  family,  the  latter  nobleman  must  have  been  writing  a 
capital  letter,  enclosing  £50,  for  the  purpose  indicated  by 
Mr.  Punch.  The  gift  was  a  generous  one,  and  its  value  was 
enhanced  by  the  epistle  that  accompanied  it.  The  Marquis  is 
naturally  desirous,  also,  that  the  public  should  know  that  the 
present  to  the  family  of  the  man  KELLY  was  made,  not  by  the 
MABCHIONESS  OF  QUEENSBBRRY,  but  by  the  Dowager  Lady,  and  as 
Mr.  Punch  mentioned  the  circumstance,  he  is  bound  to  complete  the 
narrative. 

Mess  and  no  Mess. 

IT  has  been  remarked  that  the  abolition  of  the  Regimental  Mess 
was  contemplated  in  framing  the  Regulation  which  establishes  a 
graduated  system  of  espionage  by  one  officer  over  another  _  in  t 
Army.  This,  of  course,  would  be  altogether  incompatible  with  the 
Mess,  as  at  present  constituted ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  11  not 
rescinded,  it  will  make  a  perfect  Mess  of  the  relations  now  subsisting 
between  Officers  and  Gentlemen. 
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"ONCE    FOR    ALL." 

Mistress.  "  BY  THE  WAY— ANNA— HANNAH— I  'jc  NOT  SURE.  Is  YOUR  NAME 
' ANNA '  OR  '  HANNAH ' ? " 

New  Cook  (tartly).  "WHICH  MY  NAME  is  ANNA,  MUM— HAICH,  HA,  HEN, 
HEN,  HA,  HAICH, — 'ANNA'" 

Mistress  (giving  it  up  in  despair).  "  AH  !    THANK  YOU." 


THE  PEINCE  OF  WALES. 

THE  interval  necessarily  preceding  the  publication  of  the  lines  which  we  are 
now  writing  will,  we,  in  common  with  every  one  of  HER  MAJESTY'S  subjects, 
fervently  hope  be  marked  by  the  announcement  that  there  is  no  longer  reason 
to  fear  that  the  QUEEN  and  the  Nation  are  about  to  be  visited  with  a  heavy 
sorrow.  In  the  latest  message  from  Sandringham  there  is  some  justification 
of  this  hope.  The  deep  anxiety  at  this  moment  pervading  the  country  forbids 
our  going  to  press  without  a  word  of  record  that  we  are  all  in  sympathy 
with  the  Royal  Lady  who  now  watches  by  the  bed-side  of  her  eldest  Son,  and 
that  a  Nation's  desire  for  his  recovery  is  in  earnestness  second  only  to  the 
prayer  of  his  Mother  and  of  his  Wife. 

December  10.  ' 

REAL  CASE  OF  DISTRESS. 

ENGLAND  is  foremost  in  all  works  of  charity  and  benevolence.  She  is  ever 
ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  the  needy  and  deserving.  Her  purse  always 
opens  at  the  first  call  of  destitution  and  necessity,  both  at  home  and  abroad. 
At  the  present  moment,  in  a  country  in  which  we  have  always  taken  an 
especial  interest,  in  a  capital  endeared  to  us  by  many  pleasant  recollections, 
many  agreeable  associations,  in  the  midst  of  wealth,  and  luxury,  and  civilisa- 
tion, a  need  has  arisen  which  only  requires  to  be  made  known  to  be  at  once  sup- 
plied. The  sum  requisite  is  not  large,  but  whatever  is  done  should  be  done  at 
once.  In  Belgium,  in  Brussels,  in  the  new  Ministry  lately  formed,  there  is  at 
least  one  member  without  a  portfolio  !  Is  it  necessary  to  add  another  word, 
except  to  suggest  the  finest  Russia  leather,  the  most  elegant  lining  that  tasteful 
skill  can  devise,  and  a  lock  which  shall  defy  all  the  efforts  and  instruments  of 
unscrupulous  ingenuity. 


NOSCITUR  A  SOCIIS. 

FOB  the  obloquy  which  SIR  CHARLES  DILKE  has  in- 
curred among  gentlemen  by  his  recent  attack  on  the 
UUKK.V,  he  has  amends  in  the  sympathy  of  which  an 
instance  is  given  in  the  newspaper  paragraph  below 
quoted : — 

"  COMMCNISM  IN  LONDON. —  The  'Reds'  of  Clerkenwell 
assembled  in  some  force  yesterday  (Sunday),  in  order  to  express 
their  views  respecting  the  execution  »f  Ito.shKL  and  hi*  com- 
panions. Citizen  P.  JOHNSON  was  called  to  the  chair;  and, 
Wore  proceeding  to  the  biuineu  of  the  day,  a  vote  of  thanks  to 
Citi/cn  SIR  CHAKLEK  DILKE,  for  his  services  to  the  cause,  was 
carried  amid  applause." 

That  there  may  be  no  mistake  about  the  cause  to 
which  the  Itepubhcan  Baronet  is  credited  with  services 
by  the  "Reds"  of  Clerkenwell,  observe  that,  those 
gentlemen  having  voted  the  foregoing  resolution  :— 

"Afterwards  a  vote  of  sympathy  with  the  fmnilie*  of  the 
.iiibts  executed  last  week  was  proposed  by  the  Citizen 
Chairman,  who  cordially  vituperated  the  Versailles  Govern- 
ment, defended  the  execution  of  the  hotUges  in  Paris,  ami 
said  that  the  four  men  shot  last  week  had  bequeathed  a  noble 
example  to  posterity,  and  bad  shown  how  honest  men  can  die." 

The  cause,  then,  to  which  SIR  CHARLES  DILKE,  by 
his  attacks  on  the  Throne,  and  the  Lady  who  occupies  it. 
has,  in  the  opinion  of  his  lied  partisans,  rendered 
services,  is  not  only  that  for  which  ROSSEL  suffered,  but 
also  that  for  which  were  shot  with  him  two  assassins, 
who  should  rather  have  been  hanged.  The  eulogist 
of  DILKE  "  defended  the  execution  of  the  hostages  in 
Paris." 

Will  CITIZEN  DILKE  disavow,  or  does  he  acknow- 
ledge, solidarity  with  CITI/.KN  JOHNSON  '- 


PRACTICE  FOR  PAUPERS. 

A  LIBERAL  Board  of  Guardians  ought  to  thank  the 
Times  for  the  publicity  which  it  has  given  to  their  muni- 
ficent offer  of : — 

"  A  LUCRATIVE  APPOINTMENT. — The  guardians  of  district 
No.  3  of  the  Honiton  (Devon)  Union  advertise  for  a  medical 
officer  at  a  salary  of  £9  per  annum." 

In  order  to  appreciate  the  generosity  of  this  adver- 
tisement, it  is  necessary  to  do  what  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON 
said  he  didn't,  thereby  doubtless,  making  a  great  fool 
of  himself  in  the  sight  of  our  zoological  sages  and 
genealogists.  You  must  invent  a  hypothesis.  Three 
courses  are  open  to  you,  after  GLADSTONE,  after  PEEL. 

1.  You  may  imagine  that  the  Guardians  of  Honiton 
No.  3  propose  to  give  a  medical  officer  £9  a  year  in 
addition  to  the  extensive  private  practice  which  his  office 
will  secure  him. 

2.  Or,    that   district   No.  3  of   the  Honiton  Union 
contains  such  a  number  and  variety  of  pauper  patients 
as  to  constitute  a  field  of  experience  which,  to  a  young 
practitioner,  would  be  its  own  remuneration — at  whose 
cost  no  matter  to  Guardians  regardless  of  the  expense. 

3.  Or,  on  the  contrary,  that  the  district  in  question  is 
so  small,  or  so  healthy,  that  the  duties  of  its  medical 
officer  would  be  merely  nominal.     With  nobody  to  treat, 
his  pension  of  £9  a  year  would  of  course  be  a  sinecure. 

On  either  of  these  suppositions  the  sum  of  £9  will,  to 
the  medical  officer  who  may  enjoy  that  stipend,  be  a  mere 
gratuity,  bestowed  out  of  pure  bounty,  liberality,  and 
handsomeness. 

There  is  a  fourth  theory  which  may  be  suggested,  but 
is,  of  course,  untenable  ;  namely,  that  the  medical  officer 
at  Honiton,  on  a  salary  of  £9  a  year  will  have,  besides,  a 
residence  in  the  workhouse,  and  be  treated  in  every 
respect  as  one  of  the  inmates. 


Another  Character. 

THE  profession  of  the  Law,  the  public  Press,  the  art 
and  mystery  of  Stenography,  must  all  have  derived 
material  advantages  from  the  Tichborne  trial ;  but  about 
the  twenty-sixth  of  this  month,  it  will  not  be  surprising 
if  another  National  Institution  shows  itself  as  much  or 
more  indebted  to  this  celebrated  cause.  Chequered  as 
the  scenes  of  his  past  career  have  been,  the  Claimant 
must  be  prepared  to  find  himself  in  new  ones  in  the 
Christmas  Pantomimes. 


VOL.   LTI. 
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A    HUM    FROM    THE    HIVE. 

E  it  said  that  no  respectable 
part  of  his  country's  lite- 
rature escapes  the  favour- 
able notice  of  Mr.  Punch. 
Amid  his  studies  he  finds 
leisure  for  the  perusal  of 
the  Jierhive,  which  is  a 
paper  written  chiefly  for 
artisans,  and  to  a  great 
extent  by  artisans.  It  has 
one  honourable  feature 
among  others ;  it  admits 
the  point-blankest  answers 
even  to  its  own  editorial  ut- 
terances. Tohis,lHr. Punch 
of  course,  admits  none,  be- 
cause anybody  who  differs 
from  him  must  be  a  fool, 
and  it  is  immoral  to  cir- 
culate folly,  but  he  can 
admire  those  who  allow 
that  they  are  not  infal- 
lible. Mr.  Punch  regret- 
ted to  see  himself  charged, 
the  other  day,  by  a  writer 
in  the  lie?  ft  ire,  with  "  scoff- 
ing" at  the  artisan's  habit 
of  expending  all  his  wages 
in  good  living,  and  not 
putting  by  for  a  rainy  day.  Now  a  hint  is  not  a  scoff,  and  he 
begs  that  his  critic  will  try  to  understand  that  delicacy  of  the  Eng- 
lish language.  But  this  by  the  way.  The  Beehire  is  enlivened  by 
the  busy  hum  of  poets,  and  a  lady  poet  has  just  burst  into  verse  in  a 
way  which  seems  to  entitle  her  to  hearing  from  another  audience 
than  that  of  the  hive.  She  shall  sing  to  the  drones,  by  which  she 
would  mean  the  educated  classes.  She  is  not  exactly  a  SAPPHO,  or 
a  MRS.  BROWNINO,  or  a  GBOEGE  ELIOT,  'nevertheless  she  has  some- 
thing to  say  for  herself,  and  this  it  is.  Whether  it  may  not  be 
desirable  that  the  artisan  should  learn  to  like  another  style  of  com- 
position is  not  now  the  question.  Hear  the  People's  Poetry : — 

UNITY  AND  LABOUR. 

That  sweet  little  word,  with  a  meaning  so  great, 
United  our  strength,  what  reform  'twill  create, 

Unity  and  labour,  yet  what  it  will  do 
Is  left  to  the  future,  to  England  and  you. 

To  you,  British  Workmen,  the  strength  of  the  land, 
It  is  you  that  will  make  us  one  wnited  hand  ; 

With  the  symbol  of  peace  for  thy  liberty's  crest, 
While  justice  and  truth  will  accomplish  the  rest. 

All  serfdom  will  sink  'neath  this  life's  rough  wave, 
The  true  honest  artisan  no  longer  called  slave  ; 

This  united  order  all  men  must  applaud, 
For  labour  will  sooner  receive  just  reward. 

The  poor  wounded  soldier,  no  longer  deserted 
And  driven  to  starve  for  the  powers  he  exerted  ; 

But  our  country  in  actions  a  true  Christian  land, 
The  wanting  receiving  from  Unity's  hand. 

The  country  will  gain  all  the  power  it  has  lost, 
The  Exchequer  will  receive  what  our  royalty  has  cost; 

No  longer  bedecked  with  such  useless  gauds, 
As  that  House  of  Obstructives,  they  dub  House  of  Lords. 

"  ANIOROEG."     ((feorgina.) 


"HOW  WE  GOT  OUR  SPEEDLE." 

WE  were  dawdling  over  the  relies  of  breakfast,  and  making  plans 
for  the  amusements  of  the  day,  when  my  Uncle,  who  had  gone  into 
his  study  to  open  the  post-bag,  came  into  the  room  with  an  open 
letter  in  his  hand,  and  said,  with  evident  glee,  "  Guess,  girls,  what 
this  tells  me  '<  " 

My  Cousins  began  all  kinds  of  possible  and  impossible  guesses ; 
but  their  father  stood  silent  and  amused.  At  last,  turning  to  me, 
he  said, — 

"  Well,  you  little  mouse,  what  do  ymt  guess  ?" 
;  I  guess,"  said  I,  "  that  you  have  heard  of  a  Speedle  ?  " 

"  Right,"  said  he ;  "  THOMPSON  of  Pontefract  knows  of  one ;  but 
there  is  one  drawback.  It  is  blue,  and  there  are  no  straps." 


"  It  won't  matter  much,  Papa,"  said  EMILY  ;  "  particularly  at  this 
time  of  year." 

"  True,"  said  my  Uncle,  "  I  shall  certainly  send  for  it." 

"  But  how  about  AUNT  DO-DO  ?  "  said  FIIED. 

"  Ah !  I  forgot,"  said  my  Uncle,  looking  very  grave.  "  "fes,  yes  ; 
her  infirmity  prevents  anything  of  the  kind  from  being  very  accept- 
able ;  but  still,  if  we  got  some  wide  red  tape,  and  bound  it  in 
squares,  I  don't  fancy  she  would  mind  so  much.  At  any  rate,  we 
will  have  it,  and  see  what  can  be  done." 

This  news  caused  great  excitement  among  us,  which  may,  perhaps, 
to  those  accustomed  to  Speedles  appear  odd  ;  but  it  must  be  remem- 
bered that  the  fact  of  so  many  of  my  Aunts  being  in  Nova  Xembla, 
of  course,  had  prevented  us  from  having  a  Speedle  before.  However, 
a  month  or  so  before  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing,  the  Board  of 
Directors  of  Toronto  had  issued  amended  rules ;  and  we  were  now  no 
longer  obliged  to  be  so  particular. 

"  It  would  be  awkw,,rd,  and  a  little  unseemly,"  said  our 
elderly  Cousin,  SAMPSON  LIGHTFOOT,  "  if  it  should  come  on  a 
Tuesday." 

We  all  agreed  that  this  must  be  prevented ;  and  I  ran  into  my 
Uncle's  study  to  remind  him. 

"  Yes,"  said  he  ;  "nor  would  it  be  advisable  that  it  should  arrive 
at  the  house  between  three  and  five  ;  but  I  will  give  full  directions, 
and  I  dare  say  there  will  be  no  danger." 

My  Uncle  wrote  very  fully  by  the  night's  post,  and  enclosed  suffi- 
cient stamps  to  pay  for  the  Speedle,  directing  that  it  was  to  be 
carefully  packed  in  damp  bran. 

During  the  afternoon  our  good  old  Rector  called.  He  looked 
rather  grave  and  uneasy,  and  after  a  few  remarks  about  the 
weather,  he  said, — 

"  I  hear  that  you  expect  a  Speedle." 

"Yes,"  we  said. 

"  Well,  my  dears,"  said  he,  "I  am  getting  old,  and  perhaps  a  little 
old-fashioned,  but  after  the  Dean's  sermon  last  Sunday  week,  I  can 
only  view  such  matters  in  a  serious  light.  I  am  the  more  vexed," 
he  continued,  "  because  of  course  the  whole  parish  looks  up  so  much 
to  your  father." 

"  But,  ME.  DOXFORD,"  said  I,  "  it  has  only  five  holes." 

"  My  dear,"  he  exclaimed,  "  you  have  taken  a  great  weight  off 
y  mind.    If  I  had  known  that,  I  should,  of  course,  have  made  no 
objection.     It  is  soft,  I  presume  ?  " 

"Partly  so,"  said  I. 

"That's  well,  that 'swell!"  said  he,  as  he  wished  us  all  good 
day. 

The  next  morning  brought  a  telegram : 

"  BOSTON.  Ponlefract  to  Jones. — CLACKTON  will  send  Speedle.  Do  you 
want  knobs  and  sliding-gear  ?  " 

Of  course  we  must  have  the  proper  number  of  knobs,  but  the 
sliding-gear,  unless  attached  by  ebony  joints,  and  dove-tailed  into 
the  back,  would  only  increase  the  pressure,  and  induce  leakage. 
So  my  Uncle  replied : 

"JONES.  CLACKTON.  Huston— Pontefract.  Send  knobs,  but  not  sliding- 
gear,  unless  perforated  obliquely." 

We  waited  in  great  expectation  until  the  second  day  after,  when 
a  Railway-porter  came  up  to  say  that  there  was  a  Speedle  waiting  at 
the  station  for  us,  and  the  Station-master  begged  that  it  might 
be  fetched  away  directly,  as  the  Company's  orders  regarding 
Speedles  were  very  strict.  We  immediately  directed  JOHNSON,  the 
gardener,  to  take  the  largest  cart,  and  fetch  the  Speedle  with  great 
care. 

Most  unfortunately,  our  elderly  Cousin,  SAMPSON  LIGHTFOOT,  had 
dropped  a  hint  to  ATJNT  DO-DO,  and  it  was  as  much  as  we  could  do 
to  prevent  her  leaving  the  house.  We  most  earnestly  assured  her 
that  it  was  a  very  small  soft  Speedle. 

"  Was  it  moist  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Of  course  it  must  be  a  little  moist,"  we  said. 

"  Then  I  will  not  have  it  in  the  house,"  said  she. 

So  we  had  to  get  the  coach-house  ready  for  it. 

At  last,  after  waiting  a  long  time,  it  arrived  just  before  dinner, 
and  we  all  went  into  the  coach-house  to  see  it  unpacked. 

It  was  an  ordinary,  medium  Speedle,  with  fewer  red  spots  than 
usual,  but  with  larger  screws  and  more  yellow  pulp  than  are  gene- 
rally found  in  blue  Speedles.  But  it  seemed  in  very  fair  order ;  and 
those  who  know  the  value  of  true  Speedles,  working  eight  to  the 
half-inch,  and  split  up  the  centre,  will  appreciate  our  delight  and 
enthusiasm. 

Not  long  afterwards,  our  elderly  Cousin,  SAMPSON  LIGHTFOOT, 
was  recalled  to  Timbuctoo,  and  AUNT  DO-DO,  having  died  at  the 
advanced  age  of  ninety-four,  we  had  the  Speedle  brought  into  the 
spare  room,  where  it  now  remains. 

We  often  pay  it  a  visit,  especially  on  Thursday  evenings :  and 
few  can  listen  to  it,  or  touch  its  elongated,  octagonal  gauge 
without  feeling  glad  that  we  were  able,  at  last,  to  procure  a 
Speedle. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

es  from  somewhere  with  a  lantern, 
or — it  being  so  dark  it  Hashes  across  me  that — 

The  Fuish. — A  lantern  emerges  from  somewhere  with 
JEIIOSIIAPDAT. 

Then  lantern,  JEHOSHAPHAT,  horse,  and  trap  vanish 
into  the  gloom. 

A  burst  of  light,  and  we  are  in  the  hall  of  Penwiflle 
Priory. 

flush. — Why  Priory  ? 

I  ask  this.  "Ehi"'  replies  PEN  DELI,,  pausing  in 
taking  off  his  top-coat  to  consider  the  matter  ;  this  evi- 
dently being  quite  a  new  idea  to  him. 

Xnti: — A  Stranger  is  valuable  in  a  place  to  which 
you/ve  become  accustomed,  because  he  starts  some  new 
ideas.  I  recollect  a  friend  who  had  lived  for  two  years 
in  what  he  called  a  Country  Paradise.  Stranger  came 
down.  "Charming,  eh?"  said  my  friend,  expecting 
Stranger  to  be  in  raptures.  "  I'm  !  "  replied  Stranger, 
smiling — (startling  to  get  a  Sniffing  Stranger— it  makes 
you  look  about,  and  arouses  suspicion) —  What 's  the 
matter  ?  "  asked  my  friend,  uneasily.  "  Drains  all  right 
here,  eh  ?  "  asked  the  Sniffing  Stranger,  breaking  it  tn  him 

gently.  Then 1  remember  well  what  happened  ///<•»— 

my  friend  became  nervous  ;  he  lived  with  cans  of  disin- 
fecting iluid,  and  nuisance-destroying  powders  in  his 
hand,  lie  was  up  early — he  and  the  Stranger — both 
snilling  all  over  the  garden,  and  making  points,  like 
trullle-dogs  when  they  found  anything  under  their  noses, 
and  above  their  comprehension.  Then  came  discussions 
with  gardener,  groom,  carpenter,  bricklayer,  well-sinker, 
labourer,  with  suggestions  from  Builders,  and  sketches 
from  Architects ;  and,  finally — the  property  was  ruined, 
and  so  was  my  friend's  health.  There's  the  secret  out 
at  last,  nomine  mutato  (I  haven't  given  a  name  except 
to  call  him  "  my  friend ")  fabula  narratur  de  Me. 
That 's  the  secret  of  my  want  of  Health.  I  can  trace  it  all 
back  to  that,  I  believe  ;  and  now  when  I  go  to  a  friend's 
Happy  Healthy  Home,  the  rirst  thing  I  do — if  he  glories 
in  its  being  peculiarly  healthy — is  to  sniff.  Few  men  can 
stand  it.  PENDELL  doesn't  boast  that  his  place  is  so 
eminently  salubrious,  but  I've  brought  him  one  fresh 
idea  to  begin  with.  It  is,  "  Why  is  your  property  called 
the  Priory  ?  "  He 's  been  here  ten  years,  and  he  owns 
that  no  one  has  ever  asked  him  this  question  before. 

It  puzzles  him.  He  takes  off  his  coat :  So  do  I.  He 
ushers  me  into  the  drawing-room :  quintessence  of  com- 
fort. Really  easy  chairs.  Nobody  here.  I  sink  into  one 
chair.  He  into  another.  Then  I  hear  him  repeating  to 
himself,  as  he  frowns  at  the  log  fire,  "  Why,  Priory  ?" 

"  Yes,"  he  says,  presently  stretching  himself,  and 
standing  up  on  the  hearth-rug,  "Confound  it!"  he  is 
evidently  annoyed,  "Why,  Priory?" 

Flash  of  mine,  in  order  to  relieve  him. — Perhaps  the 
tenant,  prior  to  you,  might  have  called  it  so,  because  you 
were  coming  afterwards.  This  satisfies  neither  of  us. 
PENDELL  regrets  that  his  wife  is  not  up,  or  she  would 
have  given  us  the  real  history  of  the  Priory.  "  Stie 
knows  all  about  it,"  he  tells  me.  "  She  'U  tell  you, 
you'll  see  ;  but,"  he  adds,  "  Old  RUDDOCK  is  well  up  in 
all  the  County  History,  and  he 's  sure  to  be  right." 

I  notice  that  he  never  can  mention  Old  RUDDOCK'S 
name  without  smiling  to  himself  at  some  of  this  old 
gentleman's  furetiie.  I  begin  to  long  to  meet  Old  RUD- 
DOCK. I  don't  know  why,  I  picture  him  as  a  tall  man  in 
knee-breeches  and  top-boots,  with  a  low-crowned  hat, 
but  I  do.  In  my  mind's  eye  I  see  Old  RUDDOCK. 

"They've  put  out  supper  for  us,"  observes  PEN- 
DELL making  a  move. 

The  Dining  Itwnn.  More  quintessences  of  comfort.  If 
we  'd  been  ogres  coming  in  after  an  unsuccessful  hunt 
for  small  boys,  we  couldn't  be  more  sumptuously  pro- 
vided for.  Pies,  ham,  beef,  jug,  and  tankard.  PENDELL 
says  he 's  not  much  of  a  supper-eater.  I  tell  him  I 
never  take  it,  as  a  rule. 

Flash.  Make^a  remarkable  exception.  Pie,  beef,  home- 
brewed ale—"  that  won't  hurt  you,"  says  PENDELL,  who 
suddenly  takes  me  in  hand,  medically, — and  a  cigar  with 
a  glass  of  real  Irish  whiskey  as  a  "  corrective." 

Result.  Both  seated  before  fire.  I  hear  PENDELL  mur- 
mur, "Why  Priory?"  Some  answer  is  occurring  to  me 
when  I  seem  suddenly  to  be  puzzling  myself  as  to 
whether  I  have  answered  or  not,  and  then  I  am  awoke 
by  a  loud  snore,  and  my  head  jerks  forward  as  if  a  spring 
had  given  way  somewhere  at  the  nape  of  my  neck. 


"Hallo!"  exclaims  PENDELL.  Then  it  occurs  to  me  that,  if  the  snore  was 
mine,  it  is  time  for  bed. 

I  go  to  bed  half  asleep,  I  undress  three-quarters  asleep,  only  conscious  of  not 
throwing  my  things  into  the  lire,  hut  anywhere  else  about  the  floor.  I  think 
I  wind  up  my  watch.  Three-. juard  is  and  a  half  I  roll  into  bed. 

In  Seil.  Fall  asleep.   First  night  at  Penwiffle  in  search  of  Health. 


A  GIBRALTAR  TO  GERMANY. 

THE  Leipzic  Gazette  demands,  on  behalf  of  Germany,  the  cession  of  Heligo- 
land, chiefly  for  the  grave  reason  stated  in  the  following  abridgment  of  one 
of  its  articles : — 

"  During  the  recent  Franco-German  war  the  French  were  able  to  maintain  their  blockade 
of  the  German  coast  mainly,  according  to  the  Leipzic  Gazette,  through  the  circumstance 
that  Heligoland  was  not  German  territory.  Had  it  been  German  territory  it  would  have 
been  strongly  fortified,  and  the  strong  fortifications  would  hare  prevented"  French  war- 
vessels  from  anchoring  under  the  lee  of  the  island,  and  French  coal-ships  from  enjoying 
a  similar  refuge.  Heligoland,  the  Leipzic  journal  insist*,  is  a  sentinel  of  the  embouchures 
of  the  Elbe,  the  Weser,  and  the  Jahde,  the  three  all-important  livers  for  commercial  or  mili- 
tun  purposes  of  the  north-west  of  Germany,  and  it  becomes  neither  flermau  safety  nor 
German  honour  to  allow  a  foreign  Power  to  remain  in  such  a  position.  The  Leipzic  journal 
adds  that  it  would  not  recommend  an  immediate  declaration  of  war  against  England  for 
the  few  square  feet  of  barren  rock." 

We  should  think  not.  Is  England  Denmark,  that  Germany  should  do  this 
thing  ?  It  may  well  be,  however,  that  Heligoland  had  better  be  fortified  with 
a  view  to  a  more  or  less  remote  contingency  which  the  Leipzic  Gazette  seems 
to  contemplate.  Only  we  would  save  Fatherland  the  expense  of  the  fortifi- 
cations:  rather  construct  them  ourselves.  In  the  meantime,  as  Heligoland 
is  nearly  undermined  by  rabbits,  we  could  stuff  all  their  burrows  with  com- 
pressed gun-cotton.  In  this  explosive  material  detonating  cartridges,  duly 
enveloped,  and  connected  by  wires  with  galvanic  batteries  on  this  side  of  the 
North  Sea.  under  our  own  thumbs,  might  constitute  a  provisional  arrangement 
for  the  defence  of  Heligoland. 

Once  More. 

"  THE  River  Plate  Pressure  Meat-preserving  Company"  is  advertised.  The 
Plate  is  not  unknown  to  persons  who  are,  unhappily,  of  a  jesting  turn,  and,  as 
a  source  of  jocular  allusions,  may  be  thought  to  be  exhausted ;  but  we  will 
venture  to  defy  public  opinion  by  saying  that  the  more  pressure  there  is  of 
meat  on  the  plate,  the  better  for  the  "Plate  Pressure  Meat-preserving  Company." 
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CHIVALRY    IN    THE    PANTRY.      (A 


FACT.) 

CARRYIN'  OF  'EM  UP  BETWEEN  ITS   IN  THAT 


"PLEASE,  MA'AM,  MB  AN'  COACHMAN'S  BEGTTLAR  WORE  OUT  WITH  THEM  COALS. 
BASKET  MAKES  OUR  BACKS  AND  CHESTS _HAKE  DREADFUL!" 

"  WELL,  BUGGINS,  WHAT  DO  THEY  DO  IN  OTHER  FAMILIES  ?     I  SUPPOSE  THEY  HAVE  FIRES  IN  THIS  WEATHER  ? 
"  0  YES,  MA'AM  !    BUT  THEN  THE  MAIDS  MOSTLY  CARRIES  UP  THEIR  COALS  THEIKSELVES  ! " 


COLLIER'S  EAPID  ACT, 

AND  COCKBURN'S  REMONSTRANCE. 

COLLIER,  A.-G.,  deemed  his  candle  too  big 

To  be  quenched  'neath  a  puisne's  contemptible  wig  : 

No  objection  he  had  a  Chief  Justice  to  be. 

But  ne'er  a  Chief 's  place  for  him  chanced  to  be  free. 

So,  in  fault  of  Chief 's  place,  he  would  show  complaisance, 
And  judge  wills  and  wives,  vice  BABON  PENZANCE  ; 
But,  first,  of  that  Judgeship  the  pension  must  be 
Raised  with  that  of  the  Puisnes  to  equalitie. 

So  the  pension  was  raised,  but  PEN/ANCE,  thereupon, 

He  said  to  himself,  "  Why  should  /not  stay  on '( 

From  the  pension  they  've  raised,  and  the  work  that  I  know, 

To  Judicial  Committee  what  profit  to  go  ?  " 

So,  COLLIEE,  A.-G.,  saw  his  way  shut,  perforce, 
To  a  seat  in  the  Court  of  Probate  and  Divorce  : 
Which,  when  all  arrangements  so  nicely  were  made, 
Was  a  sell  on  the  part  of  PENZANCE,  I  'm  afraid. 

So,  casting  about  for  a  Judgeship  to  fit, 

On  Judicial  Committee  he  said  he  would  sit, 

Though  'twixt  him  and  the  new-modelled  bench  of  P.  C. 

Up-perked  the  new  statute,  with  "  not  for  li.  P. !  " 

"  No  one  sits  on  this  Bench  who  has  not  been  a  Judge"— 
But  for  that  ne'er  a  foot  would  stout  COLLIEE  budge  ; 
"  Make  me  judge  for  the  form's  sake,  if  judge  I  must  be, 
And  then  shift  the  letters,  C.  P.  to  P.  C. ! " 

MR.  GLADSTONE,  he  hummed  ;  my  LORD  HATHERLEY  hawed, 
But  COLLIKK  stood  stiff,  and  the  statute  was  flawed— 


And  the  Bench  and  the  Bar  with  astonishment  saw 
Three  leading  law-makers  evading  the  law ! 

To  the  Common  Pleas'  Bench  they  pitch-forked  the  A.-G. : 
To  spring  through  the  Act,  from  C.  P.  to  P.  C. ! 
While  the  Bench  and  the  Bar  did  their  horror  proclaim,' 
And  CHIEF  JUSTICE  COCKBUBN  declared  it  a  "  Shame  !  " 

Methinks  it  looks  ill  to  see  heads  of  the  law 

Run  slap  against  statutes,  those  statutes  to  flaw  ; 

And  'tis  hard  on  respect  for  the  law  to  insist. 

When  through  a  new  statute  you  've  just  poked  your  fist. 

There  are  deeds  of  defiance  true  wisdom  will  fear : 
There  are  shoals  which  good  pilots  will  not  scrape  too  near ; 
And  there  are  rapid  acts,  which,  although  they  succeed, 
Suggest  the  old  saw—"  The  more  haste  the  worse  speed." 


THE  THREE  R's  IN  IRELAND. 

Br  accounts  from  Ireland  we  are  informed  that  a  meeting  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  inhabitants  of  the  county  of  Wexford,  for  the 
purpose  of  expressing  their  views  respecting  a  system  of  education 
based  on  religion  and  conformable  to  their  feelings,  has  been  con- 
voked by  the  Bishop  of  the  diocese,  DE.  FUELONG.  The  We^rd 
Roman  Catholics  have  got  a  Furlong  towards  a  system  of  education 
after  their  own  heart.  From  a  Furlong  it  is  probable  that,  com- 
bining with  their  co-religionists  throughout  Ireland,  they  will  get 
to  a  League. 

Jolly. 

THE  Cape  of  Good  Hope  has  had  its  share  of  Episcopal  trials  and 
troubles.  We  hope  they  are  ended,  and  that  more  cheerful  times 
are  in  store  for  the  Colony — now  that  "DEAN  MEEEIMAN  has  been 
elected  BISHOP  OF  GRAHAMSTOWJT." 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— DECEMBER  16,  1871. 


A   DARING   ACT. 

LORD  CHIEF  JTOTICK  OF  ENGLAND  (i»  Private  Sox).  "IT'S  A  VERY  DANGEROUS  PERFORMANCE;   AND  I  SHALL 
CERTAINLY  APPEAL  TO  .THE  LICENSING  MAGISTRATES." 
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LITERATURE,    SCIENCE,    AND    ART. 

HE  discovery  of  a  most  im- 
portant manuscript  in  a 
cupboard  in  one  of  the 
Monasteries  of  the  Delta  is 
something  which  we  have 
gratification  in  announcing. 
It  is  written  in  a  cursive 
hand  beautif  ullyilluminated 
in  the  Renaissance  style  (by 
JULIA  CLOVIO),  and  in  per- 
fect preservation  (except 
some  stains,  which  still  re- 
tain a  faint  odour  of  the 
juniper  berry),  and  is  con- 
sidered by  scholars  not  to 
be  earlier  than  the  ninth  or 
later  than  the  seventeenth 
century.  The  Trustees  of 
the  British  Museum  are 
negotiating  for  the  purchase 
of  this  unique  manuscript, 
which  will  be  edited  by  MR. 
PERCY  RHSON  HOLINSITED, 
S.P.U.K.,for  the  Dryasdust 
Sot  ii't'/.  The  title  (in  uncial 
characters,  10J  inches  long) 
runs  thus: — I)v  (itititJuan- 
nis  (vulgo  Jackii)  Gigan- 
tic idi ;  and  the  Codex,  by 

those  who  have  seen  it,  is  understood  to  remedy  several  important 
lncitnrf  in  the  history  of  that  renowned  Paladin. 

The  Pantomime  Season  is  now  rapidly  approaching,  and  the  note 
of  preparation  has  already  been  sounded  in  our  great  National 
Establishments.  The  Seren  Sister  &MM0miMJs*fe :  or,  The  Clown, 
the  Claimant,  and  the  Cnhra,  will  be  distinguished  by  an  imposing 
novelty— the  first  appearance  of  a  coloured  juvenile  troupe  with 
aluminium  rings  in  their  noses,  upwards  of  three  hundred  in  number ; 
while  Harlequin  Munchausen,  or  the  GMin  <!<niii  of  the  Haunted 
Hut,  will  rely  on  the  Electro- Selenitic  Light,  and  the  Dreamy 
Dance  of  the  Thousand  Dervishes. 

Scientific  circles  are  eagerly  discussing  a  project  for  ameliorating 
the  sanitary  condition  of  our  over-crowded  London,  by  means  of 
mountain  breezes  conveyed  fresh  through  silicated  tubes  from 
healthy  and  elevated  districts  direct  to  the  Metropolis.  A  large 
tract  of  country  has  already  been  secured  in  Wales,  and  engineering 
operations  will  be  commenced  as  soon  as  the  necessary  capital  is 
subscribed. 

The  multifarious  Scientific  Societies  of  London  have  now  generally 
resumed  their  weekly  winter  meetings.  At  the  Oological,  a  most 
exhaustive  paper  has  already  been  read  by  PROFESSOR  OSPEAT,  on 
the  "  Amount  of  Albumen  contained  in  the  Egg  of  the  Kittiwake  :  " 
at  the  Acumenieal,  the  exhibition  of  some  flint  toys,Jfound  in  the 
lake  nurseries  of  the  ancient  Hyperboreans,  provoked  a  sharp 
dismission  ;  and  at  the  next  meeting  of  the  Cosmoramic  we  are  pro- 
mised news  of  an  extinct  race  of  men,  lately  met  with  in  the  heart 
of  the  Sunderbunds,  who  have  no  lobes  to  their  ears. 

The  Winter  Exhibition  of  the  Society  of  Painters  in  Gelatine  is 
now  open.  At  the  private  view  the  principal  attraction  was 
WETCHLET  FALDEHSON'S  great  picture  of  William  Penn  Taking  Tea 
and  Water-Cresses  with  "  Conversation  Sharp."  This  is  a  perfect 
gem,  and  ought  to  be  secured  for  one  of  our  National  Institutions. 

"  The  Spectre  Stranger"  is  the  title  of  a  new  ghost-story  which 
will  be  published  in  a  few  days,  by  WEIRDLEY  AND  THKILMAS'. 
The  illustrations  are  by  DARKER. 

That  great  German  Shakespearian  scholar,  GOTTFRIED  WOLFGANG 
BccHMACHEB,  is  engaged  on  a  new  volume  of  Metnoiri  of  the 
Qttineys,  based  on  fresh  materials  which  have  lately  come  to  light 
in  the  Green  Vaults  at  Dresden. 

A  statue  to  the  memory  of  EDWABD  COCKER,  the  great  arithme- 
tician, has  at  last  been  erected  in  his  native  place.  He  holds  a  piece 
of  slate  pencil  in  his  outstretched  right  hand,  and  gazes  intently  on 
the  Multiplication  Table  which  he  grasps  firmly  with  his  left.  The 
figure  is  in  evening  costume,  and  the  white  tie  life-like. 

The  author  of  Dreary  Dreams  is  writing  another  poem  to  be 
issued  next  November  :  it  will  be  entitled  Fog  Phantoms. 

It  is  rumoured  that  CATTA/ETTI'S  Grimalchini  is  to  be  heard  in 
London  next  Season. 

A  History,  illustrated,  of  The  Sweetmeats  of  all  Nations,  and 
their  Relation  to  National  Tastes,  is  in  the  Press. 

An  original  Burlesque  on  the  subject  of  The  Augean  Stables  is 
in  preparation  at  the  Horsleydown  Theatre. 

The  arrangements  have  been  completed  for  a  new  daily  paper. 
To  avoid  monotony,  and  to  meet  a  want  which  has  long  been  gene- 


rally felt,  the  paper  will  be  conducted  by  six  editors,  one  for  each 
day  in  the  week,  representing  as  many  conflicting  views  on  political, 
social,  scientific,  artistic,  literary,  educational,  and  controversial 
questions.  It  will  be  called  The  Chamrl<-mi. 

The  Battle  of  the  New  Law  Courts  still  rages.  Deputations  from 
the  different  factions —the  Veneto-Gothic,  the  Lombardo- Rococo, 
and  the  Greco- Romano— have  had  interviews  with  the  KIKST  LORD 
nr  TIIK  TKK\M:KY,  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCUEO.ITER,  and  the 
FIRST  COMMISSIONER  OF  WOKKS,  and  it  is  whispered  that  the  result 
of  these  conferences  will  be  a  compromise— a  Louis-Uuatorze  farade, 
with  an  Elizabetho-Jacobean  interior. 

The  extra  Christmas  number  of  the  Edinburgh  and  Quarterly 
Reviews  is  postponed  till  next  year. 


TESTIMONIAL  TO   MIALL. 

MIALL,  MIALL, 

There  once  was  call 

Foul  of  the  Church  for  you  to  fall. 

But  now  what  sect 

Can  yon  select 

To  which  wise  people  less  object  ? 

In  her  fold  pent 

You  might  dissent 

At  this  day  to  your  heart's  content. 

She  'd  hold  you  all— 
'Gainst  her  tis  small 
To  caterwaul,  MIALL,  MIALL  ! 


"  A  FREE  FIGHT  "  FOE  THE  CROWN. 

THE  subjoined  paragraph  of  provincial  news  is  respectfully  com- 
mended to  the  notice  of  Her  Majesty's  Government : — 

"  REPUBLICANISM  at  READING. — Last  night  MR.  ODOBK  iddretwd  a 
meeting  at  Reading.  Outside  the  hall,  to  which  admission  wag  gained  by 
ticket,  a  large  crowd  assembled,  throwing  stones  at  the  window*,  and  singing 
the  National  Anthem.  Attempts  made  to  enter  the  building  were  vigorously 
resisted  for  some  time,  but  at  last  an  entry  was  gained,  and  a  free  fight  ensued. 
During  the  disturbance  MB.  ODDER  made  his  way  to  the  railway  station." 

From  the  conduct  of  the  loyal  but  lawless  multitude  at  Reading 
an  enlightened  Government  may  discern  that  the  People  are  not  all 
of  the  same  way  of  thinking  as  the  London  mob,  whose  Leaders 
meet  and  conspire  against  the  Crown,  and  asperse  the  PREMIER 
with  resolutions  of  confidence  in  him,  at  the  Hole- in-the- Wall. 
Hence  it  may  appear  to  progressive  but  constitutional  statesmen 
that  any  show  of  deference,  or  even  perhaps  of  civility,  to  Cockney 
revolutionists,  might  as  well  be  eschewed. 

The  loyal  People,  however,  whom  ODGER  would  address  if  they 
would  only  listen  to  him,  should  always  remember  that  loyalty  is 
ill  displayed  by  violence.  The  loyalty  that  throws  stones,  even  at  a 
Republican  agitator,  is  too  much  like  the  disloyalty  that  pushes 
down  park  railings.  The  National  Anthem,  sung  in  chorus,  is  to 
be  sure,  an  excellent  answer  to  anything  that  ODOER,  or  DII.KE,  or 
a  Fenian,  may  have  to  say  'against  the  QUEEN  or  the  Monarchy ; 
but  still  loyal  subjects,  though  ever  so  exasperated,  ought  not  to 
stone  the  windows  of  a  hall  which  contains  ODQEK  even,  or  DILK  n 
himself.  It  cannot  be  permitted  in  this  land  of  law  and  order  that 
any  offender,  however  offensive,  should,  even  in  defect  of  law,  or 
administration  of  law,  be  Lynched — as  Republicans  sometimes  are 
in  a  Republic. 

ODGER  made  his  way  to  the  station  at  Reading,  apparently  un- 
harmed. The  loyal  People  have  also  happily  contented  themselves 
with  vocal  disapprobation  of  DUKE.  Consequently  neither  of  those 
two  can  say  to  MUBPHY — "  Come  to  my  arms,  brother  in  maltreat- 
ment." So,  then,  how  much  disgust  soever  certain  speeches  may 
have  given  to  all  decent  people,  no  offer  of  fraternisation  by  those 
who  uttered  them  can  have  disgusted  MURPHY. 


Payment  in  Kind. 

DOWN  in  an  outer  corner  of   the   Times,  one   day  last  week, 
appeared  the  following  announcement : — 

"  The  CHANCELLOR  OP  THE  EXCHEQUER  acknowledges  the  receipt  of  £10 
from  'Evil '  for  Income  Tax." 

So  the  LULU  of  the  Income  Tax  receives  Evil  for  Evil.  Much  good 
may  it  do  him. 


256 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[DECEMBER  16,  1871. 


MAY    DIFFERENCE    OF    OPINION,"    &c. 

Objectionably  Cheerful  Person  (to  JONES).  "  KAIN  MAKES  IT  CAPITAL  '  GOING  '  TO-DAY,  SIR  ! " 

[-Bwi  JoifSS  doesn't  see  it.     He  came  from  Town  in  the  dark;  has  had  a  perfectly  blank  day ;  is  nearly  sure  he  has  lamed  his  horse,  and  is 
certain  he  has  caught  cold. 


WILD  SPOET  AND  SPORTSMEN. 

OTTE  elder  readers,  many  of  them,  probably  recollect  a  certain  song 
of  the  comic  kind,  once  popular  under  the  title  of  "  Going  Out  a 
Shooting."  It  was  a  song  composed  in  the  metropolitan  dialect, 
and  it  celebrated  exploits  of  metropolitan  sportsmen.  Those  exploits 
may  be  considered  to  have  been  surpassed,  in  their  way,  by  sports- 
men of  higher  degree,  the  chief  of  whom  the  Morning  Post  mentions 
in  a  paragraph  headed  "  The  Game  Season."  According  thereto  a 
batch  of  distinguished  sportsmen,  did  in  three  days'  shooting  polish 
off  game  as  f  olloweth : 

"  First  day :  194  pheasants,  191  hares,  136  rabbits,  9  partridges,  and 
1  woodcock— total,  451.  Second-day  :  258  pheasants,  159  hares,  181  rabbits, 
10  partridges,  and  1  woodcock— total,  609.  Third  day  :  333  pheasants,  277 
hares,  122  rabbits,  9  partridges,  and  6  woodcocks— total,  747.  The  aggregate 
for  the  three  days  was  thus  1,807  head." 

These  figures  suggest  an  epigram  of  other  days  :— 
"  JACK,  eating  rotten  cheese,  did  say, 

'Like  SAMSON,  I  my  thousands  slay.'  " 

So,  likewise,  might  the  abovenamed  shooting  party  say  with  partial 
verity.    But  the  parallel  is  hardly  complete  :— 
"  '  I  vow,'  quoth  ROGER,  '  so  you  do ; 
And  with  the  self-same  weapon,  too."  " 

SAMSON'S  thousands  did  not  fall  to  his  gun.  Those  gentlemen 
slew  theirs-  „  A  going  out  a  8hooting... 

Metropolitan  sportsmen,  when  they  went  out  a  shooting,  were 
accustomed  to  shoot  domestic  poultry.  The  difference  between  this 
and  battue-shooting  is,  that  in  the  latter  the  game  are  much  the 
more  numerous.  There  is  no  stalking  of  stubble  or  turnips  in  either, 
and  the  part  borne  in  both  kinds  of  sport  by  dogs  is,  or  might  be, 
about  the  same.  The  dogs  that  served  for  the  one  would  do  as  well 


for  the  other : — 


'  We  'ad  dogs  of  every  kind — 
Pointers,  bulldogs— never  mind — 
But  one  we  'ad,  though  'e  wos  blind, 
Wot  'ad  been  out  a  shootin'." 


Dogs  such  as  these  would  be  quite  sufficiently  up  to  their  work  at 
the  heels  of  sportsmen,  whose  sport  must  mainly  consist  in  "firing 
into  the  brown  "  or  other  mass  of  colour  formed  by  flocks  of  birds 
and  herds  of  ground  game.  A  retriever,  however,  may  have  been 
due  to  the  doubtless  exceptional  shooter  of  a  woodcock.  But  that 
dog,  or  any  other  dog  that  ever  had  really  been  out  a-shooting  after 
the  old  fashion,  must,  beholding  the  wholesale  slaughter  of  the  rest 
of  the  game  bagged  in  the  quantities  above  given,  have  been  excited 
in  like  manner  with  a  humbler  creature  of  his  species,  of  whom  you 
probably  remember  to  have  heard  in  your  infancy  that 
"  The  little  dog  laughed  to  see  such  sport." 

Of  course,  that  is  unless  the  dog,  of  what  kind  soever,  that  had 
been,  out  a  shooting,  was  debarred  by  the  affliction  of  blindness 
from  the  pleasure  of  witnessing  the  remarkably  wild  sport  which,  if 
visible  to  him,  must  have  been  amusing. 


A  SECOND  OFFENCE. 

THE  paragraph  below,  quoted  from  a  contemporary,  appears  to  be 
a  summary  of  a  report  drawn  up  by  the  official  and  reverend  gentle- 
man with  whose  name  it  is  connected : — 

"  ANTIQUARIAN  DISCOVERIES. — In  his  annual  report  to  the  prefectorial 
administration  of  the  Seine  Inferieure,  the  ABB^  COCHET  describes  some 
interesting  excavations  which  have  been  made  at  the  village  of  Nesle-Hodeny, 
and  which  have  brought  a  Merovingian  burial-ground  to  light.  Ten  rows  of 
trenches,  each  containing  from  15  to  20  graves,  were  examined.  Several 
tombs  had  been  violated  in  the  middle  ages  in  search  for  treasure,  but  the 
antiquaries  have,  notwithstanding,  reaped  an  abundant  harvest." 

Then  follows  an  inventory  of  pottery,  arms,  ornaments,  and  coins, 
of  which  the  harvest  consisted.  This  harvest  the  antiquarians 
reaped  notwithstanding  that  several  of  the  tombs  which  they 
explored  "  had  been  violated  in  the  middle  ages."  Are  these  the 
words  of  M.  COCHET  himself  ?  If  so,  he  may  be  thought  to  have 
omitted  a  word  which  some  readers  will  perhaps  be  disposed  to 
supply.  Should  he  not  have  said  that  several  tombs  had  been 
violated  in  the  middle  ages  already  ? 
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SKETCHED    AT    ISLINGTON. 

Purchaser.  "  K-A-T-L  is  NO  THE  WAY  TO  SPELL  'CATTLE.'" 
Drover  (writing  the  Receipt).  "  NAEBODT  COULD  SPELL  wi'  THIS  PEN. 

BEEN  OWKK   MONY   DRUCKEN   BODIES  USIN'   IT  !  " 


THERE  's 


LIBERALITY  ABOVE  LAW. 

WAS  a  PREMIER,  then,  upbraided 
Rigid  LoKD  CIIIKK  JUSTK.-B  by, 

All  for  having  Law  evaded 
To  promote  a  staunch  ally  ? 

With  mere  legal  test  of  fitness 
People's  men  can  well  dispense. 

Their  own  conscience  bears  them  witness 
Of  their  colleague's  competence. 

Jobbery  now  a  thing  of  yore  is, 

Which  to  check,  with  stringent  rein, 

Laws  were  made — for  naughty  Tories  ; 
Not  good  Liberals  to  restrain. 


WHO  'S  YOUR  BAXKER? 

"  The  C'amden  Society  will  shortly  issue  the  '  Chtqut  Book 
of  the  Chapd  Royal.'  " 

CURIOSITY  is  aroused  by  this  announcement.  Cheque- 
books, except  for  their  fortunate  possessors,  do  not  seem 
to  possess  much  interest,  and  are  generally  looked  upon 
as  reserved  for  private  perusal :  nor  is  the  Chapel  Royal 
the  place  from  which  we  should  have  expected  a  publi- 
cation of  this  sort  to  issue.  By  whom  have  its  cheques 
been  signed,  to  whom  have  they  been  made  payable  r1 
To  the  Dean  and  Sub-Dean,  the  Organist,  the  Choristers, 
the  Singing  Men,  the  Beadle  ?  Some  of  these  have, 
without  doubt,  been  persons  of  eminence,  whose  smallest 
pecuniary  transactions  are  not  without  interest  even 
to  remote  generations ;  and  as  to  the  more  obscure 
officials,  the  Camden  Society  may  know  by  experience 
that  there  is  a  large  circle  of  readers  who  will  90  glad 
to  be  informed  what  stipend  the  Vergers  received  in 
the  reign  of  HENBY  THE  FIFTH,  or  what  were  the 
perquisites  of  the  Pew  Openers  in  the  time  of  QUEEN 
ELIZABETH. 

The  Camden  Society  should  negotiate  with  some 
eminent  London  Banker  to  act  as  Editor  of  this  Cheque- 
book. Even  the  Foils  would  be  interesting,  though  they 
are  doubtless  mystified  scribble,  as  usual  with  secular 
memoranda  of  the  sort. 


THE  MANY  ON  THE  ICE. 

TITE  whirligig  of  Time  has  again  brought  round  "  The  weather 
and  the  Parks,"  in  the  newspapers,  one  of  which,  the  other  day,  con- 
tained the  statement  that : — 

"  The  ice  in  the  parks  was  still  more  unsafe  yesterday  than  on  Thursday, 
but  about  1000  persons  ventured  upon  it,  and  several  immersions  occurred, 
but  none  of  a  serious  nature." 

No ;  the  water  in  the  parks,  most  of  it,  is  now  within  any  ordinary 
person's  depth.  Nobody  of  ordinary  stature,  who  is  a  sufficiently 
great  fool  to  go  skating  on  thin  ice,  can  now  easily  be  drowned ;  and 
when  the  fool  falls  through,  his  immersion  is  not  serious,  but  so 
much  the  contrary  as  to  divert  the  spectators. 

To  the  foregoing  news  is  added  a  statement  that  is  enough  to 
make  most  people  shudder : — 

"The  Serpentine  remains  quite  free  from  ice,  and  there  were  20  bathers 
yesterday  morning." 

Are  they  of  our  species,  those  beings  who  bathe  in  the  Serpentine 
on  the  point  of  freezing,  and  those  others  who  attempt  to  skate 
upon  the  park  ponds  before  the  ice  can  bear  them?  One  would 
think  that  the  bathers  who  immerse  themselves  on  purpose  were  so 
many  polar  bears.  That  idea,  however,  is  not  humiliating.  There 
is  at  least  no  stupidity  in  their  taking  a  bath  at  this  time  of  the 
year  ;  it  is  their  nature  to,  and  may  physic  them.  But  the  involun- 
tary bathers  take  down  your  self-esteem.  The  moment  a  film  of  ice 
forms  on  a  piece  of  water,  how  thin  soever  the  ice  and  deep  the 
water,  on  they  rush  to  its  surface.  And  they  rush  in  flocks.  Their 
temerity  is  that  of  geese,  and  so  is  their  gregariousness.  They  are 
plumeless  geese,  and  geese  without  web-feet ;  geese  that  can't  swim ; 
—the  worst  of  geese.  But  are  they  not  your  own  flesh  and  blood  ? 
and  things  which  are  equal  to  the  same  are  equal  to  each  other. 
What  tilings  are  we  then  equal  to,  thinking  friends,  if  equal  to  those 
same  unthinking  p<>..],lf  •  Co,  proud  philosopher,  go  to  the  mirror, 
it  in  the  habit  of  usinj,'  one  as  you  brush  your  hair  of  a  morning  : 
look  yourself  in  the  face  therein,  and  say  "Bo  ! " 


FULL. 

THE  Roman  Correspondent  of  the  Echo,  writing  of  the  opening  of 
the  Italian  Parliament  by  KING  VICTOR,  says : — 

"  Enormous  was  the  demand  for  tickets  of  admission  to  the  Chamber  at 
Sfonte  Citorio  to  witness  the  inaugural  ceremony.  I  was  told  of  40,000 
applications  by  a  Roman  gentleman,  who  could  not  get  one,  from  having 
delayed  too  long." 

Who  will  not  sympathise  with  this  most  persevering  but  unfortu- 
nate Roman  gentleman  ?  After  undergoing  the  immense  fatigue 
and  exertion  of  making  "  40,000  applications,"  writing  innumerable 
letters,  and  wasting  countless  hours  of  precious  time-ptime  which 
can  never  be  recalled — it  was  hard  not  to  have  one  single  request 
granted.  Disheartened  and  disgusted,  the  disappointed  applicant 
has  probably  become'a  rabid  Republican,  if  not  an  advanced  Com- 
munist, and,  it  may  be,  has  sworn  never  again  to  trouble  himself 
about  the  trappings  and  gewgaws  of  Royalty. 


MEDICAL  NONCONFORMITY. 

ACCORDING  to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  :— 

"  The  Birmingham  Newt  says  that  the  Anti-  Vaccinator,  a  journal  started 
in  the  interest  of  those  who  dispute  the  efficacy  of  the  discovery  of  DR. 
JKNNER,  has  disappeared,  from  a  want  of  the  sinews  of  war.  In  making  the 
announcement  of  the  paper's  decease,  M.B.  PITMAN,  of  Manchester,  the  pro- 
prietor, announces  that  he  is  compelled  to  abandon  the  concern  because  it  has 
involved  him  in  a  printer's  debt  of  £200,  which  is  increased  by  every  number 
that  is  issued." 

What's  in  a  name?  Suggestion,  for  one  thing.  There  could 
hardly  have  been  a  name  more  suggestive  for  the  Anti-Vaccinator 
than  PITMAN,  or  less  auspicious.  Simpletons,  whom  the  no  doubt 
sincerely  enthusiastic  but  perverse  A nli-  Viictlnator  may  have  per- 
suaded to  set  themselves  against  Vaccination,  are  in  a  condition 
much  to  be  pitted. 
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POACHING     V.    PREACHING. 

Rector.  "  GOOD  MORNING,  MB.  CATCHPOLE  !     I  'M  SOKRY  THAT  I  SEE  YOU  NOW  so  SELDOM  AT  OUR  SERVICE  ! " 
Oamekeeper  (Suffolk).  "  WELL,  SIR,  ALL  I  CAN  SAHY  is,  IF  THE  N'IGHBOUBS  KNOWED  AS  I  WERE  RIG'LAK  AT  THE  CHC'CH,  YOU  '» 
BE  'NATION  SURE  TO  LEWSE  PKETTY  NIGH  HALF  YAR  CONGREGAITION  ! !  " 


WHEN  *****  FALL  OUT. 

(See  the  Report  of  the  How  amongst  the  Democratic  Republicans  at 
the  Hole-in- the-  Wall,  Tuesday,  December  5.) 

ODGEK  and  OSBOB.NE  are  at  it  again, — 

And  both  may  be  called  "  representative  men." 

The  one  represents— in  the  Democrat  "  cast " — 

The  cobbler  too  lively  to  stick  to  his  last. 

The  other,  the  Democrat  dragging  his  anchors, 

Until  brought  up  short  by  a  stake  at  his  bankers. 

For  upholding  of  order  ask  OSBORNE  his  grounds, 

A  thousand  he  '11  find  in  his  saved  thousand  pounds, 

While  ODGEB  sees  cause  for  his  levelling  labours 

In  every  pound  that 's  been  saved  by  his  neighbours. 

If  ODGER  from  OSBORNE'S  cool  thousand  could  reason, 

He  might  hold  the  crusade  against  capital  treason : 

Put  OSBORUE  in  ODGER'S  less  warmly-lined  shoes, 

And  he  might  incline  to  more  Communist  views. 

In  the  mean  time  they  fight  at  the  Hole-in-the-Wall, 

Till  the  Hole  for  the  two  seems  a  good  deal  too  small, 

And  that  bulwark — where  floats  a  red  cap  on  a  pole — 

Is  rapidly  growing  no  Wall  and  all  Hole. 

OSBORNE  laughs  at  the  Faith  that  in  big  words  can  prank  it, 

But  to  bring  out  its  broad-sheet  must  needs  pawn  its  blanket : 

At  Republican  might  that  the  throne  would  pull  down, 

But,  meanwhile,  is  so  pure  it  can't  stand  Aajf-a-crown. 

While  ODGER  on  OSBORNE  his  citizens  hounds, 

And  flings  at  his  head  his  well-saved  thousand  pounds, 

So  public  rights  waived  to  discuss  private  wrongs, 

They  go  at  it,  fraternally,  hammer  and  tongs, 

And  JOHN  BULL,  at  this  picture  of  Chaos  let  loose 

'Mong  the  Tooley  Street  tailors,  bethinks  him  of  "  goose," 

And  asks  which  host  best  deserve  anser,  or  need  it, 

The  fools  who  talk  rot,  or  the  idiots  who  heed  it. 


Who  shall  say  which  for  Earlswood  were  suitabler  lodgers, 
'  The  ODGERS,  or  those  who  give  ear  to  the  ODGERS  'i 
Worse  than  either  the  Press,  whose  tall  columns  these  railers 
Shows  at  lengths  that  may  well  mislead  Tooley  Street  tailors ; 
Till  as  more  than  mere  man  each  vain  fool  cocks  his  hat, 
Being  truly  ninth  part  of  man  only — if  that. 

*  »  »  »        .        *  * 

Is  JOHN  BULL  his  old  self .— in  his  senses,— awake, 
Such  bunkum  and  balderdash  gravely  to  take  ? 
What  has  England  done,  suffered — what  poison,  what  passion- 
That  her  asses  dare  bray  in  her  ear  o'  this  fashion  ? 
Talk  big  of  what  they  mean  to  do,  and  allow, 
As  if  theirs  was  a  will  to  which  England  would  bow ! 
As  if  their  purblind  eyes  our  Great  Britain  could  con ! 
Their  weak  hands  be  laid  her  brave  tiller  upon ! 
As  if  her  long  past  of  great  men  and  great  deeds. 
Of  BBADLAUGHS,  DILKES,  ODGERS  had  been  but  the  seeds .' 
As  if  law-tempered  progress  had  led  up  to  thit; 
The  Hole-in-the- Wall's  Donkey-bray  and  goose-hiss ' 
As  if  History's  warnings  in  vain  had  been  read ! 
As  if  French  revolutions  to  blessings  had  led  ! 
As  if  France  her  off-scourings  had  shot  over  sea 
To  subdue  England's  Oak  to  a  Liberty-tree  ! 

*»***• 
A  truce  to  the  fumes  of  such  flatulent  minds, — 
If  the  noodles  must  talk,  let  them  talk  to  the  winds. 


Carats  and  Carbon. 

AMONG  the  diamonds  lately  found  in  the  South  African  diggings, 
there  is  said  to  have  been  one  of  as  many  as  154  carats.  Ortho- 
graphy.apart,  this  statement  harmonises  with  the  supposition  that 
the  Diamond  is  of  vegetable  origin. 
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REDUCTIO    AD    ABSURDUM. 

Stout  Party  (the  first  time  he  went  for  his  Dividends  since  his  Aunt  left  him  (kat 
Legacy}.  "  WHERE  no  YOU  Go  FOR  TIIESK  DIVIDEND  WARRANTS  ? " 

Sank  Beadle.   "WHAT  STOCK,  SIB?" 

Stout  Party.  "WELL,  THREE  PER  CENT.  SOMETHING" (The  word  stuck  in 

his  throat). 

Bank  SeadU.  "  AH  !— (giving  Mm  the  Information,  and  saying  the  word  for 
him)—REDOOCSD,  SIR  ! !  "  [Stout  Party  sighs,  and  exit. 


LAW! 

IN  his  speech  at  Halifax,  ME.  LOWE  recommended 
JBlackstone's  Commentaries  as  one  of  the  books  everybody 
should  read.  The  study  of  that  or  some  other  com- 
pendium of  the  Law  of  England,  showing  what  it  can 
and  what  it  can  not  do,  has  not  been  urged  a  day  too 
soon,  if  wo  may  gauge  the  amount  of  legal  knowledge 
in  tins  country  by  an  application  made  to  the  Police 
Magistrate  at  Marl  borough  Street,  this  last  week,  by  a 
father,  for  a  summons  against  his  son,  because  "he  was 
in  the  habit  of  lying  in  bed  after  eleven  o'clock  in  the 
morning." 

Of  course  such  an  absurd  request  was  only  heard  to  be 
at  once  dismissed  with  ridicule ;  but  the  fact  that  it 
was  made  suggests  uncomfortable  thoughts  of  the  inter- 
ference there  might  be  with  our  liberty  if  a  Magistrate 
could  be  found  weak  or  whimsical  enough  to  listen 
favourably  to  grievances  which  neither  Magna  Charta, 
nor  the  Habeas  Corpus  Act,  nor  yet  the  Hill  of  Eights, 
ever  for  a  moment  contemplated. 

Let  us  picture  to  ourselves  some  of  the  results  of  such 
a  misfortune.  Fathers  would  summon  their  sons  for 
inordinate  use  of  the  latch  key,  for  smoking  early  in  the 
morning,  for  refusing  to  take  sufficient  exercise,  lor  neg- 
lecting to  read  books  in  the  higher  branches  of  literature. 
Sons  would  charge  their  fathers  with  contracted  views 
on  the  question  of  an  allowance,  with  placing  wines  of  an 
inferior  description  on  the  family  table,  and  with  narrow- 
minded  prejudices  against  the  introduction  of  bull- 
terriers  into  the  domestic  circle. 

Mothers  would  drag  their  daughters  into  Conrt  for 
encouraging  the  attentions  of  ineligible  young  men, 
neglecting  every  kind  of  useful  work,  and  spending  too 
much  time  and  money  over  dress ;  while  daughters 
would  retaliate  on  their  mothers  by  accusing  them  of 
jealousy,  distant  behaviour  to  poor  FKKD,  and  a  pre- 
mature departure  from  the  pleasantest  ball  of  the  season. 

It  will  be  a  disastrous  day  for  the  harmony  and 
happiness  of  English  hearths  and  English  homes,  when 
such  applications  as  these  are  not  at  once  dismissed  as 
"ridiculous  "  by  "  the  presiding  magistrate." 


Nice  Christmas  Hamper. 

Bottle  of  Black  Draught. 
Bottle  of  Cough  Mixture. 
Bottle  of  Embrocation  (for 

chilblains). 
Box  of  Lip  Salve. 
Pot  of  Cold  Cream. 
Packet  of  Lozenges. 
Respirator. 


SONG  FOR  A  SCHOOL-BOARD. 

THE  Three  R's  must  be  taught,  all  agree,  and  exclaim, 
And  by  each  of  those  three  R's  they  all  mean  the  same, 
And  they  mostly  affirm,  as  a  sine  qwl  non, 
A  Fourth  R  should  be  taught ;  but  do  differ  thereon. 

The  Three  R's  are  fixed  quantities  ;  that  they  all  own  ; 
But  the  Fourth  R  's  a  quantity  lurking  unknown. 
The  Three  R's  are  three  letters  which  no  one  perplex  ; 
But  the  Fourth  R,  Religion,  is  equal  to  A". 

The  Three  R's  are  three  only ;  that 's  plain  as  the  sun  ; 

But  the  Fourth  R  includes  many  more  R's  than  one. 

Is  there  no  term  in  which  all  those  R's  so  agree 

That  the  Fourth  of  the  R's  could  be  taught  with  the  Three  ? 


ENERGETIC  TREATMENT. 

THERE  is  a  place  called  Leek  (no,  not  in  Wales,  0  yon  mad  wag !) 
and  near  this  is  a  place,  the  name  whereof  shall  be  presently  seen. 
Here,  medical  science  is  very  advanced  indeed.  Read  this  paragraph 
trom  a  Staffordshire  journal  :— 

"  Last  week  a  laiftc  black  dog  wag  seen  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Ashen- 
hurst,  near  Leek.  He  went  into  the  farm-yard  there,  and  was  seen  to  bite 
two  other  boys,  both  of  which  have  since  gone  mad,  and  had  to  be  destroyed." 

.  "We  commend  the  facts  to  the  attention  of  the  authorities.  There 
is  no  doubt  that  prompt  treatment  is  desirable  in  dangerous  cases, 
and  this  is  very  prompt. 


READING  AT  RYDE. 

RATHER  peculiar  views  on  the  subject  of  imparting  knowledge 
appear,  from  a  paragraph  in  the  Times,  to  be  entertained  by  the 
majority  of 

"THE  RYDE  SCHOOL  BOARD.  —  At  a  special  meeting  of  the  Ryde  School 
Board,  held  yesterday,  it  was  resolved,  on  a  motion  supported  by  four  against 
three,  that  in  schools  provided  by  the  Board  the  Scriptures  be  read  without 
any  explanation  whatever." 


must  have  wasted  an  immense  amount  of  time  and  paper.  If  asked 
how  children  by  whom  the  Scriptures  are  to  be  read  without  any 
explanation  whatever  will  be  able  to  understand  what  they  read, 
the  Educators  of  Ryde  will  perhaps  answer  that  those  writings  are 
self-explanatory.  If  that  is  really  their  view,  and  they  wish  to 
carry  it  out  thoroughly,  they  might  substitute,  in  their  district 
schools,  for  the  Authorised  Version,  the  original  Greek  and  Hebrew. 
Clearly,  if  the  Volumes  in  question  are  intelligible,  independently 
of  any  explanation  whatever,  they  can  be  perfectly  well  understood 
in  their  original  languages  by  readers  who  have  learned  only  the 
English  Alphabet,  or,  indeed,  never  learned  any  letters  at  all. 


No  More  Sixpences. 

THE  Queen's  Theatre  advertises  "  Free  Admissions  abolished  for 
ever."  When  will  all  the  Theatres  advertise  "  Fees  and  Gratuities 
abolished  for  ever  ?  "  The  attendance  would  not  fall  off. 


voi.  LXI. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

ENDELL  of  Pen- 
wiffle is  up  early. 
Chi-rr-up-ing. 
Talking  to  dogs 
and  dependents. 
Three  of  the  de- 
pendants are  cats. 
He  is  fresh.  I 
am  not.  He  conies 
into  my  room  and 
draws  the  cur- 
tains. I  expected 
to  have  jumped 
out  of  bed  invigo- 
rated by  the  air 
of  Cornwall,  and 
inhaled  new  life 
through  the  open 
window.  On  the 
contrary,  I  beg 
him  not  to  open 
the  window.  The 
tip  of  my  nose 
feels  like  an 
anti  -  climax.  I 
mean  it  is  burn- 
ingly  cold,  or 
frigidly  hot.  The 
bridge  seems  very 
much  larger  than 

"  <=•      usual. 

Flash.  —  Not 
the    Bridge     of 
Sighs,  but  the  Bridge  of  Double  the  Size. 

I  feel  that  if  I  get  up  I  shall  have  a  lively  headache.  I  feel  that, 
also,  if  I  lie  in  bed  I  shall  have  a  sleepy  headache.  My  eyes  ache. 

"I'm  afraid,"  I  say  to  PENDELL,  r'  that  Cornwall  doesn't  agree 
with  me." 

"Hum!"  he  replies,  with  his  usual  short  laugh;  "he!  he! — 
um — you  took  too  much  supper  last  night." 

I  don't  think  (as  far  as  I  can  think,  mistily,  about  anything,  in  my 
present  condition,  and  in  bed)  that  PENDELL  is  right.  No  man  likes 
to  be  told  that  the  place  where  he  lives  is  in  any  way  unhealthy.  If 
you  tell  him  that  there 's  an  unpleasant  odour  somewhere  about,  he 
will  be  offended,  and  answer,  "  Oh  no  !  impossible !  "  If  you 
insist  upon  it,  he  will  think  you  disagreeable,  and  won't  ask  you 
again  when  you  particularly  want  an  invitation.  If  you  further 
press  upon  him  that,  to  live  in  such  an  atmosphere,  or,  rather,  to 
remain  for  only  a  few  hours  breathing  such  poison,  is  dangerous, 
he  will  point  to  himself  and  his  children,  and  say,  "  Look  here ! 
we  're  all  very  well !  "  And  if  they  are,  you  can  only  add,  "  Well, 
you  '11  see  ; "  as  much  as  to  say,  "  There !  I  've  warned  you." 

PENDELL  will  have  it  that  I  ate  too  much  at  supper ;  that  I  eat 
too  much  generally ;  that  I  don't  take  sufficient  exercise ;  that  I 
sleep  too  long,  and  go  to  bed  too  late.  That,  in  fact,  I  do  everything 
too  something  or  other. 

As  for  Penwiffle  in  any  way  disagreeing  with  me,  he  won't  hear 
of  it. 

Sreakfast. — No  appetite.  Bad  sign.  Hospitality  always  shows 
out  in  sideboard  arrangements.  Cold  things  on  sideboard.  Hot 
things  on  a  sort  of  steel  gridiron  before  the  fire.  MBS.  PENDELL 
down.  Picture  of  health,  Wish  I  was.  Children  at  their  music 
lesson.  It  sounds  as  if  somebody  was  tuning  only  five  notes  of  the 
piano,  and  couldn't  get  'em  right  anyhow.  Begin  to  feel  that 
The  Last  Hose  of  Summer  is  being  played  as  a  tuner's  dirge,  in  my 
head.  I  follow  it :  turn,  turn  (pause),  turn,  then  a  high  turn,  as  if  a 
successful  jump  had  been  made,  and  the  performer  had  alighted 
safely,  and  was  taking  breath. 

PENDELL  has  arranged,  he  says,  a  day  for  me.  We  're  to  go  and 
see  Tintagel.  And  be  home  to  dinner  to  meet  RUDDOCK.  PENDELL 
never  can  mention  "Old  RUDDOCK "  without  laughing.  His  wife 
smiles  too.  RUDDOCK  is  evidently  the  wag  of  this  locality. 

I  calculate  on  the  effects  of  what  to-day's  exercise  will  be  on  me. 
Change  of  atmosphere.  Walking.  Jolting,  when  driving.  Laughing 
in  the  evening  at  RUDDOCK'S  jests. 

A  carriage  comes  to  fetch  us.  PENDELL  is  not  going  to  drive.  A 
relief.  He  whispers  in  my  ear  that  he  doesn't  drive  to-day  as 
he  has  hired  a  carriage  and  horses  for  the  trip,  on  purpose  that  I  may 
see  the  driver,  because  "  he 's  such  a  character." 

"  Is  he  ?  "  I  say,  and  look  at  him  as  he  sits  on  the  box.  A  weather- 
beaten,  crabbed  face,  and  dressed  not  unlike  an  undertaker  in  top- 
boots.  I  remark,  as  we  start,  in  what  a  lovely  situation  PenwifBe  is 
placed.  Fine  bold  view  of  hill  and  dale. 


Note. — This  makes  up  for  having  hinted  at  its  not  agreeing 
with  me. 

PENDELL  is  very  anxious  that  we  should  go  through  some  village, 
and  stop  at  the  Inn  to  make  some  trivial  inquiry.  Just,"  he  says, 
in  explanation,  "  to  draw  the  Landlord  out.  I  want  you  to  see  him 
— um — aha  ! — he 's  a  regular  character.  He 's  well  known  about 
here.  Quite  a  character." 

Our  Coachman  has  as  yet  (and  we '  ve  been  five  miles)  done  nothing 
to  entitle  himself  to  being  ranked  among  the  Cornwall  "  characters." 
He  returns  a  "  Yes  "  or  "  No  "  to  a  question,  drives  very  carefully, 
and  knows  the  road  well. 

On  reflection,  perhaps  this  is  what  makes  him  a  Character.  Other 
Cornishmen  would,  it  may  be,  give  you  a  rigmarole  by  way  of  reply, 
drive  recklessly,  and  take  the  wrong  turnings. 

The  Landlord  of  the  Three  Crows. — He  comes  out.  A  tall,  fresh- 
looking  man,  dressed  in  gamekeeperish  fashion.  I  watch  the 
process  by  which  PENDELL  is  going  to  "draw  out"  this  character  for 
my  special  amusement. 

"  Good  morning,  MR.  BENNY,"  says  PENDELL. 

"  Morning,  Sir,"  says  Ma.  BENNY.     Both  cheerily. 

So  far  the  exhausting  process  hasn't  done  much.     I  wait. 

"  Fine  morning,  eh  ?"  says  PENDELL,  with  a  laugh.  I  smile,  too, 
out  of  compliment,  and  in  a  general  way  to  encourage  the  perform- 
ance. Now  is  MR.  BENNY'S  time  to  come  out  as  a  character. 

"  Yes,  Sir,  it  is  fine,"  he  replies  cheerfully,  "  for  the  time  of  year." 

"  Yes,"  returns  PENDELL,  and  looks  at  me,  and  laughs. 

I  laugh,  too.  Why,  I  don't  know.  I  've  not  noticed  any  eccen- 
tricity on  the  part  of  MR.  BENNY.  Ah !  he 's  going  to  give  us  a 
witticism  now. 

He  says,  "  Will  you  step  in,  Gentlemen,  and  take  a  glass  of  any- 
thing?" 

"  No,  thank  you :  much  obliged,"  answers  PENDELL. 

I  express  myself  to  the  same  effect.  MR.  BENNY  raises  his  hat 
politely,  we  bow  royally,  our  Coachman  gives  a  nick  of  the  whip  to 
his  horses  (perhaps  this  is  a  touch  of  character),  and  on  we  go  again. 

I  look  back  to  see  if  Ms.  BENNY  shows  any  signs  of  eccentric 
character  when  we  're  gone.  I  rather  expect  to  see  he  'a  throwing 
his  hat  up,  doing  a  few  funny  steps  in  the  road,  or  letting  off  a  fire- 
work. No,  he  is  talking  quite  quietly  to  a  farming  man :  and  so  we 
gradually  lose  sight  of  him. 

"  Is  MR.  BENNY  a  great  character  ?  "  I  ask  PENDELL. 

PENDELL  looks  at  me  with  surprise,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Why ! 
Good  gracious  !  didn't  you  see  what  a  character  he  was t  Didn't  I 
draw  him  out  for  you  ?  "  But  he  only  says,  "  0,  yes — um — he 's  a 
great  character." 

A  wild  road.  Dartmoor  generally  visible  with  an  association 
about  it  of  mists  and  convicts.  Houses  put  down  at  hap-hazard  in 
different  spots  at  a  considerable  distance  from  one  another.  A 
mansion  in  the  distance,  five  miles  off  from  its  own  lodge-gates. 

"  Nice  little  distance,"  PENDELL  observes,  "  if  you  want  to  send 
down  to  the  lodge-keeper  to  tell  him  you  're  not  at  home  if  anybody 
calls." 

Flash. — Private  telegraph  on  grounds. 

PENDELL  thinks  this  is  a  Notion.   He  will  mention  it  to  the  owner. 

Note. — As  I  've  remarked  before,  a  visitor  always  brings  new  ideas 
with  him. 

This  suggestion  of  mine— to  what  may  it  not  lead  ? 

Telegraphs  private,  public,  new  stations,  new  lines,  more  houses, 
united  villages,  entirely  New  Town. 

PENDELL  wishes  our  driver  (the  character),  to  take  the  right  road 
instead  of  the  left.  He  does  so.  "  It 's  a  little  longer,  perhaps,"  he 
observes  ;  "  but  you'll  see  MR.  TOBBLE  the  clergyman  here." 

"A  Character?"  I  ask. 

"  0  quite.    He 's  always  standing  at  his  door." 

We  drive  on.  Eagerly  watching  for  a  sight  of  old  TORBLE, 
PENDELL  puts  on  his  spectacles,  and  asks  the  driver  to  point  out 
MR.  TORBLE'S  rectory.  I  am,  in  consequence,  shown  it,  half  a  mile 
off.  More  excitement.  We  come  up  to  it.  We  drive  slowly  before 

it.  There  is  the  door  where  he  always  stands except  on  this 

particular  occasion. 

"Odd!"  mutters  PENDELL  to  himself.  He  is  evidently  dis- 
appointed. After  some  consideration  he  informs  me  that  "  perhaps 
he  saw  the  carriage  coming,  and  went  in.  Because,"  he  adds,  "old 
TORBLE  is  shy  .  .  .  and — um — perhaps  he  didn't  want  to  be  at 
home  to  visitors.  He  's  quite  a  character." 

Notes  and  Statistics  made  on  the  Road.— The  banks  on  either  side 
as  you  get  towards  the  coast  look  as  if  thousands  of  revolutionary 
schoolboys  had  got  loose,  had  broken  their  slates,  and  stuck  the  bits 
all  about,  everywhere. 

Note  2.  A  stone-breaker  on  the  road.  It  flashes  across  me  that 
I  've  never  heard  of  a  stone-breaker  rising  to  any  social  eminence. 
Perhaps  they  take  to  it  too  late  in  life. 

Note  3.  Everyone  in  Cornwall  is  a  Character.  But  residence  is 
absolutely  necessary  to  the  drawing:  out  their  eccentricities. 

For  instance,  the  Postman  at  Penwiffle,  PENDELL  says,  "is  a 
regular  character."  It  subsequently  appears  that  what  PENDELL 
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means  by  this  is,  that  the  Postman  sometimes  delivers  the  wrong 
; ,  sometimes  forgets  them  altogether,  and  often  mislays  a  news- 
paper or  a  packet.     1  suggest  as  an  amendment  in  the  description, 
•'  an  irregular  character." 

Another  character  is  a  coachman  at  a  friend's  house.  PF.XDKI.L 
tells  mo  that  ISAAC  (his  friend's  coachman)  is  quite  a  character.  He 
is  summoned  from  the  stable  for  my  special  examination.  He  stag- 
gers up,  and  is  so  stupid  as  to  be  unintelligible.  They  say,  "  0. 
he's  quite  a  character."  I  say  to  myself,  "he's  nearly  drunk. 
PJ:NI>KI,I.  informs  me  that  he  has  distinguished  himself  as  a 
"character,"  by  npsittiriL'  the  carriage  twice,  and  by  once,  acci- 
dentally, setting  fir  '.ible.  However,  in  consideration  ot 
his  being  a  character,  in  his  career  were  overli  >uked  as 
belonging  to  thi  -(' genius. 

,  DAVID,  N<;AII,  and  other  Scriptural  names 
are  quite  common,  and  they  all  throng  to  "little  Bethels"  on 
Sunday. 

Note  n's  name  is  not  Scriptural,  yon  may  be  pretty 

certain  I 

Xnta  ti. — The  cows  in  Cornwall  are  remarkably  intelligent.  They 
sret  drunk  on  oats.  1  saw  one  in  t  his  state  for  an  hoar.  Luckily, 
the  cow  couldn't  see  me.  "  Do  1  know,"  says  PKMIKLI.,  "what  to 
do  with  'em  when  they  're  like  this." 

A  Flash. — Soda-water  in  troughs.  (Send  this  idea  to  MR. 
M  i  (in.  Just  tlie  tiling  for  a  model  farm  at  Christmas.) 

Xntf  7. — You  are  always  going  up-hill  in  Cornwall.  Coming  down 
is  only  an  exception  that  proves  the  rule. 

i, — "  The  woman  who  is  to  show  us  over  Tintagel  Castle  is 
a  regular  character,"  says  I'I.NM  i  .1..  "  She  's  always  in  her  cottage." 
We  call.  She  isn't.  "  Just  like  her .' "  says  i'tsiusn,. 

On  the  summit  of  Tintagel.  Among  the  ruins.  Tennysonian 
inspiration  for  an  Arthurian  idyll : — 

Let  us  be  agile, 
Climb  up  Tintagel, 
Ruin  so  fragile. 

•  I  explain  to  PEXDEI.L—  "agile"  pronounced  "agel"  by  poetic 
licence.  Difference  of  opinion.  Hot  work  climbing  up  here.  Hungry. 
Good  sign.  Sea  breeze.  More  hungry.  Let  us  descend  to  the  Inn. 
"Urn!"  says  PKNHEI.L  ;  "you  must  see  the  Landlady  there  :  she's 
quite  a  character." 


AWFUL  PKOSPECT. 

*  WE  greatly  admire  novelty  of  all  sorts,  and  compliment  our  con- 
temporary the  Graphic  on  a  new  style  of  public  announcement  of 
the  character  of  its  Christmas  Story — a  letterpress  description  of 
each  of  the  plates  by  which  the  tale  is  illustrated.  That  tale  being 
by  MR.  WILXIE  COLLINS,  and  therefore  one  which  everybody  must 
read  (except  those  who  are  unduly  troubled,  in  the  nocturnal  hours, 
with  nerves),  the  mention  of  his  name  would  have  seemed  sufficient. 
But  the  Graphic  thinks  proper  to  describe  the  pictures  which,  good 
as  they  are,  make  us  turn  over  angrily  for  the  letterpress. 

We  foresee  that  this  is  a  plan  which  will  be  generally  adopted. 
Year  by  year  the  public  wfll  be  lured  on  by  descriptive  notices, 
which  will  annually  grow  in  passionate  intensity  and  thrilling  sen- 
sation, until  the  blood  is  curdled,  the  cheeks  blanched,  the  hair 
raised  on  an  end,  the  very  flesh  made  to  creep,  and  the  whole  nervous 
system  shattered  by  a  series  of  horrifying  details,  of  which  the  follow- 
ing meagre  outline  is  only  offered  as  a  faint  anticipation. 

PLATE  I. — Stealthily  crawling  along  the  dark  oak  gallery,  where 
the  owls  hooted  at  him  from  the  waving  tapestry,  and  the  great  bats 
alighted  on  his  shuddering  shoulders,  the  bloated  ruffian  cautiously 
took  off  his  boots  with  elastic  sides,  and  applied  his  swarthy  ear  to 
the  keyhole  of  the  door  of  the  gloomy  chamber  in  which  his  intended 
victim  lay  peacefully  snoring,  and  dreaming  of  his  boyhood's  home 
in  one  of  the  Midland  Counties. 

II.— RUFUS  GTTMWADE  seized  ROLAND  ETHERINGHAM  by  his 
auburn  beard  and  whiskers,  and  dragged  him  over  the  worm-eaten 
rafters  to  the  top  of  the  dark  steep  stone  staircase,  at  the  bottom  of 
which  he  could  hear  the  low  growls  of  the  famished  wolves,  and  the 
restless  hyronas  smacking  their  jaws  in  anticipation  of  the  prey 
which,  in  another  instant,  those  brawny,  sinewy,  muscular,  hairy 
arms  would  have  hurled  down  to  them. 

III.—"  SARAH  ANN  POITLEWOOD,  you  are  the  only  person  now 
surviving  who  can  show  me  the  secret  passage  leading  to  the  apart- 
ment where  your  grandmother  was  always  found  in  tears  after  look- 
ing under  the  bed  the  last  thing  at  night :  conduct  me  thither  within 
the  space  of  three  minutes"  (here  RAYMOND  drew  out  a  valuable 

gold  chronometer  made  by  MINNITT  AND  TYMEFORTH),  "or " 

he  carelessly  opened  his  cloak,  and  disclosed  hanging  from  the 
girdle  a  cutlass,  a  yataghan,  a  battle-axe,  a  life-preserver,  and  a 
brace  of  GONERBY  AND  SON'S  best  breech-loaders. 

IV.— On  through  the  blinding  rain  and  howling  wind,  through 


the  dark  hours  of  the  darker  night,  dashed  the  hunted  fugitive  on 
his  faithful  thoroughbred  sorrel  mare,  with  the  constabulary  close  at 
her  heels,  until  he  reached  the  boundary  wall  of  his  guardian's 
estate,  a  solid  mass  of  Aberdeen  granite,  ten  feet  high,  matted 
with  brambles  and  nettles  and  the  prickly  pear,  having  a  broad 
drain,  swollen  with  the  recent  rains,  on  one  side,  and  a  deep  ditch, 
with  posts  and  rails,  on  tin-  other.  As  GUY  cleared  at  one  bound  all 
these  obstacles  in  his  path  to  liherty  and  Liverpool,  with  a  gesture 
of  triumph  lie  raised  his  soft  felt  hat  to  the  Superintendent  of  Police 
— just  in  timti,  with  his  myrmidons,  to  see  the  last  of  the  mare's  tail 
— and  made  the  welkin  ring  with  three  mocking  cheers. 

V.  KLDOKADA,  with  a  look  of  fiendish  hate  in  her  grey-gre«n 
yellowish  eyes,  and  a  smile  of  the  intensest  scorn  playing  around 
her  compressed  and  bloodless  lips,  threw  the  turquoise  and  ivory 

t    into    the  reservoir,   and  was  preparing   to  join  it,  wheii 
Itoi.AxuV  opportune  arm,  thrust  unceremoniously  round  her  taper 
arrested  the  rash  heiress  in  the  midst  of  her  mad  resolve. 

VI.  The  bridal  procession,  headed  by  the  Corporation  and  the 
tenantry,  moved  slowly  down  the  avenue  oi'  wyeh  elms  which  one 
of   KLDORAJDA'S  ancestors  had  planted  after   his   return  from  th> 
last  Crusade.      The  iridescent  carpet  of  summer  flowers  the  De- 
nominational School  children  had  been  up  since  dawn  strewing  for 
their  belov«d  teacher,  gave  forth  its  fragrant  odours.    The  befla  of 
the  private  chapel  floated  on  the  breexc.     The  standard  of  the  DK 
ISoKiusGBW,  crowded  with  a  hundred  quarterings,  streamed  from  the 

when  the  darkening  face  m  •  •  M  WADE  was  seen 

for  an  nmtent  glaring  through  the  park  palings  (coated  with  CIM  \"\ 

( 'o.'s  Patent  Anti- Corrosive  Pigment)  and  then  disappeared  for 


ever. 


A    TRAGIC    ANECDOTE. 

TIIKRE  is  a  most 
beautiful  moral  (one 
among  myriads)  in 
Mr.  Punch's  Al- 
manac for  1872. 
"  Beware  of  believ- 
ing good  of  others : 
doubly  so  of  repeat- 
ing it."  Mr.  Punch 
humbly  endeavours 
to  act  np  to  the 
moral  he  preaches. 
But  he  has  just 
heard,  through  his 
contemporary,  the 
Islington  Gazette,  of 
such  very  great 
goodness  on  the  part 
of  a  Christian  Min- 
ister, the  REVEREND 
J.  STRICKLAND,  that 
Mr.  Punch  must 
repeat  it.  That  Re- 
verend is  reported 
to  have  addressed 
an  assembly  of  chil- 
dren, in  order  "to 
impress  them  with 
the  horror  of  Sab- 
bath-breaking." He  told  what  the  Islington  Gazette  justly  calls 
"  a  tragic  anecdote." 

"  He  laid  he  knew  a  little  boy  who  broke  the  Sabbath  by  eating  a  lollipop, 
and  the  result  was  that  it  stuck  in  his  throat  and  choked  him.  He  (M ic. 
STRICKLAND)  admitted  the  possibility  of  a  little  boy  choking  himself  with  a 
lollipop  on  any  other  day  than  Sunday,  but  still  he  could  not  help  tracing  in 
the  choking  an  indirect  punishment  for  breaking  Heaven's  holy  law." 

We  do  not  understand  why  the  chastisement  was  called  indirect, 
as  it  appears  to  have  been  Capital  Punishment  inflicted  while  the 
crime  was  being  committed,  in  fact,  before  it  had  been  completed, 
as  the  fatal  lollipop  could  only  have  been  half  sucked.  But  how 
rood  and  kind  of  MR.  STRICKLAND  to  tell  the  little  ones  such  a  story. 
Be  is  just  the  man  we  should  wish  to  have  as  a  teacher  for  our 
own  children.  Would  he  like  to  be  Mr.  Punch's  Domestic 
Chaplain? 


'^ 


Grave  Imputation. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  (we  suppress  his  name),  who  can  only  have 
icard  the  song  to  which  his  query  refers  sung  without  reading  it  in 
;he  text  of  Henri/  flic  Eighth,  inquires  whether  the  commentators 
lave  discovered  any  facts  in  the  personal  history  of  Orpheus  which 
could  justify  SHA.KSPKA.RE  in  speaking  of  him  as  "  Orpheus  with  his 
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SERVED    OUT    FOR    STAYING    AT    HOME. 

Mr.  Brown  (Veterinary  Surgeon).  "You 'BE  HOME  VERY  EARLY,  MABY  ANN!     WASN'T  IT  A  PLEASANT  PARTY?" 
Mrs.  Brown.  "ON  THE   CONTRARY,  MY  DEAR— DELIGHTFUL !     SUCH  mas  PEOPLE,  YOU  KNOW.    NOT  A  TRACE  OF  BUSINESS . 
THE  BOOM  !  " 


QUEEN,  PEOPLE,  AND  PEINCESS. 

THREE  HEARTS  IN  ONE. 

OUK  days  have  been  o'er-shadowed  with  one  fear, 
Or  brightened  with  one  hope,  that  came  and  went ; 
Our  sleep  with  fearful  listenings  has  been  blent, 

For  the  great  bell  through  night's  hush  tolling  clear. 

With  morning's  light  one  thought  in  all  awoke, 
One  thought  was  last  to  watch  all  brains  asleep  ; 
Its  grasp  on  all  men's  work  one  thought  did  keep, 

To  one  thought  rose  and  fell  each  pulse's  stroke. 

Strange  grief,  to  reach  the  many-millioned  heart 

Of  this  huge  city,  like  a  private  woe  : 

Not  only  to  our  islands'  ends  to  go, 
But  o'er  all  seas  that  Britain's  sons  dispart, 

Far  as  earth-girding  wires  could  tidings  bear. 
Wide-scattered  Anglo-Saxon  hearts  to  bind, 
With  men  of  diff'ring  faiths  and  alien  kind, 

In  earnest  utterance  of  a  common  prayer ! 

Why  should  this  PRINCE'S  sickness  weigh  us  down, 
As  it  were  some  dear  sufferer's  of  our  own  ? 
Works  there  such  might  in  nearness  to  a  Throne  ? 

Breathes  there  such  wondrous  effluence  from  a  Crown  ? 

We  heard  but  now  loud  tongues  that  said  and  swore, 
"  We  will  not  brook  more  rule  of  Queen  or  King ; 
And.  least  of  all,  the  rule  of  yon  slight  thing, 

That  claims  the  Throne  when  this  one's  reign  is  o'er." 

Where  are  those  voices  now,  amidst  the  sound 
Of  Britain's  sorrow  blent  with  Britain's  prayer, 


All  for  yon  same  "  slight  thing,"  now  lying  there, 
Wrestling  with  Death,  on  the  dark  valley's  bound  '•: 

Is  not  this  England's  deeper  heart,  at  one 
With  sad  crowned  Mother  and  with  sweet  young  Wife, 
That  brooks  no  crossing  current,  into  strife 

With  the  full  tide  of  loyal  love  to  run  'i 

And  when,  dark  with  irreparable  loss, 
Drew  on  the  day  that  bears  the  date  of  woe, 
And  life's  clogged  wheels  more  heavy  seemed  to  go, 

More  restlessly  the  fevered  limbs  to  toss — 

A  chill  o'er  more  than  women's  fancies  crept, 
And  firmest  natures  owned  a  shrinking  fear, 
The  rush  of  the  dark  angel's  wing  to  hear, 

As,  loves  and  prayers  defying,  down  he  swept.! 

And  when  the  night  passed  with  no  toll  of  death, 
And  the  morn  brought  the  light  of  hope  once  more, 
How  buoyantly  all  spirits  seemed  to  soar, 

How  all  moved  lighter  step,  drew  easier  breath  ! 

Till  scarce  we  hold  our  hopes  in  reason's  chain, 
When  they  would  hurry  us  too  fast  and  far, 
And  chafe  at  prudence's  restraining  bar 

From  hasty  joy,  lest  it  be  dashed  again. 

Not  without  blessing  is  this  trial  sent 
To  Nation,  Queen,  and  Prince,  howe'er  it  end  ; 
Such  priceless  lessons  with  its  suff 'rings  blend 

Wisdom  to  bear  them  might  be  well  content. 

Has  not  the  Nation  proved  the  love  and  pride 
Wherewith  it  guards  the  blessings  it  enjoys — 
That  England's  Crown  and  Sceptre  are  no  toys, 

To  be  held  lightly,  lightly  spurned  aside  ? 
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That  in  our  good  QCEEN,  and  our  g/>od  QUEEN'S  heir, 
The  Nation's  love,  the  Nation's  life  are  bound : 
That  England's  couchant  Lion  still  is  found 

On  loyal  watch  beside  her  UNA  fair  ? 

Reads  not  the  QUEEN  how  high  a  trust  is  given 
To  her,  who  so  controls  a  people's  love, 
Till  Royal  strength  with  woman's  frame  has  striven 

To  lift  her  spirit  doubts  and  fears  above. 

To  him,  scarce  yet  from  Death's  cold  shadow  caught — 
Scarce  rescued  from  the  clutch  of  the  dark  King — 
Who  shall  pronounce  what  regained  strength  may  bring, 

Of  higher  purpose  and  of  deeper  thought '( 

What  love  to  pay  for  love  so  freely  shown  ; 
"What  care  for  England,  that  so  cared  for  him, 
Her  heart  sank  low  as  his  life's  light  burnt  Him, 

And  leapt  rejoicing  upward  with  his  own '( 

And  henceforth  even  tenderer  than  before, 
Our  yearning  kindness  for  that  sweet  young  Wife, 
Who  for  her  lord  had  gladly  risked  her  1 1 : 

As  KDWAKU'S  gentle  consort  risked  of  yore. 

Wrre  there  in  England's  heart  a  deeper  place 

Than  that  she  held,  henceforth  that  place  were  hers  ; 
Such  tender*  r  than  tender  feeling  stars 

To  the  pale  sorrow  in  her  loving  face. 

So,in  their  fears  and  hopes,  and  trust  in  Heaven, 

hearts  in  one— QUEKN,  People,  Princess,  stand, 
And  wait  the  dispensation  of  God?s  hand, 
Knowing  that  hand  still  gives  what  should  be  given. 


WISDOM    FOR    THE    HOLE-IN-THE-WALL. 

Tinss  quotes  from  a  new 
book  by  M.  EKUE.ST 
U  KIT  AW  a  passage  in  which 
that  free-thinker  freely 
propounds  his  view  of  the 
way  to  regenerate  France. 
Some  effect  might  be  pro- 
duced by  reading  it  aloud 
to  an  assembly  of  patriots 
at  the  Hole-in-the-Wall. 
What?  How  would 
ODOER  and  his  associates 
take  the  following  ad- 
vice?— 

"  Let  us  cure  ourselves  of 
democracy.  Let  us  re- estab- 
lish royalty ;  let  us  in  a  cer- 
tain degree  re  -  ertablish 
nobility;  let  us  found  a 
solid  system  of  elementary 
and  national  instruction ;  let 
us  make  education  more 
strict,  and  service  obligatory 
on  all ;  let  us  become  serious, 
attentive,  submissive  to 
authority;  Mends  to  rule 
and  discipline ;  let  us,  above 
all,  be  humble;  let  us  be- 
ware of  presumption." 

Addressed  to  the  Re- 
volutionists of  the  Kirby  Street  public-house,  the  foregoing  exhor- 
tation would  probably  be  received  with  ironical  cheers  and  laughter, 
mingled  with  hisses  and  yells  of  "  Yah  I"  It  would  not,  however, 
at  present,  be  altogether  applicable  to  those  patriots.  Royalty  in 
England  does  not  need  re-establishment,  neither  does  nobility  even 
as  yet.  Buckingham  Palace,  the  Mansion  House,  and  much  else  of 
London,  have  not  been  burnt  down,  no  Bishop  has  been  shot,  nor 
have  insurgents  lately  assassinated  anyone  else  within  the  United 
Kingdom  above  the  degree  of  a  policeman.  Though  some  Revo- 
lutionists may  hold  language  that  might  deserve  the  stocks,  there  is 
little  fear  that  discretion  will  not  withhold  even  the  Reddest  of 
them  from  deeds  which  would  introduce  them  to  the  Finisher  of  the 
Law— or  rather,  of  the  Law's  linishers. 


Sit 


A  Crumb  of  Comfort. 

IT  is  some  consolation  for  all  those  unhappy  persons  whose  income 
is  derived  solely  from  their  own  exertions  that,  provided  they  con- 
tinue subject  to  that  fearful  condition,  they  will  at  least  be  spared 
such  a  trial  as  the  Tichborne. 


TRIBUTE  TO  "THE"  POCKET  BOOK, 

THK  extraordinarily  beautiful  Coloured  Picture  which  appears  in 
Mr.  Punch's  Pocket  Book  for  this  year  (a  volume  the  merit  of  which 
seems  more  and  more  indescribable  the  more  Mr.  Punch  examines 
the  marvellous  pages)  has  brought  him  a  letter  from  one  of  the 
Superior  Sex.  This  lady  hopes  that  Mr.  J'I/HI-/,  is  not  going  next 
year  to  "renew  hi*  rni*ade  against  Aristocratic  Pigeon  Shooting." 
She  proceeds  to  offer  a  variety  of  protests  against  his  protest,  but  he 
is  obliged  to  say  that  her  own  arguments  are  so  charmingly  vapid, 
being  composed  chiefly  of  unfounded  assertion,  that  he  could  as 
easily  compress  a  han<lful  of  trifle,  as  condense  them  into  proposi- 
tions. But  she  had  happily  preserved  some  lines  from  an  abler 
pen  than  her  own,  and  as  these  appear  to  embody  all  possible 
extenuation  for  the  iirnolile  s|>ort  of  nobility,  M,-.  1'nnr.h re-produces 
them.  In  reference  to  I lurhngham,  the  fair  advocate  sayg  (that  is, 
said,  as  we  take  it,  in  print) — 

"  Certainly  the  per-ccntage  of  ladies  who  care  to  watch  the  actual  (port  is 
always  exceedingly  Mn  <]  to  the  many  who  onjoy  the  chit-chat, 

the  flirtation*,  the  plenum!  gathering,  the  tea  on  the  terrace,  and  all  the 
innumerable  little  gaieties  and  graces  of  the  most  agreeable  garden-party  in 
London." 

All  this  is  perfectly  true,  and  in  substance  no  donbt  might  have 
said  with  :li   in  favour  of  any  Roman  maidens  and 

matrons  who,  from  in  the  ( 'olisemn,  may  have  beheld 

early  Christian-  .     The  same  apology  may  be  as 

truly  mad  •  Spanish  ladies  who  assist  at  a  bull-right.    No 

plea>  v  women  by  the  slaughter  of  the 

piireons,  nor  d<  -:\-e  any  gratification  from  the 

wounds  of  the  hones  in  the  bull-pit,  or  from  the  death  of  the  bull. 
Neither  is  there  any  reason  to  suppose  that  the  Roman  women  par- 
ticularly liked  srcinir  the  lions  devour  the  early  Christians,  If  they 
went  to  the  Coliseum,  they  iliil  ni.t  <jo  there  to  seethe  early  Chris- 
tians devoured.  They  in  ,  :it  the  early  Christian*  at 
all.  They  went  -ame  uhjiaU  M  those  trowed  by  the  above . 
In  short,  they  went  mainly  to  see  and  be  seen.  That,  merely,  is  why 
female  spectators  at t<  .  ::•'•,:!>  nt  pjoMMBMtini? 
matches  for  no  other  reason.  ( H  course,  ladies  would  also  as  readily 
frequent  badger  Uojr-fitrhting,  and  cock-fighting,  if  those 
pastimes  were  equally  legal  with  pigeon-shooting,  and  equally 
fashionable.  And  why  shouldn't  they  be  ?  Whether  drawing  the 
badger,  and  making  dogs  or  cocks  fight,  are  cruel  sports  or  not,  they 
are  at  least  no  crueller  than  shooting  pigeons.  Pigeons  are  shot 
whether  they  will  or  no ;  dogs  and  cocks  need  not  fight  unless  they 
please ;  hut  it  is  their  nature  to.  However,  the  cruelty  of  pigeon- 
shooting  is  nothing  to  the  ladies  who  countenance  it  ostensibly ;  but 
with  feelings  no  other  than  those  which  actuate  them  in  a  ball-room. 
Cruelty  is  as  remote  from  their  gentle  natures  at  Hurlingham  as 
Science  is  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  and  perhaps  they  will  De  glad 
to  know  that  the  notice  of  a  Bill  for  prohibiting  pigeon-shooting  is 
renewed,  for  the  coming  Session. 


"  RELIABLE." 
(A  Mild  Protest.} 

SHUT  up  a  Party  who  uses  "  Reliable  " 

When  he  means  "  Trustworthy  : "  'tis  undeniable 

That  his  excuses  are  flimsy  and  friable, 

And  his  conceptions  of  grammar  most  pliable. 

No  doubt  he  'd  pronounce  this  line's  hut  word  enviable  : 

Invent,  for  bad  fish  (which  he  'd  sell)  the  word  "  criable," 

Say  that  his  faded  silk  hat  might  be  dyeable, 

And  accent  French  vilely — allude  to  le  (liable. 

If  his  name 's  WILLIAM,  'twould  be  most  enj'yable 

To  see  MB.  CALCBAJT  preparing  to  tie  a  BILL. 

Now  let  Punch  hope  he  has  stamped  out  "  Reliable." 


"OUR  LIVELY  NEIGHBOURS." 

Iir  one  of  his  late  rhapsodies,  VICTOK  HUGO  proudly  tells  this  to 
the  universe : — 

"  Military  France  has  fallen ;  but  literary  France  stands  erect,  and  ia  the 
envy  of  the  world." 

If  by  "  Literary  France"  M.  HUGO  intends  the  envious  world  to 
understand  he  means  French  newspapers  (and  no  other  kind  of 
literature  is  so  widely  read  by  Frenchmen),  we  cannot  guile  admit 
that  he  describes  correctly  the  posture  of  French  journalism.  To  say 
it  "  stands  erect "  is  to  assert  its  upright  character ;  whereas,  if  we 
may  judge  by  the  samples  that  have  reached  us,  the  position  of  the 
French  Press  is  rather  that  of  lying. 


266 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHA.RIVARI. 


[DECEMBER  23,  1871. 


EQUAL    TO    THE    SITUATION. 

Randolph.    "  COMB,  I  SAT,  WALTER,    THIS  is  TOO  BAD  !     IF  YOU  WANTED  TO  GET  IN  THAT  STATE,  YOU  MIGHT  HAVE  GOT 
SCREWED  HEBE  !  " 

Walter.  "VERT  SOKRT— NEEDN'T  KIC-UP  SUCH— A— Row— I  "M  QUITE  EQUAL  TO  GETTING  SCREWDBR." 


COMPLIMENTS  AND  COUNSEL. 

EVERYBODY  was  pleased  that  ME.  GROVE  had  been  made  a  Judge. 
Science  had  a  right  to  take  her  place  on  the  Bench,  heside  Learning, 
Justice,  Mildness,  Virtue,  Religion,  Suavity,  Acuteness,  Courage, 
Perfect  Pronunciation  of  the  English  tongue,  Patience,  and  so  forth. 
Those  who  know  the  Courts  will  have  small  difficulty  in  sorting  out 
the  above._  Ma.  JUSTICE  GBOVE  is  an  honour  to  the  ermine  (which 
is  not  ermine),  and  Mr.  Punch  makes  him  a  gracious  how.  Then, 
Mr.  Punch  respectfully  advises  ME.  JUSTICE  GROVE  not  to  let  off 
the  next  rascally  incendiary  as  a  MR.  ANTHONY  was  let  off  the  other 
day.  This  ANTHONY  had  a  pleasant  habit  of  setting  fire  to  houses 
and  other  places,  and  when  they  were  well  alight,  of  running  to  the 
engine  stations  to  give  information,  in  order  to  secure  the  reward. 
Since  his  arrest,  alarms,  which  used  to  be  twenty-five  or  thirty  a 
month,  have  been  reduced  to  about  three.  Now,  Mr.  Punch  thinks 
that  this  is  an  ANTHONY  who  might  advantageously  have  been  treated 
as  SHAKSPEARE  treats  the  lover  of  Cleopatra  .— 

"  They  heave  Antony  aloft." 

But  that  being  impossible,  he  might  have  been  effectually  restrained 
from  firing  London  again.  ME.  JUSTICE  GROVE,  however,  gave  him 
only  twelve  years,  and  as  this  will  be  reduced  to  about  nine,  may  we 
ask  CAPTAIN  SHAW  to  be  more  vigilant  than  ever  (if  possible — and 
it  will  be  difficult)  about  January,  1880. 


"What  have  they  Done?" 

A  DELICATE  epigram  is  involved  in  the  proposed  election  of  MR. 
SHERIFF  BENNETT  to  the  School-Board.     We  think  that  the  hint 


SLAVES  OF  EXCISE. 

A  MEETING  of  agitators  for  the  abolition  of  Ale  by  a  Prohibitory 
Permissive  Bill  was  held,  the  other  night,  in  the  Mechanics'  Half, 
Nottingham.  By  this  band  of  conspirators  against  free  trade  in 
restorative  liquors : — 

"Resolutions  were  passed  denouncing  the  tyranny  and  injustice  of  any 
licensing  authority  being  permitted  to  force  the  liquor  trade  on  communities 
opposed  to  it." 

The  perusal  of  this  extract  from  the  Times  might  induce  a 
foreigner,  unacquainted  with  the  manners  and  customs  of  the 
English,  to  suppose  that  the  expenditure  of  our  community  on  spi- 
rituous and  fermented  liquors,  amounting  to  £100,000,000  a-year, 
is  compulsory,  and  caused  by  a  tyrannical  Government,  which 
obliges  people  to  spend  their  money  in  drink  against  their  will  and 
inclination,  in  order  that  it  may  derive  an  enormous  revenue  from  the 
consumption  of  excisable  spirits,  wine,  and  beer.  The  foreign  reader 
of  the  resolution  above-quoted  would  perhaps  be  surprised  to  learn 
that  the  liquor  duties  are  so  much  taxation  which  is  purely  optional, 
and  which  the  Liquor  Law  Agitators  expect  the  Public  to  replace 
by  submitting  to  an  equal  amount  of  increased  Income-tax.  To 
entertain  such  an  expectation,  he  would  think  they  must  be  maniacs, 
nor  would  he,  probably,  think  otherwise  if  informed  that  the  tyranny 
they  complain  of  is  the  inability  to  interdict  the  traffic  in  liquors  to 
other  people. 

Sire  and  Son. 

AT  the  Marlborough  Street  Police-Court,  one  day  last  week,  an 
old  gentleman  exhibited  his  wisdom  and  knowledge  by  applying 
to  MR.  NEWTON  for  a  summons  against  his  son  on  the  charge  of 
being  in  the  habit  of  lying  in  bed  after  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morn- 


was  wanted.     His  presence  will  be  a  standing  suggestion  to  his   ing.    The  son  of  a  sire  capable  of  making  such  an  application  would 
exemplary  colleagues  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  Time.    Enough.    \  hardly  turn  after  his  father  if  he  were  a  rising  young  man. 
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OCCASIONAL   ORISONS. 

TIIK  language  of  devotion 

(To  speak  in  modern  phrase) 
Was  pure  and  simple  English 

In  good  old  English  days. 
No  sentimental  slipslop. 

No  flowery  words  and  fine, 
With  trivial,  bald,  and  common-place 

Therein  did  then  combine. 

Archbishops  are  no  longer 

Snch  penmen  as  were  once, 
When  they  indite  to  order 

A  Collect  for  the  nonce. 
How  high-flown  and  how  petty 

A  sort  of  speech  is  theirs ! 
Advertisement  and  album, 

And  penny-a-line  in  prayers. 


ANOTHER    SKETCH    FROM    ISLINGTON. 

.  "  THERK,  AUNT,  AIN'T  THEY  BEAUTIES?" 
Aunt  (Cook  out  for  a  Holiday).   "  0,  LOR'  !     AND  WHAT  LOTS  OF  DRIPPIN' 

THEY  'D  MAKK  !  " 


COMING  EXHIBITIONS. 

A  BARMAID  SHOW  was  held  a  week  or  two  ago,  and 
prizes  were  awarded,  for  various  good  qualities,  to 
various  fair  competitors.  Perhaps  a  Potboy  Show  might 
appropriately  follow,  or  why  should  not  a  Landlord 
Show  be  similarly  instituted ':  Prizes  for  pure  liquor 
should  in  this  case  be  presented,  and  adulterating  pub- 
licans ought  to  be  disqualified.  In  like  manner,  a  Cab- 
man Show  might  easily  be  organised,  and  prizes  for 
civility  and  honesty  be  given  to  Hansom  or  four-wheeler 
drivers  found  the  most  deserving.  To  persons  fond  of 
staring  at  their  fellow-creatures,  a  show  of  actresses,  or 
ballet-girls,  might  also  be  attractive ;  while  servants, 
doubtless,  would  delight  in  inspecting  a  Policeman  Show, 
for  members  of  the  force  are  with  very  many  servants 
a  considerable  weakness.  Here  the  first  prize,  with  the 
honour  of  being  ranked  A  1,  should  be  given  to  the 
officer  who  could  bring  convincing  evidence  of  his 
having  always  been  found  when  he  was  wanted,  and 
likewise  of  his  having  had  the  courage  to  exist  through- 
out a  twelvemonth's  total  abstinence  from  area 
flirtation. 


A  ROMANCE  IN  REAL  (ACADEMIC)  LIFE. 

(From  our  Cambridge  Correspondent.) 

BY  the  waters  of  Cam,  as  the  shades  were  descending, 

A  Fellow  sat  moaning  his  desolate  lot ; 
From  his  sad  eyes  were  flowing  salt  rivulets,  blending 

Their  tide  with  the  river  which  heeded  them  not. 

"  0  !  why  did  I  leave," — thus  he  wearily  muttered, 
"  The  silent  repose,  and  the  shade  of  my  books, 

Where  the  voice  of  a  woman  no  sound  ever  uttered, 
And  I  ne'er  felt  the  magic  of  feminine  looks  ? 

"  Then  I  rose  when  the  east  with  Aurora  was  ruddy, 
Took  a  plunge  in  my  Pliny ;  collated  a  play ; 

No  breakfast  I  ate,  for  I  found  in  each  study 
A  collation  which  lasted  me  all  through  the  day. 

"  I  know  not  what  temptress  first  came  to  my  garden 
Of  Eden,  and  lured  me  stern  wisdom  to  leave  ; 

But  I  rather  believe  that  a  sweet '  Dolly  Varden ' 
Came  into  my  rooms  on  a  soft  summer  eve. 

"  From  that  hour  to  this,  dresses  silken  and  satin 
Seem  to  rustle  around  me,  like  wings  in  a  dream ; 

And  eyes  of  bright  blue,  as  I  lecture  in  Latin, 
Fill  my  head  with  ideas  qiiite  remote  from  my  theme. 

"  My  life  was  once  lonely,  and  almost  ascetic ; 

But  now,  if  I  venture  to  walk  in  the  street, 
With  her  books  in  her  hand,  some  fair  Peripatetic 

Is  sure  to  address  me  with  whisperings  sweet. 

' '  0,  dear  DR.  OXYTOXE,  tell  me  the  meaning 
Of  this  terrible  phrase,  which  I  cannot  make  out ; 
And  what  is  the  Latin  for  "  reaping  "  and  "  gleaning  ?  " 
Is  "podagra"  the  Greek  or  the  Latin  for  "gout?" 

", '  And  what  do  you  mean  by  "paro?miae  bases?" 
Did  the  ladies  in  Athens  wear  lieels  very  high  ? 


Do  give  me  the  rules  for  Greek  accents,  and  Crasis  ? 
Did  CORNELIA  drive  out  to  dine  in  a  fly  ? 

"  '  When  were  bonnets  first  worn  ?  was  the  toga  becoming  ? 

Were  woman's  rights  duly  respected  in  Rome  ? 
What  tune  was  that  horrible  Emperor  strumming, 

When  all  was  on  fire— was  it  Some,  Sweet  Home  t 

"  Such  questions  as  these  (sweetest  questions ! )  assail  me 
When  1  walk  on  our  Trumpington-Road-Rotten-Row  : 

The  voice  of  the  charmer  ne'er  ceases  to  hail  me 
(Is  it  wisely  she  channeth  ?)  wherever  I  go. 

"  Locked  up  in  my  rooms,  I  sigh  wearily  '  ohe  ! ' 
But  cards,  notes,  and  letters  pour  in  by  each  post : 

From  PHYLLIS,  EUPIIBOSYTJE,  PHIBYLB,  CHLOK, 
AMARYLLIS  and  JANE,  and  a  numberless  host. 

"  And  now,  I  must  take  either  poison  or  blue-pill. 
For  things  cannot  last  very  long  as  they  are." 

He  ceased,  as  the  exquisite  form  of  a  pupil 
Dawned  upon  him,  serene  as  a  beautiful  star. 

Much  of  syntax  and  "  accidence  moving  "  our  Fellow, 
Discoursed  as  they  sat  by  the  murmuring  stream, 

Till,  as  young  Detdemona  was  charmed  by  Othello, 
She  listened,  as  one  who  is  dreaming  a  dream. 

•  ••#•• 

Now  he,  who  was  once  a  confirmed  woman-hater. 
Sees  faeus  around  him  far  dearer  than  books ; 

And  no  longer  a  Coelebs,  but  husband  and  "  pater," 
Lauds  in  Latin  and  Greek  MRS.  OXYTONE'S  looks. 


Strange  Inconsistency. 

HAVE  we  not  for  years  past  heard  of  the  miserably  insufficient 
house  accommodation  to  be  found  all  over  England?  Is  it  not, 
therefore,  astonishing  that  there  should  be  men  amongst  us — some 
of  them  Members  of  Parliament— who  see  no  necessity  for  a  "  Second 
Chamber  "  ? 
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QUITE    ONE    OF    THE    FAMILY. 


life  of 


SCENE — The  Family  at  breakfast.     They  had  been  very  anxious  lately  aboat  an  impending  interesting  event  in  the 

the  eldest  Daughter 

Enter  Page  (with  post-card,  and  -unable  to  control  hit  feelings).    "  IT  's  ALL  RIGHT,  'M !     Miss  CLARA,  'M— (correcting  Mmself)— 
'T  LEAST  MBS.,  CHARLES  PERKINS,  TWINS  !    YESTERDAY  AFTENNOON,  'M !    ALL  THREK  ON  'EM  DOIN'  WELL,  'M !  !  " 

[In  these  happy  circumstances,  the  rebuke  he  got  for  daring  to  read  the  Card,  and  for  not  bringing  it  in  on  a  tray  as  u-sital,  was  merely 
nominal. 


SPAEEOWS  FOE  CANADA. 

(A  Ballad  for  British  Farmers.) 

YOTT  takes'an  old  quoat,  as  you  've  got  gone  to  wrack, 
Pokes  a  stick  'thurt  the  sleeves  'cross  a  stake  down  the  back, 
And  you  looks  out  a  ramshackle,  battered  old  hat, 
And  you  cocks  'un  aloft  upon  tiptop  o'  that. 

In  a  cornfield,  new  Bowed,  up  you  sticks  'un  when  done  ; 
And  you  sets  a  small  boy  to  let  off  an  old  gun : 
Or  used  to  't  at  laste,  "fore  the  new-fangled  rule, 
Instead  o'  bird  keepun',  as  puts  'un  to  school. 

But  no  sart  o'  scarecrows,  in  Canada  there, 
They  wants,  anyhow  little  birds  for  to  scare  ; 
They  've  had  English  sparrers  sent  out,  at  their  call, 
To  Quebec  in  the  fust  place,  and  now  Montreal. 

Ho,  ho !    Loramassy !    What  fellers !    My  eye  ! 
They  've  hunderds  o'  cock  and  hen  sparrers  let  fly. 
0'  purrjus  they  means  'em  to  nestle  and  breed, 
Wherein  not  a  doubt  very  soon  they  '11  succeed. 

What  next  ?    If  so  be  as  they  '11  take  my  advice, 
They  '11  ha'  out  a  cargo  o'  rats,  mun,  and  mice. 
Some  moles  we  could  send  'em  too,  case  they  got  none, 
And  wants  to  be  under  likewise  overrun. 

We  '11  ship  'em  out  plenty  o'  tomtits  and  chinks, 
Supposing  their  gardens  too  fruitful  they  thinks ; 
And,  if  Bitch  a  dearth  of  all  varmunt  pervails, 
In  kits  we  '11  supply  'em  wi'  slugs  and  wi'  snails. 


Yaa !    What  they  believes  is,  as  seiencers  states, 
That  the  good  sparrers  does,  by  the  palmers  they  ates, 
Is  ten  thousand  times  wuth  all  their  damage  to  grain. 
Of  which  to  convince  me  'tis  labour  in  vain. 

I  wun't  never,  not  I,  credut  no  sitch  a  thing, 

Nor  that  twoads  don't  spet  pizon,  nor  slow-worms  doan't  sting. 

And  the  moor  I  be  argy  d  that  sparricide  's  wrong, 

Shall  stick  to  my  Sparrer  Club  all  the  moor  strong. 

APPALLING  CRIME. 

THE  late  conflagration  at  Warwick  Castle  was  a  national  disaster. 
The  mischief,  moreover,  does  not  seem  to  have  been  confined  to  the 
splendid  old  edifice,  which  may  or  may  not  have  been  built  by 
CYSTBEI.INE,  but  which  is  worthy  of  any  King  of  Britain.  The 
casualty  made  villains  over  bold.  The  local  report  says  that  a  man 

"  Engaged  in  removing  the  effects  is  in  custody  for  stealing  some  valuables 
belonging  to  his  lordship.  He  will  be  brought  before  the  magistrates  at 
Warwick.  The  police  found  them  in  his  pocket." 

This  is  very  dreadful.  Sir  Ttmbelly  Clumsy  has  expatiated  on 
the  awful  crime  of  "joking  Deputy-Lieutenants,"  but  what  shall 
be  said  of  a  monster  who  would  steal  several  Magistrates,  and  put 
them  in  his  pocket,  like  precious  diadems  ?  We  thirst  for  his  gore. 


Christmas  Remark. 

HEAB  "  The  Bells .'" 

Repartee  by  Mr.  Punch—"  And  see  "em." 

(Sniauditur—"  Lyceum.") 


fnV0.'  "fan?  .•,H°!f°r'1.  Bq»"«,  1"  the  r>art.h  of  at.  Jame..  Clerkenweli.  in  the  Oonntr  at  Mlddmex,  »t  the  Printing  Offlcei  ol  Meun.  Bradbury,  BT»ni.«  Co..  Lombard 
net  ot  Whitefrlar.,  In  the  City  of  London, and  Publi.h.d  by  him  at  No.SS,  Fleet  Stteet,  In  the  Parlib  o'  St.  Bride.  City  of  Uradoa.-BiTcaDii,  December  23, 1871. 
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THE  SCHOOLMASTER  IS  ABROAD. 

EDUCATION  is  advancing  with  mighty  strides  all  over 
the  land.  The  march  of  intellect  has  begun,  and  the 
School  Boards  are  in  the  van.  Ignorance  and  credulity 
and  superstition  and  Folk-lore  are  making  arrange- 
ments to  hide  their  diminished  heads.  We  do  not  refer 
now  to  London,  and  Liverpool,  and  Birmingham,  and 
other  great  towns  and  cities,  but  to  a  place  which, 
though  small  in  size,  scanty  in  population,  and  some- 
what remote  in  locality,  filled  a  niche  in  the  annals  of 
this  country,  and  was  known,  far  and  wide,  by  the 
famous  deeds  and  wondrous  exploits  of  its  inhabitants, 
when  the  proud  Barons  of  England  were  wresting  that 
palladium  of  our  liberties,  Magna  Charta,  from  a  re- 
luctant king,  and  what  are  now  busy  ports,  and  great 
marts  of  commerce,  and  teeming  hives  of  industry,  were 
swamps  and  heaths  and  wild  morasses,  the  haunt  of  the 
bittern  and  the  home  of  the  crane. 

The  announcement  that  the  Privy  Council  on  Kdu- 
cation  have  issued  orders  for  the  formation  of  a  school 
board  at  GOTHAM  puts  an  end,  for  ever,  to  any  hopes 
that  may  have  been  entertained  of  more  "  merry  talcs" 
of  the  "  wise  men  "  of  that  celebrated  village. 


»/V\ 


A    YOUNG    POSITIVIST. 


Parson.  "  WHAT'S  A  MIRACLE?"  Boy.  "DUNNO." 

Parson.  "  WELL,  IK  THE  SUN  WERE  TO  SHINE  IN*  THE  MIDDLE  OF  THB  NIGHT, 

WHAT  SHOULD  YOU  SAY  If  WAS?"  Boy.    "Tag   MOON." 

Parson.  "  BDT  IF  YOU  WERE  TOLD  IT  WAS  THE  SUN,  WHAT  SHOULD  YOU  SAY 
IT  WAS  ?  "  Soy.  "  A  LIE." 

Parson.  "  I  DON'T  TKLL  LIES.  SUPPOSE  /  TOLD  YOU  IT  WAS  THE  SON  ;  WHAT 
WOULD  YOU  SAY  TIISX?"  Eoy.  "TUAT  YER  WASN'T  SOBER!" 


BILLS  AND  BOXES. 

Now  is  the  season  for  Christmas  "  Appeals." 

For  clothing  and  coals,  and  for  blankets  and  meals. 

How  happy,  to  cash  them  all,  he  that  it  able, 

Moreover  can  pay  every  bill  on  his  table  ! 

Doing  good,  what  a  luxury,  what  a  pure  pleasure 

It  were,  if  it  cost  us  of  comfort  no  measure  ! 

Don't  you  wish  you  had  means  to  spend  more  than 
you  must, 

And  afford  to  be  generous,  first  having  been  just '? 

Would  you  had.    Would  you  ne'er  might  find  Christ- 
mas too  dear. 

That 's  implied  when  I  wish  you  a  Happy  New  Year. 


AN  INDUSTRIOUS  YOUNG  JOKE. 

IN  any  other  week  of  the  year  Mr.  Punch  would 
shudder  at  an  epigram  in  which  the  word  Turkey  was 
made  to  do  ornithological,  as  well  as  geographical  duty. 
But  at  Christmas  people's  intellects  are  usually  some- 
what dulled  by  the  celebrations  of  the  season.  So  he 
permits  a  wit  to  remark  that  "the  Ribs  of  Beef  at  a 
Christmas  Dinner  are  a  Joint  Intervention  in  favour  of 
Turkey,  to  prevent  its  total  dismemberment."  Only  this 
once,  mind. 


BUBAL    INTELLIGENCE. 

WHO  can  wonder  at  the  great  success  of  our  provincial  news- 
papers, when,  in  many  a  rural  district,  their  subscribers  are  in- 
dulged with  weekly  news  of  such  momentous  import  as  the 
following  ? — 

GREAT  GOBBLESWICK. 

SEASONABLE  FESTIVITIES.— On  Friday  evening  last  about  fiye- 
and-thirty  gentlemen,  all  members  of  the  Court  "  Conviviality, 
No.  35679,"  with  a  few  Rum  Covey  friends  belonging  to  Lodge 
93528,  assembled  to  partake  of  an  excellent  meat  tea  at  the  Robin 
Hood  Arms,  in  this  lively  little  borough.  Host  GUTTLER  proved, 
as  usual,  the  most  liberal  of  caterers,  and  served  up  the  toast  and 
muffins  and  other  creature  comforts  in  admirable  style.  A  highly 
interesting  episode  occurred  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  when 
the  Chairman,  Brother  BUGGINS,  presented  on  behalf  of  the  members 
of  the  Court,  a  handsome  brazen  warming-pan  to  Brother  MOLLI- 
CODDLER,  on  occasion  of  his  marriage  and  his  consequent  retirement 
from  the  honourable  office  of  Vice-Perpetual-Grand.  Brother 
MOLLICODDLEB  having  returned  his  heartfelt  thanks  in  an  un- 
commonly neat  speech,  wherein  he  belikened  himself  to  General 
CINCINNATUS  retiring  from  Old  Rome,  the  harmony  of  the  evening 
was  promoted  by  his  calling  upon  Brother  FUNNIFELLEB  for  one 
of  his  choice  ditties ;  and,  the  social  glass  and  song  being  the  order 
of  the  day,  the  company  did  not  separate  until  the  smaller  hours. 

SINGLEBOUOUGH. 

CAMPANALOOIA.  —  Yesterday  s'ennight  eight  members  of  the 
Singleborough  Change  Ringing  Club  ascended,  with  some  difficulty, 
the  rickety  old  steeple,  and  rang  out  a  true  peal  of  Oxford  Triple 


Bob  Minor  with  great  patience  and  success.  The  peal  consisted  of 
no  fewer  than  5248  changes,  with  73  Bobs,  and  occupied  precisely 
three  hours  and  thirty  minutes  and  three  seconds  in  performance. 
Total  weight  of  metal  about  99  cwt.  In  spite  of  the  intense  and 
penetrating  frost,  the  ringers  were  as  usual  in  their  ordinary  shirt- 
sleeves, throughout  the  whole  performance,  and  only  five  of  them 
have  been  laid  up  with  rheumatism,  while  the  others  have  escaped 
with  merely  a  bad  cold.  More  than  half  a  century  having  elapsed 
since  the  bells  have  been  similarly  exercised,  it  is  considered  a  great 
mercy  that  the  steeple  did  not  topple  down  upon  the  heads  of  the 
industrious  performers  of  this  interesting  peal. 

BUN  BRIDGE. 

CUBIOUS  DISCOVERY.— Our  esteemed  townsman,  MB.  GOLLOPS, 
who  is  now  employed  by  SIB  GEOFFBET  GALLOPEB,  Bart.,  in  re- 
hanging  the  bells  at  Middleborongh  Hall,  made  a  singular  discovery 
last  Wednesday  afternoon.  While  ripping  open  the  old  kitchen 
wall,  he  found  concealed  in  one  of  the  ancient  bell-stocks  a  young 
and  lively  rattlesnake,  some  six  inches  in  girth.  The  general  opinion 
among  our  learned  townsfolk  is  that  it  was  placed  there  in  one  of 
the  dark  ages  as  a  charm  against  witchcraft,  or  perhaps  spirit- 
rapping.  Despite  its  long  confinement,  the  tiny  reptile  appears  to 
be  in  excellent  health  and  spirits,  and  daily  swallows  thirteen 
oysters  and  a  pint  of  donkey's  milk. 

BEFORE    YOU    GO    TO    THE   PANTOMIME  b«   sure  that  you 
provide  yourself  with  Punch'i  Almanack.    This  will  put  you  in  good 
humour  to  enjoy  a  bit  of  fun,  and  put  your  sides  in  training  to  shake  at  the 
time-honoured  joke  of  the  hot  poker. 
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MY    HEALTH. 

E  return  from  Tintagel. 
—Tired.  Evidently  not 
strong,  because  I  sleep  all 
the  way  back  in  tbe  trap. 
PENDKLL  says,  "Aha!  — 
um — that 's  not  weakness. 
You  ate  too  much  lunch. 
Get  you  all  right  to- 
morrow, with  a  run  with 
the  otter  hounds.  Last 
day  of  the  season." 
^  Flash,  across  me. — I  've 
not  ridden  for  a  long  time. 
Got  no  boots  or  breeches 
with  me.  "  Nothing  I 
should  have  enjoyed  so 
much,"  I  say,  "only  that 
—  "  then  I  give  my  reason. 
Note  on,  and  to  myself, 
I  'm  sure  that  my  stay  at 
My  Aunt's  has  made  me 
nervous.  I  don't  think 
that  WETHERBY'S  steam- 
launch  improved  me :  and 
I  'm  sure  that  PENDELL'S 
driving  has  shattered  me 
completely.  Consequently, 
when  he  mentions  sud- 
denly a  run  with  the 

hounds,  I  feel  a  sort  of  thrill  through  me,  which  is  not  exactly 
pleasurable ;  but  is  not  unlike  what  one  might  experience  if  a 
strong-minded  medical  man,  to  whom  you  had  entrusted  the  super- 
vision of  your  general  health,  unexpectedly  turned  round  to  you 
in  his  carriage  when  you  thought  you  were  out  for  a  pleasant  drive 
with  him,  and  said,  "Look  here,  I'm  going  to  take  you  to  SIR 
WILLIAM  FEHGUSSON'S  to  have  you  examined,  and  if  it 's  necessary, 
he  can  operate  at  once."  In  my  present  state  of  nerves,  I  don't 
know  what  I  should  do  on  hearing  such  an  announcement.  Faint, 
perhaps,  or  let  down  the  window  and  scream  for  assistance.  In  the 
latter  case,  the  medical  man  would  probably  change  his  mind,  and 
direct -the  coachman  to  drive  to  DR.  FORBES  WINSLOW'S. 
I  haven't  asked  PENDELL  to  take  me  out  hunting. 
Flash. — Chorus  of  the  old  Tantivy  song,  adapted  to  my  present 
circumstances — "  A  hunting  we  will  '  not'  go,  my  boys !  " 

I  don't  like— in  fact  I  don't  think  it  hospitable  for  a  man,  with 
•whom  you  are  staying  for  pleasure,  to  say  arbitrarily,  in  effect, 
"Now  to-morrow  you  will  be  put  on  a  horse  that  you've  never 
ridden  before,  whose  height,  length,  and  breadth  may  not  suit  you, 
whose  temper  you  don't  know,  whose  leaping  qualifications  may  be 
extraordinary,  or  may  not,  and  you  will  be  taken  on  the  back  of 
this  animal  (as  long  as  you  remain  there)  over  so  many  miles  of 
country,  so  many  hedges,  so  many  stone  walls  (it  flashes  across  me 
that  they  are  all  stone  walls  in  Cornwall  with  sharp  slates  at  the  top), 
and  whether  you  ever  reappear  again  safe  and  sound  it  is  impossible 
to  conjecture  ;  but  if  you  don't  break  your  neck,  or  your  arm,  or 
your  leg,  and  if  you  do  come  back  all  right,  then— then— you '11  have 
a  capital  appetite  for  dinner." 

This  all  occurs  to  me  before  PENDELL  replies  that,  "There's  no 
necessity  for  breeches  and  boots." 

"Ah !  "  I  say.  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  is  accustomed  to  Leices- 
tershire, that 's  all  very  well,  but  it  doesn't  do  for  a  stranger  to 
appear  in  a  field  unless  he 's  properly  got  up."  (My  mind  is  made 
UP,  '  A  hunting  we  do  not  go,  my  boys/')  ladd,  so  as  not  to  appear 
to  be  shirking  the  sport,  which  I  admit  I  love,  that  "  If  MRS.  PEN- 
DELL  is  going  to  drive  or  ride  to  the  meet,  I  would  accompany  her ;  and 
we  could  —a  little  hesitation  here—"  we  could  see  something  of  it." 
It  appears,  however,  that  MRS.  PENDELL  is  not  going. 
PENDELL  goes  on  to  explain,  that  when  he  said  breeches  and  boots 
were  not  necessary,  he  meant  that  I  needn't  ride  unless  I  liked. 
«J  T?  astoni8ned  at  this  suggestion.  It  occurs  to  me  suddenly 
that  J.  ve  seen  a  lot  of  good-for-nothing  people  in  seal-skin  caps  and 
ighlows  in  attendance  at  meets,  specially  of  harriers,  who  by 
knowing  the  country,  turn  up  at  various  checks,  are  in  at  the  death 
and  see  the  whole  sport  on  foot.  They  are  cads,  I  have  always 
imagined,  who  make  a  livelihood  out  of  accidents  on  the  hunting 
held,  catching  horses,  holding  them,  opening  gates,  leading  nervous 
men  s  horses  over  "  nasty  places,"  (this  from  experience)  and  so 
iorth.  A  class  of  men  I  detest.  They  would  make  excellent  camp- 
lollowers,  and  spend  their  summer  in  boating  localities  and  at  race- 
meetmgs.  Surely  it  is  not  as  one  of  these  that  a  Cornish  squire 
wishes  me  to  appear  in  the  hunting-field!  I  merely  say  with 
sarcastic  smile,— 

"  0, 1  couldn't  hunt  on  foot." 
I  shall,"  returns  PENDELL. 


Can  I  believe  my  ears  ?  Yes,  PENDELL  of  Penwiffle,  of  the  ancient 
Pendell  Family,  Squire,  J.P.,  and  Chairman  of  Boards,  Vestries, 
and  of  everything  in  this  part  of  the  country  where  there  is  a.  chair 
to  be  taken,  tells  me  seriously  that  he  is  going  out  hunting,  afoot ! 

"  In  what  dress  ?  "  I  ask,  incredulously. 

"  0 —knickerbockers  and  gaiters,  and — um — flannel,"  he  replies, 
and  then  adds,  "  I  can  lend  you  flannels,  they  're  the  best  for  run- 
ning in." 

"  But,"  I  ask,  "  do  many  people  run  ?  " 

He  informs  me  that  nearly  everybody  runs,  as  riding  ig  almost 
impossible,  and  reminds  me  that  he  is  talking  of  the  Otter  hounds. 

Flash. — Ah !  of  course  —  ANSDELL'S  or  LANDSEER'S  picture. 
Handsome  young  Keeper,  in  velvet,  with  long  spear,  holding  up 
Otter,  hungry  dogs,  open-mouthed,  all  around.  O,  that's  another 
thing  !  Ha !  ha !  I  'm  with  him,  with  pleasure.  If  it  had  been  fox- 
hounds, I  now  say,  I  was  thinking  whether  I  should  have  had  time 
to  have  telegraphed  home  for  my  boots,  and  whether,  if  they  could 
find  them  (for  I  fancy  they  were  put  away  with  a  fancy  dress  cos- 
tume of  an  Austrian  Hussar),  they  could  send  'em  down  to  me  here 
(over  four  hundred  miles  from  my  house),  by  to-morrow  morning. 

Otter-hunting  by  all  means  !     To-morrow  !     Bravo ! 

Here  we  are  at  Penwiffle.  In  time  for  dinner.  To  meet  Old 
RUDDOCK. 

MRS.  PENDELL  tells  us  that  a  letter  has  just  been  received  from 
Old  RUDDOCK. 

"  Aha !  "  says  PENDELL,  chuckling,  and  smacking  the  «ide  of  his 
right  leg  with  his  stick :  "just  like  him  !  Aha !  Old  RUDDOCK  !  " 
Then  he  laughs  again.  It  only  appears  from  this  that  it's  just  like 
Old  RUDDOCK  to  send  a  letter ;  nothing  more.  But  this  hardly 
makes  him  the  great  "  character  "  that  PENDELL  gays  he  is. 

It  appears  from  this  characteristic  letter  that  Old  RUDDOCK,  of 
Ruddock,  has  accepted,  by  mistake  (  "  Just  like  him !  Aha !  "  in- 
terposes PE>-DELL,  enjoying  the  note  immensely),  the  invitation  to 
dinner  for  to-morrow  night — not  to-night.  No  RUDDOCK  to-night. 

PENDELL  is  sorry  that  we  are  not  going  to  have  him  all  to  our- 
selves, as  he  says  to  me,  "  You  'd  have  drawn  him  out.  And—  and— 
he 's  a— aha !— he 's  a  great  character  !  " 

MRS.  PENDELL  smiles  gently  at  the  fun,  as  if  she  were  recalling 
some  happy  memory  of  an  evening  with  RUDDOCK.  I  am  inclined 
to  ask  her  quietly  if  he  is  such  a  character  really.  Women  see  a 
character  at  once.  She'll  know.  1  postpone  the  inquiry.  But  I 
can't  help  being  curious  as  to  old  RUDDOCK,  of  Ruddock. 

PENDELL  is  glad  after  all,  he  says,  that  he 's  not  coming  to-night, 
as  he  '11  be  such  fun  to-morrow,  when  it  appears  there  is  to  be  a 
large  party. 

"  Let's  see,"  says  PENDELL,  "now  there  are  the  THEGONIES  of 
Tregivel ;  then  there 's  Miss  TKELISSAC  and  her  brother,  then  BODDS 
of  Landagle " 

"No,  dear,"  interrupts  MRS.  PENDELL.  "The  Landagle  BODDS 
can't  come,  so  I  sent  to  their  cousins." 

"  0— um,"  says  PENDELL,  as  if  meditating  upon  the  social  value 
of  the  change.  "Ah!  the  BODDS  of  Popthlanack— um— well  ?" 

MRS.  PENDELL  answers  this  inquiry  with  the  announcement  that 
"  The  Popthlanack  BODDS  are  coming,"  which,  on  the  whole,  seems 
to  satisfy  PENDELL,  though,  for  choice,  it  is  evident  he  would  have 
preferred  the  Landagle  BODDS. 

I  remark  that  be  seems  well  off  for  neighbours. 

"  Um  !  "  replies  PENDELL,  thoughtfully,  "  Well— um— yes.  The 
Landagle  BODDS,  if  they'd  have  come,  would  have  had  to  drive 
fifteen  miles  to  dinner  and  fifteen  back.  The  Popthlanack  BODDS 
— um— let  me  see— yes,  they  live  about— eh  ?  "  Here  he  appeals  to 
his  wife. 

MRS.  PENDELL  supposes  that  the  Popthlanaek  BODDS  are  distant 
from  Penwiffle  some  fourteen  or  sixteen  miles.  Old  RUDDOCK  will 
have  to  drive  twenty-four  before  he 's  finished  the  evening,  but  then 
he 's  a  character,  and  to  think  of  Old  RUDDOCK  walking,  driving,  or 
riding,  is  only  a  merry  thought  to  PENDELL,  at  all  events,  whatever 
the  fact  may  be  to  Old  RUDDOCK.  The  THEOONIES  of  Tregivel  will 
drive  ten  miles  to  dinner,  and  the  THELISSACS  have  about  nine  and 
a-half  to  get  over. 

Another  Note  on  Cornwall.  Hospitality  and  Sociability  are 
eminently  the  marks  of  a  country  where  such  distances  are  no  bar  to 
frequent  dinner  parties,  balls,  private  theatricals,  and  all  sorts  of 
genial  f  oregatherings. 


Long  and  Short  Time. 

How  fast  time  flies  when  you  are  working  against  it :  how  slowly 
when  you  are  working  to  till  it  up !  What  a  difference  between 
trying  to  get  your  work  done  before  your  dinner  hour,  and  trying 
to  fill  up  your  hour  before  dinner  with  work ! 


THE  YOUNG    LADY  WITH  THE  LARGE  BLUE  EYES,   who 
was  seen  cantering  in  Rotten  Bow  last  Friday  afternoon,  is  earnestly 
entreated  to  purchase  Punch's  Almanack.    Otherwise,  it  is  doubtful  whether 
her  secret  can  be  kept. 


DECEMBER  30,  1871.]  PUNCH,    OR    THE    LONDON    CHARIVARI. 


271 


REVIEWS    FOR    ROGUES. 


HK  Public  is 
tired  of  reading  about 
the  roguery  of  S>'i'h 
London  tradesmen.  Ity 
way  of  a  change,  the y 
will  probably  not  be 
much  gratified  by  the 
information  that  the 
same  practices  on  the 
purl  of  small  shop- 

r*     us     tin' 

which  the  South  ot 
London  is  celebrated, 
appear  to  be  equally 
characteristic  ot  tin 
Ivist,  suggesting  the 
apprehension  that  dis- 
honesty is  not  more 
particular  to  points  of 
the  compass  than  to 
anything  else.  In  the 
LnnJun  Daily  Chrn- 

nnd  Clerktnwell 
News,  tlie  other  day, 
appeared  a  statement 
that,  at  a  petty  session 


held  on 
Monday 


tin; 
at 


previous 
White- 


chapel,  fifty  tradesmen 
of  the  district  were 
fined  for  using  light 
weights  and  short  mea- 
sures ;  the  aggregate 
of  the  penalties  im- 
posed on  those  half- 
hundred  rogues  amounting  to  £61.  Hereto  is  added  a  suggestion  that  this  sum 
would  be  well  spent  in  advertising  the  fraudulent  contributors  to  it  by  name  in 
the  principal  newspapers.  This  would  be  a  very  salutary  proceeding  if  it  were 
practicable,  that  is,  authorised  by  law ;  for,  otherwise,  the  advertiser  might 
have  fifty  actions  of  libel  brought  against  him  by  fifty  knaves,  and  then,  in 
each  case,  unless  tried  by  a  special  jury,  would  probably  get  a  verdict  of  heavy 
damages  given  against  him  by  twelve  knaves  more,  the  generosity  of  their 
fellow-feeling  having  been  stimulated  by  the  eloquence  which  is  always  forth- 
coming, in  any  cause,  for  a  fee,  from  members  of  an  honourable  profession. 

Now,  let  us  go  a  little  farther,  and  propose  such  an  alteration  in  the  law  of 
libel  as  would  render  articles  of  general  merchandise  open  to  criticism  equally 
with  that  special  class  of  articles  called  "literary."  Why  should  samples  of 
tea  and  sugar,  or  any  other  food  for  the  body,  be  held  exempt  from  censure 
on  their  quantity  or  quality,  how  merited  soever,  when  specimens  of  food  for 
the  mind — tales,  poems,  epigrams,  books,  papers,  and  publications  of  every  sort 
and  kind —  are  liable  to  any  amount  01  dispraise  and  depreciation  no  matter 
how  unjust,  and  although  prompted  simply  by  the  motive  of  hatred  to  publishers 
or  authors,  for  the  express  purpose  of  hindering  the  sale  of  their  works,  and 
thereby  doing  them  damage  ?  Of  course,  if  comment  on  ponderable  wares  and 
on  writings  were  alike  free,  we  should  often  have  a  rascally  tailor  or  grocer 
running  down  the  goods  of  his  respectable  rival  over  the  way.  But  the  precisely 
analogous  thing  continually  happens  in  Grub  Street ;  and  who  cares  ? 


"ALL  A-GROWING." 

"Great  preparations,  wo  hear,  are  made  for  Christmas  at  Berlin.  The  squares  are 
already  covered  with  Christmas  trees,  which  abound  in  the  forest*  of  Thuringia  and 
Silesia,  and  which  daily  are  carried  by  railway  into  the  town." 

THESE  must  be  enchanted  forests,  inhabited  by  the  most  magnificent  fairies, 
unknown  even  to  the  BROTHERS  GRIMIT,  or  HANS  ANDERSEN,  or  LEWIS 
CARROLL,  to  abound  in  Christmas  trees  all  ready  for  family  use,  laden  with 
presents  and  blazing  with  lights.  For  greater  safety,  the  lamps  and  tapers 
are  probably  extinguished  during  the  railway  journey.  The  Thuringian  and 
Silesian  forests  must  be  such  a  beautiful  sight  just  before  Christmas  that  it 
seems  almost  a  pity  to  deprive  the  "little  people"  of  a  single  tree,  even  for 
the  sake  of  the  Tittle  folks. 

We  wish  our  forests  were  as  productive  at  this  time  of  the  year.  Thousands 
of  fathers,  ten  thousands  of  mothers,  would  be  thankful  to  know  of  a  con- 
venient wood,  full  of  Christmas  trees,  which  without  any  further  trouble  or 
expense  (except  the  cost  of  transit  by  railway — the  Great  Eastern,  for  instance, 
from  Epping)  could  be  transplanted  to  their  drawing-rooms,  with,  perhaps,  a 
neatly  dressed  fairy  in  charge. 


NOTHING  IN  THE  PAPERS  "—Isn't  there,  though  1    My  eye!    Why,  aU 
of  them  have  said  something  in  praise  of  Punch's  Almanack ;  and,  indeed,  it  is, 
without  exception,  the  most  blinding  coruscation  of  wit  and  wisdom  extant.    N.B. — And 
fancjy,  only  Threepence !     Verbttm  Sap. 


SHIPOWNER  AND  STORM. 

Tin:  Government  and  the  ''IUHCRLI.OR  OK  TIIK  K\- 
i'.  may  he  oongntabtUd  mi  tin-  <  il'.ct  tint  *>•-- 
tematic  endeavours,  by  means  of  surcharges,  and  other 
pressure,  not  too  gentle,  to  aggravate  the  burden  of  the 
Income-tax,  are  succeeding  admirably  in  the  benignly 
politic  purpose  of  creating  an  agitation  against  that 
wliieh  will  enable,  in  truth  by  compelling,  MR. 
l.uwi:  to  propose  a  just  substitute  for  it  m  his  next 
Budget.  At  "  a  very  intlm  nlinlly  attended  meeting  of 
shipowners"  held  on  Thursday  last  week  at  the  rooms 
ot  the  Shipowners'  Association,  City,  tor  the  pm 

•nig  against  the  present  7h'»!.-  "I  levying  the 
income-tax  on  that  class  of  proprietors,  whieh  is  e\vn 
peculiarly  extortionate  and  inquisitorial,  the  following 
resolution,  being  an  amendment  on  a  motion  les  deci- 
dedly condemning  the  tax  itself  altogether,  was  carried 
unanimously :  — 

"  'I'h  le-Ux  on   trades  and  profession*  U  a  tax 

wrunjr  in  p:  ipable  of  i-. 

offensive  and  vexatious  in  its  operation,  and  can  only  be  qualiti'MJ 
as  an  ex[><  dien(   in  i-.ws  '.I'  L-PMI  HIV  '  "»  to  !«• 

repealed,  and  that  the  movement  for  this  ptin»>->e  be  nupportrd 
by  petition,  or  otherwise,  as  the  meeting  may  dee:- 

The  tight  additional  turns  wbieh  the  familiars  of  the 
Income-tax  Inquisition  are — of  course  by  direction  ot 
i  periors— giving  to  the  screw  of  Schedule  1).,  are 
fast  accomplishing  the  excellent  object  of  raising  a 
grumble  into  a  roar.  The  storm  is  rising  at  such  a  rate 
as  to  attest  in  the  most  striking  manner  the  ingenuity  of 
iance  Minister  in  the  art  of  raising  the  wind.  It 
is  to^be  hoped,  however,  that  PBOSPEKO  LOWE  will  be 
sntislii'd  with  the  pitch  of  clamour  to  which  the  hurly- 
burly  of  his  Tempest  will  have  attained  by  the 
opening  of  Parliament,  and  that  he  will  not,  for  the 
sake  of  augmenting  it  to  an  unnecessarily  high  degree 
of  fury,  defer  the  immediate  abolition  of  the  Incoi 
till  the  gale  shall  have  become  a  hurricane,  whilst,  in 
the  meantime,  he  confiscates  another  penny  or  so  in  the 
pound,  under  pretence  of  conferring  on  the  Great  Un- 
taxed  "  a  free  breakfast- table." 


CHRISTMAS  "  CRACKERS." 

THE  Inns  of  Court  have  expressed  their  desire  to 
defray  the  entire  cost  of  the  New  Law  Courts. 

SIR  CHARLES  W.  DUKE  will  be  presented  at  the  next 
Levee. 

The  freedom  of  the  City  is  to  be  conferred  on  MR.  ODDER. 

The  House  of  Lords  is  to  be  abolished. 

The  dish  of  honour  at  the  POPE'S  table  on  Christmas 
Day  was  a  boar's  head,  the  gift  of,  and  shot  by,  the 
KINO  OK  ITALY  (by  telegram). 

The  British  Museum  is  to  be  thrown  open  to  the  public 
every  day  in  the  week.  There  will,  consequently,  t>e  no 
further  necessity  for  intending  visitors  (especially  those 
from  the  country)  to  recollect  whether  the  Museum  is 
open  on  a  Tuesday  and  shut  on  a  Friday,  or  closed  on  a 
Wednesday  and  open  on  a  Monday. 

With  the  New  Year  all  fees  and  gratuities  will  be 
abolished  at  the  different  London  Theatres. 

Temple  Bar  is  to  be  pulled  down. 

The  pavements  are  to  be  kept  clean. 

No  person  will  in  future  be  allowed  to  enter  any 
carriage  on  the  Metropolitan  Railway  which  has  already 
its  proper  number  of  passengers. 

MR.  BKUSK  has  been  invited  to  preside  at  the  next 
anniversary  of  the  Licensed  Victuallers'  Association. 

MR.  WHALLET  will  be  the  new  Speaker. 

The  Lord  Rector-Elect  of  the  University  of  Glasgow 
(MR.  DISRAELI)  is  taking  lessons  on  the  bagpipes,  and 
has  already  made  considerable  progress  in  learning  the 


Highland  Fling. 
The  equestrian  statue  of  the 


DUXE  OP  WELLINGTON 


will  be  removed  from  its  present  position  at  Hyde  Park 
Corner  before  the  commencement  of  the  season.  Its 
destination  is  not  positively  known— probably  the  Borough 
Road. 

No  portraits  of  Mayors,  Masters  of  Hounds,  Town 
Clerks,  Chairmen  of  Quarter  Sessions,  Deputy  Lieu- 
tenant*, or  Presidents  of  Hospitals  will  in  future  be  ad- 
mitted to  the  Royal  Academy  Exhibition. 

The  Spiritualists  have  discovered  who  Juniiis  was,  and 
I  who  the  Claimant  is. 
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MUSIC    AT    HOME. 

The  Hostess.  "  DEAR  Miss  LINNET!  WOULD  YOU — WOULD  YOU  SINQ  ONE  OF  THOSE  CHARMINO  BALLADS,  WHILE  /  GO  AND  SEE  IF 
SUITER'S  READY  ? " 

The  Companion.  "  0,  DON'T  ASK  ME— I  FEEL  NERVOUS.     THERE  ARE  so  MANY  PEOPLE— " 
The  Hostess.  "  0,  THSY  WON'T  LISTEN,  BLESS  YOU!  NOT  ONE  OF  THEM!    Now  DO  I II" 


KING  HUDSON. 


BORN,  MARCH,  1800. 


DIED,  DECEMBER,  1871. 


HE  reigned,  he  died  "—the  summary 

Might  serve  for  many  a  ting 
Whose  reign  is  void  in  History 

Of  aught  that  Muse  can  sing — 
True  sovereign  gold  the  coin  may'be, 

But,  somehow,  has  no  ring ; 

But  this  King,  who  has  passed  away, 

Unmarked,  unwept,  unsung, 
He  reigned  in  <juite  another  way — 

Ne'er  sovereign  louder  rung ;  '. 
Ne'er  busier  king  held  sterner  sway, 

Or  mightier  mandates  flung. 

0,  happy  ye,  whose  line  of  life 

Crossed  not  that  meteor's  plane, 
Whom  Fate's  allotment  spared  the  strife, 

Of  great  KINO  HUDSON^S  reign, 
With  Mammon's  yellow  fever  rife, 

And  spasms  of  loss  and  gain ! 

When,  where  KING  HUDSON'S  sceptre^turned- 

A  true  divining-rod — 
Pactolus  sudden,  burst  and  burned, 

In  gold,  from  sand  and  sod ; 
Till  labours  quiet  gains  were  spurned, 

And  "  Serif) "  wag  all  men's  God. 

We  cried,  "  Our  King  of  Men'appears, 
So  brassy,  brisk,  and  bold  ! " 


Sowing  hopes  broadcast,  spurning  fears, 
His  touch  turns  all  to  gold  '  " — 

The  crown  we  gave  the  asses'  ears 
Was  big  enough  to  hold. 

He  moved  a  Monarch,  blunt  and  bluft  : 

To  hear  was  to  obey  ! 
Who  of  us  could  bow  low  enough, 

On  his  gold-paven  way  ? 
Lords,  Cits,  Respectable  and  Rough, 

Church,  Court,  all  owned  his  sway ! 

Pure  Nonconformists  on  his  crown 

Breathed  blessings  unawares ; 
Archbishops  put  their  croziers  down, 

To  write  to  him  for  shares, 
Great  ladies  by  his  smile  or  frown 

Were  changed  to  bulls  or  bears. 

"  Long  live,  KINO  HUDSON  !  "  was  our  cry  : 

No  line  save  his  shall  be  ! 
As  share-quotations  ruled  more  high, 

The  loyaller  grew  we. 
"  His  statue  let  us  raise — for  why  ? 

Shrined  in  our  hearts  is  he  !  " 

And  when  he  progressed  England  through, 

The  straggle  was  the  while, 
Who  first  should  lick  his  royal  shoe, 

Win  most  shares  in  his  smile  ; 
Never  did  England  such  kotoo, 

To  kingly  state  and  style. 

What  wonder,  he  we  worshipped  so 
Bore  high  that  crowne'd  head : 
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Trod  heavy  on  the  necks  that  low 

Were  laid  for  him  to  tread  ; 
To  hands  for  bank-notes  stretched  would  throw 

Buffets,  sometimes,  instead. 

But  who  that  so  the  seamy  side 

Of  men  'twas  given  to  see, 
Less  rough-shod  e'er  o'er  backs  did  ride 

That  bowed  at  his  decree  : 
Was  kindlier,  for  all  pocket-pride. 

Than  bind'  Ki\<;  CKHUIIK  could  be  '? 

And  when'our  fire  of  straw  had  burned 

To  ash,  as  straw-fire  must, 
AY  hen  the  gauds  in  our  hands  were  turned 

To  rottenness  and  rust ; 
AVhen  our  Great  King,  a  knave  we  learned, 

His  fairy  treasures  dust ; 

AVhen  all  the  bubbles  we  had'blown 

Durst  with  a  swift  collapse, 
And  exultation  turned  to  groan 

O'er  Stock  Exchange  mishaps, 
And  house  on  house,  crashed,  overthrown, 

To  earth,  in  thunder-claps  ; 

We  too  howled  out  upon  the  name 

So  oft  with  blessings  hoard  ; 
Helped  pelt  with  mud  of  bitter  blame, 

The  crown  we  had  conferred  ; 
In  howls  of  scorn  and  shouts  of  shame 

On  our  Ex-King  concurred. 

So  he  we  'd  fawned  on  so,  and  fearoil, 

AVith  curses  down  was  cast, — 
KINO  HUDSON  had  no  statue  reared, 

But  forth  to  exile  past, 
To  climb  the  stranger's  stairs,  and  beard 

Penury's  bitter  blast. 

Faint  tidings  of  his  lot  we  had 

From  far  across  the  main, — 
A  fat  old  man,  poor,  shabby,  sad, 

Of  casual  dinners  fain  : 
Their  doubtful  recognition  glad 

To  give  men  back  again. 

Till  some  on  whom  he  had  smiled  when  king 
Thought  shame  that  this  should  be, 

And  clubbing  their  alms-gathering 
Bought  an  annuity ; 

They  said  it  is  a  sorry  thing 
A  Beggared  King  to  see  ! 

And  poor  KINO  HUDSON  clutched  the  gift 

And  grateful  was  therefor, — 
The  weight  of  poverty  to  shift, 

The  wolf  keep  from  his  door  : 
His  pittance  used,  they  say,  with  thrift 

Till  int'rcst's  fruit  it  bore. 

Now,  from  his  ups  and  downs  not  loath, 
He  rests,  where  Kings  and  churls  are  one ; 

He  scaled  heights,  sounded  depths,  with  both  : 
As  basely  fawned  as  spit  upon. 

Should  men  who  hailed  his  mushroom  growth, 
Cast  at  his  humble  grave  the  stone. 


*   A  FRIENDLY  WISH  TO  FRANCE. 
THUS  saith  a  newspaper  : — 

"NEW  TEAR'S  DAT  IN  PARIS.  —  It  is  announced  that  the 
President  of  the  Republic  and  the  Ministers  will  hold  their 
receptions  on  New  Tear's  Day  in  Paris." 

They  will  receive  the  compliments  of  the  season  as 
representative  men.  Their  visitors  will,  in  wishing 
them,  wish  France  many  happy  new  years.  That  this 
wish  may  be  realised,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  France  will, 
on  New  Year's  Day,  turn  over  a  new  leaf  in  a  book  of 
which  no  future  page  will  contain  the  word  gloire,  and 
that  Frenchmen  will  cease  to  talk  about,  or  to  dream 
of,  revenge  for  a  drubbing  which  they  incurred  by  an 
assault. 


CHRISTMAS    WEATHER. 

(It  may  alter  before  (his  appears  to  the  Universe,  but  the  moral's  the  same.) 


A  CORRECTED  CATECHISM. 

HERE  is  a  story  which,  for  the  purpose  of  discrediting  Ultramontanigm,  is  at 
least  well  calculated  : — 

"  There  is  a  certain  work  called  KEENAN'S  Controvtriial  Caleehiim,  which  has  had  a  rery 
wide  circulation  among  Irish  Roman  Catholics  under  high  ecclesiastical  sanction.  It 
contained  the  following  question  and  answer : — Q.  '  Must  not  Catholics  believe  the  POPE 
in  himself  to  be  infallible?  A.  This  it  a  I'rotestant  invtntion  :  it  a  no  article  of  the 
Catholic  faith.  No  decision  of  the  Popes  can  oblige  under  pain  of  heresy,  unless  it  be 
received  and  enforced  by  the  teaching  body— that  is,  by  the  BUhop*  of  the  Church.'  " 

The  periodical  which  relates  this  story  asserts  itself  to  have  been  informed 
that  the  question  and  answer  cited  therein  have  been  lately  expunged  from  the 
book  which  had  contained  them.  Unless  the  story  told  as  above  is  a  story  in  the 
sense  in  which  our  sisters  use  that  word,  an  (Ecumenical  Council  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church  has  adopted,  as  a  dogma  of  faith,  a  falsehood  declared  by 
Roman  Catholic  authority  to  have  been  originally  forged  by  Protestants.  But, 
indeed,  the  Infallibility  dogma  has  annoyed  certain  persons  very  much.  It  has 
drawn  a  sharp  line,  and  set  an  impassable  barrier  between  real  and  mock 
Roman  Catholics.  It  has  constituted  the  so-called  "  Anglo-Catholios  "  Pro- 
testants in  all  eyes  but  their  own  essentially  as  thorough  as  MR.  SPTTBOBON 
or  DE.  GUMMING.  Thereby  it  has  made  some  people  very  angry.  Some  one  of 
them  may  have  spitefully  hoaxed  a  contemporary.  Grave  inexactness,  wil- 
fully designed  to  damage  a  cause,  or  to  injure  opponents,  is  guilt  into  which 
even  theological  spite  has  never  betrayed  the  Saturday  Review. 


A  Sneeze  for  Spiritualists. 

IP  Spiritualism  is  neither  a  fact  nor  a  fallacy,  but  an  imposture,  still 
Spiritualists,  those  who  find  their  account  in  it,  must  be  up  to  snuff.  That 
snuff  might  be  denominated  Table  Rappee. 


LOST  OR  MISLAID,  probably  in  on  omnibus,  or  also  a  railway  station,  a 
remarkably  fine  BABY,  aged  nearly  seven  months.  Very  knowing  for  it*  age. 
Answers  to  the  name  of  TIDDY  ICKLE  Sixo.  Was  dressed  in  a  white  frock,  red  worsted 
shoes,  and  blue  silk  sash.  Whoever  will  restore  the  same  to  iU  disconsolate  mamma, 
shall  receive  Punch's  Almanack  as  a  commensurate  REWARD.  —  Address,  ANXIOUS 
MAMMA,  11  A,  Queer  Street. 
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THE    COMPLIMENTS    OF    THE    SEASON. 


'  A  WELCOME  TO  REGENT'S  PARK. 

WELCOME  from  the  Regions  Polar, 

O'er  which  JACK  FROST  reigns  Controller, 

Welcome  hither,  British  solar 

Light  and  heat  to  share. 
Thou  wilt  bask,  when  days  get  finer, 
Under  eyes  than  stars  diviner  : 
Welcome  SAMPSON,  Urse  Minor, 

Welcome,  Little  Bear ! 


COMPARISONS  ARE  ODIOUS. 

AT  Danbury,  a  place  in  America,  is  published  a  journal 
called  the  Neiaa.  Punch  is  also  read  there.  The  other 
journal  says : — 

"  The  London  Punch,  whose  exhilarating  effects  are  equal  to 
a  burn  on  the  leg,  may  be  found  at  the  reading-room  of  the 
Danbury  Library." 

A  burn  on  the  leg  may  be  thought  likely  to  produce 
excitement  rather  than  exhilaration,  but  when  affection 
guides  the  pen,  as  the  man  says  in  John  Bull,  he  is  a 
brute  who  finds  fault  with  the  style. 


DOMESTIC  DUET. 

"  FOE  Breakfast  they  advertise  '  Cacaoine.' 
What  a  singular  name,  Papa !     What  does  it  mean? 

Tell  your  Child,  dear  Papa,  0 ! " 

"  Theobroma  Cacao, 

Food  of  gods,  Cocoa  plant,  forms  the  root  of  the  word, 
Cacaoine  comes  from  Cacao."     "  Absurd !  " 


THE   SPEAKER'S  title,  when  he  goes  to   the  Upper 
Chamber,  is  to  be  BASON  COMMENTARY. 


CHEISTMAS  Box  FOR  ME.  LOWE  (as   Master  of   the 
Mint).— One  of  the  worn-out  sixpences. 


GIBES  FOR  GENERAL  GRANT. 

OCCASION  is  usually  taken  by  certain  public  instructors  to  moralise, 
with  apparent  glee,  on  the  falsification,  by  recent  wars,  of  the  hopes 
of  Peace  on  earth,  weakly  anticipated,  at  one  time,  from  the  spread 
of  commerce.  There  are  quarters  whence,  if  scorn  and  contempt  are 
not  generously  lavished  on  the  sentiment  betrayed  in  the  following 
passage  in  GENERAL  GRANT'S  Message  to  Congress,  we  shall  some  of 
us  miss  our  bitters : — 

"The  year  has  been  eventful  in  witnessing  two  great  nations,  speaking  one 
language  and  having  one  lineage,  settling  by  peaceful  arbitration  disputes  of 
long  standing,  and  liable  at  any  time  to  bring  those  nations  into  bloody  and 
hostile  conflict.  An  example  has  also  been  set  which,  if  successful  as  to  its 
final  issue,  may  be  followed  by  other  civilised  nations,  and  be  finally  the 
means  of  returning  to  productive  industry  millions  of  men  now  maintained  to 
settle  the  disputes  of  nations  by  the  bayonet  and  the  broadsword." 

Our  readers,  who  read  everything,  will,  we  are  sure,  feel  sadly 
disappointed  should  the  foregoing  quotation  fail  to  be  noticed,  in 
articles  which  they  know  where  to  look  for,  with  the  customary 
sneers,  as  an  effusion  of  maudlin  benevolence  on  the  part  of  a  States- 
man and  a  Soldier.  It  will  be  a  pity  if  they  are  not  told  that,  but 
that  Spiritualism  is  humbug,  PRESIDENT  GEANT  might  be  supposed 
to  be  a  '  Trance  Medium  "  "  controlled"  by  the  spirit  of  RICHARD 
COBDEN.  It  can  hardly  fail  to  be  pointed  put  how  characteristic  of 
a  leader  of  the  Peace  Society,  and  how  alien  from  a  military  com- 
mander, is  the  idea  that  modern  battles  are  settled  by  bayonets 
and  broadswords.  But  then  perhaps  will  follow  the  charitable  sur- 
mise that  GENERAL  GEANT  knows  better  than  really  to  entertain 
the  silly  and  ridiculous  hope  which  he  professes,  and  that  the 
expression  of  it  is  simply  a  smooth  thing  addressed  to  and  intended 
ad  captandum  BUNCOMBE. 

The  subjoined  suggestion  relative  to  the  Mormon  difficulty  may 
also  be  expected  to  incur  the  sarcasms  of  manly  severity : — 

"  It  may  be  advisable  for  Congress  to  consider  what,  in  the  execution  of  the 
law  against  polygamy,  is  to  be  the  status  of  plural  wives  and  their  offspring. 
The  propriety  of  Congress  passing  an  Act  authorising  the  territorial  Legisla- 
ture of  Utah  to  legitimise  all  children  prior  to  a  time  fixed  in  the  Act  might 
be  justified  by  its  humanity  to  these  innocent  children." 

Some  natures  and  ways  of  venting  them  will  have  very  much 


changed,  if  acrid  humour  is  not  abundantly  voided  on  the  avowal 
of  a  mawkish  humanity  which  would  even  dream  of  proposing  the 
exemption  of  children,  how  innocent  soever,  from  the  legal  conse- 
quences deliberately  incurred  for  them  by  their  parents.  Hereditary 
penalties,  the  sole  inheritance  of  such  children,  must  necessarily  be 
maintained  for  the  preservation  of  social  order,  and  vindication  of 
morality  to  the  satisfaction  of  strong-minded  moralists.  The  mascu- 
line wrath  of  those  censors  is  ever  awakened  by  the  faintest  proposal 
of  exemption,  on  what  ground  no  matter,  of  any  manner  of  persons 
under  penal  conditions,  from  punishment  to  which  they  are  liable 
as  the  law  stands.  The  zeal  which  rigidly  and  righteously  enforces 
unmerited  but  expedient  chastisement  is  no  cloak  for  malevolence. 


SEASONABLE  FOLK-LORE. 

IT  is  considered  very  lucky,  if  on  Christmas  Eve  the  youngest 
child  in  the  house  finds  under  the  door-mat  a  Bank  of  England  note. 

It  is  unlucky  to  eat  a  mince-pie  in  the  house  of  a  Quaker,  a  protho- 
notary,  a  surrogate,  a  sinecurist,  or  a  sworn  Select  Vestryman. 

If  the  sun  shines  on  Christmas  Day  between  eight  and  nine,  there 
will  be  a  considerable  reduction  in  the  Estimates ;  but  if  it  snows, 
the  Bank  rate  of  discount  will  be  raised  during  the  next  twelve 
months. 

If  you  are  a  single  man,  fair,  under  six  feet,  and  a  good  linguist, 
and  will  get  out  of  bed  between  twelve  and  one  on  the  morning  of 
New  Year's  Day,  and  walk  for  two  hours  to  and  fro  over  London 
Bridge,  with  a  crooked  florin  in  your  pocket,  you  will  be  sure  to 
meet  your  future  wife  (should  you  marry  again),  at  an  evening  party 
in  the  suburbs. 

If  the  first  thing  you  see  when  you  come  down-stairs  on  New 
Year's  Day  is  a  black  cat,  beware  of  crossing  abridge  till  the  apples 
are  in  blossom ;  but  if  it  is  a  gray  horse,  you  may  partake  of  pork 
pie  without  fear  of  consequences. 

If  a  young  unmarried  woman  eats  three  raisins  running  in  a 
Christmas  plum-pudding  which  have  not  been  stoned,  and  wishes 
three  wishes  while  she  looks  over  her  left  shoulder  into  the  glass 
and  throws  a  handful  of  mistletoe  berries  on  a  peat  fire,  without 
mentioning  names  or  moving  a  muscle  of  her  face,  she  must  not  be 
surprised,  provided  the  wind  is  in  the  right  quarter,  if  events 
happen  as  she  desires. 
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Puff  Missed  (A),  52 

Punch's  Essence  of  Parliament,    2,  I-, 

22,  4c. 

Punch's  Review,  236 
Practice  for  Paupers,  240 
Premier's  Chief  Parts  (The),  231 
Pretty  Idea  (A),  195 
Price  of  Acquittal  (The),  55 
Prince  of  Wales  (The),  249 
Problem  in  "Posolopry,"  150 
Progress  in  Parliament,  33 
QI-EEN'S  Prerogative  (The),  74 
Queen,  People,  and  Princess,  26'2 
Question  and  Quotation.  23 
Question  to  be  Asked,  l.'il 
Quite  Right  Too,  138 
RAID  on  the  Nursery  (A),  1S5 
Railway  Instirance,  206 
Rap  on  the  Nose  for  B-irdolphs  (A\  233 
Rare  News  for  Teetotallers,  235 
Kare  News  for  Novel-Readers,  96 
Rather  Impertinent,  20 
Reading  at  Ryde,  259 
Reasonable  Grievance  (A),  76 
Real  Case  of  Distress,  249 
Real  Danger  (A),  89 
Rearrangement  of  Parties,  230 
Rehearsal  of  War,  114 
"  Reliable,"  265 
"  Repeal's  "  New  Name,  41 
Representation  without  R,  35 
Rescued  from  the  Ring,  205 
Retirement,  Extraordinary,  150 
Revenge  Superseded,  53 
Reviews  for  Rogues,  271 
'•  Right  About— Knee,"  198 
"  Right  Man  in  the  Right  Place,  (The)," 

32 

Rising  Gale  (A),  130 
Ritualist  Parson's  Petition  (The).  33 
Ritualistic  Parsonation,  65 
Rival  Worth,  31 
Roman  Shindy,  3 

Romance  in  Real  (Academic)  Lite,  267 
Rome  and  Versailles,  121 
Rouge  et  Noyre,  171 
Roughs  In  their  Thousands  (The),  66 
"  Round  of  the  Press,  The,"  226 
Rousing  Xote  (A),  141 
Royalty  at  Dover,  1 
Rural  Intelligence,  269 
SAD  Spectacle  (A),  142 
Safe  Rome,  240 

School-Board  Much  Wanted,  131 
Schoolmaster  is  Abroad  (A),  269 
Schoolmaster  Very  Much  "Abroad,"  51 
Scot  on  his  Species  (AX  63 
Scraps  for  Sub  Editors,  165 
Scrupulous  Initials,  213 
Sea  Horse  Aground  (A),  133 
Sea-side  Tragedy  (A),  101 
Seasonable  Strike  (A),  102 
Seething  Masses  (The).  213 
Serviceable  Society.  57 
Servile  Sunday  Work,  47 
Shamrock  and  Olive,  107 
Shell-ash  and  Soldiers,  216 
Shooting  and  Killiug,  223 
Short  Theme,  217 
"  Silly  "  Season  (Tha),  90 
"Silly  Suffolk,"  114 
Singular  Sheep,  119 
"Siren,  Put  the  Kettle  On,"  134 
Slightly  Scaly,  7 
Small  Coal  from  Newcastle  121 
Smart  Maid  at  Millbrook  (A).  97 
Sneeze  for  Spiritualists  (A),  275 


Snob's  Military  Selection,  223 

Social  Reform  Bill  Wanted  (A),  36 

Social  Science,  67 

Soldiers  at  School,  124 

Soliloquy  in  a  Sbam  Skirmish,  131 

Somebody  Pleased,  40 

Something  Left  Out,  105 

Song  for  a  School-Board,  259 

Song  for  Sentimentalists  (AX  110 

Song  for  Summer  Tlino  (A),30 

Songs  of  Sixpence,  29 

Sparrows  for  Canada,  268 

Splendid  Opportunity,  20 

Statesman  to  Statesman,  102 

Stations  of  H.M.  Navy,  111 

St.  Crispin's  Simpletons,  172 

Storks  and  Sticks,  57 

Strike  against  Strikers  (A),  156 

Strikes  and  the  Stars  (TheX  114 

Substitute  for  "  Home  Rule,"  151 

Subtaxed  and  Surcharged.  219 

Suit  and  Service  for  the  City,  204 

Supremos  in  Extrenr's,  227 

Surprising  Questions,  11 

Sword  of  Mercy  (The),  64 

TAKE  Back  Thy  Title,  69 

Temperance  Drinking  8->ng,  101 

Testimonial  to  Mi  ill,  255 

Thank  the  Lords  I  98 

Theatrical  Advertisement,  45 

"  They  Cannot  Go  Without  Help,"  65 

Thirty  Years  Ago,  24 

"  This  Tune  Goes  Manly,"  226 

Thought  In  the  Tower  (A),  173 

Throe  to  One  (Toast),  225 

Three  R's  in  Ireland  (The).  252 

Tichbome  Case  (The),  9,  23 

Tomline's  Questions,  42 

Tomline  the  Mare's-Nester,  28 

Too  'Umble  by  Half,  91 

To  the  Glorious  7th  of  July,  1871, 19 

Tragic  Anecdote  (AX  261 

"Treasures  of  the  Deep  "(The),  105 

Tribute  to  "  The  "  Pocket- Bo..k,  265 

Truth  after  Thomson  (The),  62 

Turf  and  the  Calendar  ("I  he),  171 

Turf  News  for  Teetotallers,  11 

Turning  it  On,  113 

Two  D's  (The),  03 

Two  Hogs  (The),  44 

Two  Waj-s  of  Looking  at  It,  20 

UNEARTHLY  Music,  218 

University  Reform,  218 

Unmanly  Demonstration.  165 

Use  for  Greenwich  Hospital,  51 

VERY  Old  Acquaintance  (A),  162 

Very  Old  Story  (A).  234 

Very  Well  Done.  248 

Very,  Very  Old  Man  (A),  173 

Victor  at  Rome,  243 

WAIL  from  the  Sad  Sea  Waves  (A),  139 

"  Waiting  for  tho  Verdict," )  88 

War  and  Woman,  193 

Was  it  Courteous,  219 

"  Watch  on  the  Tyne  "  (The).  218 

Welcome  Back  to  John  Bright,  227 

Wet  and  Dry,  ?36 

Wet  and  Dry  Sundays,  39 

What  Everylwxly  Knows,  192 


Who 's  Your  Banker  ?  257 

Wigsley  Centenary  (The),  240 

Wild  Sport  and  Sportsmen,  256 

Wisdom  for  the  Hole-in-tbo-Wall,  263 

Wisdom  for  Wiseacres.  153 

Wisdom  for  Working  Men,  175 

Woman's  Logic,  97 

Worthy  of  Honourable  Mention,  97 

Wonderful  Invention  (A),  160 

Words  and  Wisdom  of  Parliament,  166 

Workmen  in  the  Right  Way,  122 

What  a  Libel  to  Say  So  !  207 

What  We  are  Cnming  to,  223 

When  •  »  *  •  «  Fall  Out,  258 

Why  Did  They  Leave  Town  ?  216 


LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 

AJAX  Defying  the  Lightning,  37 

"  All  in  the  Downs,"  71  I 

"  All 's  (Prettyl  Well."  125 

British  Voter  of  tho  Future,  49 

Cardwell's  Collapse,  59 

Counting  the  Cost,  135 

Daring  Act 'A),  253 

"Doom'dl"  2.5 

"Dress  Rehearsal  "  (A),  115 

End  of  the  Season  (Tbe),  81 

Fire  and  Smoke,  5 

Gigantic  Gooseberry  (The),  15 

His  Favourite  Part,  231 

"Hobson's  Choice,"  103 

Lesson  Worth  Learning  (AX  147 

Next  "Disestablishment"  (The),  221 

"Nothing  in  the  Papers  !"  167 

"  Old  Man  of  the  Sea  (The),"  209 

"  Out  of  the  Bag  !"  177 

Real  "  Autumn  Session"  (The),  93 

Real  Cap  of  Liberty  (The),  273 

"  Right  About— Face !"  199 

Rome.  1871,  243 

"Sauce  for  the  Gander,"  157 

Suspense.  2f3 

"  Willie,  We  have  Missed  You,1'  189 


SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 
ARTISTS,  Comedians,  and  Other*  (To), 

Awkward  Scene  at  a  Dinner  Party,  4 

Both  Sides  of  the  Question,  166 

"Canny!"  118 

Caution  (A),  246 

Chivalry  in  tho  Pantry  (A  Fact),  252 

Christmas  Weather,  275 

Cockney  Cub-Hunting,  193 

Compliments  of  the  Season  (The),  534 

Compliments  of  the  Season  (The),  27(3 

Conscientious  Discharge  of  Du'y,  163 

Cool  Customer  (A>,  129 

Cruel,  Crawling  Sea  (The),  14S 

Cruel  Duck  (A),  11 

Dolly  Varden  Farewell  Kiss  (The),  181 

Equal  to  the  Situation,  260 

Example  (An),  217 

Exasperating  Accuracy !  208 


Fashionable  Intelligence,  36 

Fellow  Feeling  (A).  121 

4<  Fiat  Experimentum  in,"  Ac.,  182 

Filial  Appreciation,  20 

"  Finishing  Touch"  (The),  162 

Forethought,  224 

"  Gentle  Craft  "  (The),  170 

Gentle  Irony,  107 

Glimpse  of  the  Autumn  Manoeuvres  (A), 

155 

Going  the  Pace,  247 
Golden  Age  Restored  (The),  58 
Good  Boy !  97 
"Happy  Thought,"  111 
"  Hat— A  Covering  for  the  Head,'  192 
Hibernian  Veracity,  8 
Honest  Truth  (The),  213 
Hopeful  Study,  235 
Her  Majesty's  Opera,  19 
How  Provoking,  32 
Humble  Appeal  (A),  248 
Incorrigible.  143 

Indigestion  Delicately  Described,  153 
Ladies'  Luggige,  138 
Lipsua  Linguae,  63 
Light  Fantastic  Toe  (TheX  102 
"Manners,  '205 

"  May  Difference  of  Opinion,"  256 
Military  Ardour,  24 
Milo,  128 

Mixed  Pickles,  239 
Modern  Leisure,  106 
Momentous  Question,  96,  216 
Mr.  Punch  at  the  Highland  Games,  21 
Mr.  Punch  In  the  Highlands,  10 
Music  at  Home,  272 
Mystification,  140 
"  Narrow  Escape  "  (A),  219 
New  Hats  (The),  155 
New  House  (The),  172 
New  House  Again  (The),  188 
Not  to  be  Trifled  With,  18 
Old  Offender  (An),  29 
"  Once  for  All."  249 
O,  Rapture  !  80 
Our  Nurses,  225 
Our  Reserves.  33,  173 
"Patent  Safety? "236 
"  Perils  of  the  Deep,"  130 
Personal,  108 
"Pity!  "30 

FuachinK  v.  Preaching,  258 
Poser  (A),  »SO 

Provincial  Green-Room  (The),  202 
Practical,  75 

Prudence  and  Foresight,  181 
Queen's  English  (The),  214 
Quite  One  of  the  Family,  268 

Quite  the  Wrong  Place,  150 

JR  vthor  Inconsiderate  !  203 

Reasoning  by  Analogy,  48 

Recollections  of  the  Holidays,  88 

Reduotio  ad  Absurdum,  259 

Reminiscences,  195 

Resignation.  171 

Returning  Home  from  tho  Seaside,  156 

Rudiments  of  Scepticism  and  Ortho- 
doxy, 184 

Save  U«  from  Our  Friends,  131 

Scrupulous,  185 

Sea-side  Drama,  120 

Sea-side  Study,  134 

Served  Out  for  Staying  at  Home,  262 

Sic  Vo«  Non  Vobis,  212 

Signs  of  the  Bathing  Season,  88 

Silly  Suffolk (?)Pa-itoral».— Reciprocity, 
86 

Sketched  at  Islington,  257,  267 

Slang  of  the  Day  (The),  44 

Snake  in  the  Grass,  28 

Snuggery  (A),  91 

Sooner  or  Later,  238 

Special  Occasion,  241 

"  Spiritus  Intus,"  226 

Story  of  the  Hen  and  the  Ducklings- 
Reversed  (The),  114 

Study  of  Omnibus  Life  (A),  176 

Subject  for  Triumph  (A),  142 

"  Substantial  Grounds,"  119 

Technical,  92 

Tempting,  52 

Theseus  and  Ariadne,  204 

"  Thing  of  Beauty  (AX"  151 

"  Thinker  and  Worker  (The),"  85 

Thorough  !  45 

"  Thought  is  Free,"  198 

Tichborne  v.  Mudie's  !  220 

"Too  Bad!"  9« 

Treasures  of  Memory,  227 

Week  at  BaUachulish  (AX  64 

Weird  Sisters  (The),  123 

Unprovoked  Assault,  139 

Weil  Broken,  160 

"  What  Cant  be  Cured  must  be  En- 
dured," 194 

Worst  of  Two  Strings  (The),  84 

Te  Inf»nt  Prodigy,  24« 

Yeomanry  Drill,  ISO 

Young  England  and  His  Luggage,  110 

Young  Potitivist,  269 
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